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PROLOGUE. 



n^O this Place y Gentlemen^ full many a Day 
*^ Wtve bid ye nvekome, and to many a Flay s 
And thofe whoji angry Souls were not difeaCd 
With Law^ or lending Mony^ we have pleased i 
And make no doubt to da again. This Night 
No mighty Mattery nor no lights 
We mufi intreat you look for : AgoodTdle^ 
Told in two Hours, we will mi fatly 
If we be perfeSiy to rehearfe ye : New 
Tmfure it is, and handfom : but how true 
Let them difpute that writ it. Ten to one 
We pleafe the Women, and Td know that Man 
Follows not their Example ^ If ye mean 
To know the Play well, tray el with the Scene, 
For't lyes upon the Road \ rfwe chance tirey 
As ye an good Men, leave us not i'th* Mire^ 
Another Bait may mend us : If you grow 
A little gaird or weary, cry but hoa. 
And we'll ftay for ye. When our Jourttey ends^ 
Every Man's Fot I hope, and all part Friends. 



A 2 



DRA- 



{ 



DRAMAtlS PERSONM, 



HEN. 

Governor of Barcelona. 
Leonardo, a noble Genoefe, Father to Mark An- 
tonio. 
Bon Z^nchio, an old Lame angry Soldier^ Father to Leo- 

cadia. 
Alphonfo, a cbolertck Don^ Father to Theodofia. 
Philippo, Son to AJphonfo, Lover of Leocadia. 
Marc- Antonio, Son to Lttonzx^o, 
Pedro, a Gentleman^ and Friend to Leonardo. 
Rodorigo, Gmeral of the Spanifh Gallies. 
Incubo, Bailiff of Cailel Blanco. 
Diego, Hojl of Qfliina. 
Lazaro, Heftier to Diego. 
Hofi of Barcelona. 

Bailiff of Barcelona. / 

Chirurgions. 
Soldiers. 
Tozvnjmen. 
Attendants. 

WOMEN. 

Theodofia, i)^«^^^/«r/^ AJphonfo, iLove-JUk Ladies in 

Ltocsidkj Daughter to D(^ Zadchio, ypurfuit ^M.Anton. 

Eugenia, ff^ife to the Governor of Barcelona. 

Ho^efs^ Wife to Diego. 

Hojlefs^ mfe to the Hofi of Barcelona. 



SC E NE Barcelona and the Road. 



Lotk's 
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A c T I. 



C E N E L 




Enter Incubo the Bailiffs and Di^ tbt flofi. 

I NCU B O. 

Jgnior Donlhego, and mine Hoft» iave thee ' 
Die. X thank you, Mr. Baily. 
Inc. O the Block ! 

Die. Why, how fliould I have anfwcr'd ? 
Inc. Not with that 
Negligent Rudencfs: But I kifs your Hands, 
Signior Don Incubo de Hamhre^ [and then 

My Titles;) Mafter Baily of C^*/ 5/<i»fff j 

Thou ne'er wilt have the Elegancy of an Hoft j 

1 forrow for thee, as my Friend and Goflip: 

No fmoak, nor fteam out-breathing from the Kitchen? 

There's little Life i'th' Hearth then. 

Die. Ay, there, there. 
That is his Friendfliip, harkening for the Spit, 
And forry that he cannot fmcll the Pot boil. 

Inc. Strange 
An Inn fhould be fo cur((, and not the Sign 
Blafted nor withcr'd \ very ftrange, three Days now. 
And not an Egg eat in it, nor an Onion, [traps. 

Die. I think they ha* ftrew'd th* High-ways with Cal- 
No Horfe dares pals 'em ; I did never know 
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A Week of/o fad Doings^ fmce I fiift 
Stood to my Sign Poft. 

Inc. Goffip, I have Ibuad 
The Root of all; (i) Kneel pray, it i$ thy fdf 
Art caufe thereof; each Perfon is the Founder 
Of his own Fortune, good or bad ; but mend it. 
Call for thy Cloak and Rapier, 

Die. How? 

Inc, Do, call. 
And put 'em on in hafte : Alter thy Fortune, 

By appearing wjortby of her : Doft thou think 

Her good Face e*er will know a Man in cuerpo ? 

In fingle Body, thus? In Hofe and Doublet, 

The Horfe-Boy 's Garb ? BafeBlank, and half Blank cuerpo ? 

Did I, or Mr. Dean of SeviJ our Neighbour 

E*er reach our Dignities in cuerpo^ think'ft thou. 

In fquirting Hofe and Doublet ? Signior, no, [Caflbcks, 

There went more to't t There were Clocks, Gowns, and* 

And other Paramentos : Call, I iay. 

His Cloak, and Rapier liere. 

Enter Hoftefs. 

Hojiefs. What means your Worlhip ? 

Inc. Bring forth thy Husband's Sword » (o^ Jiang it on. 
And now his Cloak, lucre caft it up 5 I me»n, 
poflip, to change your Luck, and bring you Guefts, 

Bpjiefs. Why! Is there Charm in this ? 

Inc. Expedt ; now walk, 
But not the Pace of one that runs on Errands 5 
For, want of Gravity in an Hoft, is odious : 
You may remember, Goffip, if you pleafe, 
(Your Wife being then th' Infanta of the Gipfies, 
And your fclf governing a great Man's Mules then) 
Me a poor Efquire at Madrid attending 
A Mailer of Ceremonies ; but a Man, believe it, ' 
That knew his Place to the gold Weight; and fuch 

(1) - — Kneel it is thy felf^ The Verb fray fo abfolutely re^uifitc 
to compleat the Quantity and Senfe, I have reftorM from the Folio 
of 1647. 

Have 
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Have I heard him oft fay, ought ev^ry Hoft 
Within the Osetholick King's Dominion 
Be, in his own Houfe. 

£>ie. How ? 

Inc. A Mafter of Ceremonies i 
At leaft Vice-Mafter, and to do nought \n cuerp^ 
That was his Maxim, I will tell thee of him : 
He would ttot fpeak with an Ambai&dor^s C^bo^ 
See a coki bake Meat from « fordgn Pait 
In cuerpo : Had j, Dog but ftay'd withoBti 
Or Bead of C^licy, gs an Ei^l^ Cow^ 
But to prefenc it felf, ihe woukl jput on . 
His Savoy Chain diidout his Neck, the Ruff 
And Cuf6 of Holland \ then the N^s HaC . 
With the i?^x»e Hac-band* and the FJoreMtine Agaljt 
The M/t3i« Sword, the Cloak of Qw^^ fct 
With Pkn^ Bx^Aom i all his givisn Piece$ 
To entertain 'em io, and Complement [^Knock wtbin. 
With a tame Cony, as with th* Prince that fent |t. 

Die. Lift, who is there ? 

Inc. A Gueft^ and't be thy Will [ha ? 

Die. Look Spoufe^ cry Luck, and we be encountered, 

Hoftefs. Luck then, and good, for 'tis a Gnebraye Guef^, 
With a brave Horfe. 

Inc. Why now^ believe of Cuerfd 

Enter Theodofla. 

As you (hall fee Occalion i go and meet him^ . 

Tbeo. Look to my Horfe, I pray you, well. 

Die. He (hall. Sir. 

Inc. Oh how beneadi his Rank and Gall was that now ? 
Your Horfe /hall be entreated as becomes 
A Horfe of Fafhion, and his Inches ! 

Iheo. Oh. 

Inc. Look to the Cavalier : What ails he ? Stay 
If it concern his Horfe, let it not trouble him, 
He ftiall have all Refpeft the Place can yield him 
Either of Barly, or frefh Straw, Die. Good Sir, 
Look up. Inc. He finks, fomewhat to caft upon him. 
He'll go away in cuerpo elfe. 

A 4 Die. 
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Die. What, Wife! 
Oh your hot Waters quickly, and fome cold 
To caft in his fweet Face. ^ ^ 

Hoftefs. Alasj fair Flower! lExit. 

Inc. Does any Body entertain his Horfe ? 

Die. Yes, Lazaro has him, 

£n^er Hoftefs with a Glafs of JVater. 

Inc. Go you fee him in Perfbn. \JE^t Di^o. 

Hoftefs. Sir, tafte a little of this, of mine own Water, 
I did diftiH't my felf ; fweet Lilly look upon me. 
You are but newly blown, my pretty Tulip. 
Faint not upon your Stalk, ^tis 6rm asd frelh. 
Stand up, fo, bolt upright, you're yet in growing. 

Theb, Fray you let me have a Chamber. 

Hoftefs. That you (hall. Sir. 

Theo. And where I may be private, I entreat you. 

Hoftefs. For that, in troth Sir, we ha* no Choice : Our 
Houfe 
Is bgt a (2) Vent of need, that now and then 
Receives a Gueft between the greater Towns 
As they come late-, only one Room. 

inc. She means. Sir; it is none 
Of thofe wild, fcatter'd Heaps, call'd Inns, where fcarce 
TheHoft's heard, though he wind his Horn t'his People, 
Here is a competent Pile, wherein the Man, 
Wife, Servants, all do live within the whittle. 

Hoftefs. Only one Room— • 

Inc. A pretty modeft Quadrangle 
She will defcribe to you. 

Hoftefs. Wherein Hand two Beds, Sir, 

Enter Diego. 

We have, and where, if any Gueft do come. 
He nnift of Force be lodg*d, that is the truth, Sir. 

72?^(7. Bat if I pay you for both Beds, methinks . 
That (hould alike content you. 

Hoftefs. That it ihall. Sir. 
If I be paid, Tm paid. 

(2) Venta^ an Inn. Hifpanici. Mr. Tbe^laU. ' 

.neo. 
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fbeo. Why, there's a Ducker, 
Will that make your Content ? 

Hoftefs. Oh the fwcet Face on you: 
A DvKicet ? Ytiy and there were three Beds, Sir, 
And twice /b many Rooms, which is one tnot^ 
You fhouid be private in 'em all, in all. Sir; 
No one fhouid have a Piece of a Bed with you. 
Not Matter Dean of Sevil himfelf, I fsyear. 
Though he came naked hither, as once he did, 
When h'had like Vhavc been ta'en a Bed with theil^^^r. 
And guelt by'r Mafter \ you ihall be as private. 
As if you lay in's own great Houfe that's haunted, 
Where no Body comed, they fay. 

Tbeo. 1 thank you, Hoftefe. 
Pray you, will you Ihew me in. 

Hoftefs. Yes marry will I, Sir, 
And pray that not a FJea, or a (3) Chinch vex you. 

[Exit Hoftefs and Theo. 

Jnc. You forget Supper : Goflip, move for Supper. 

Die. 'Tis ftrange what love to a Beaft may do, his Horfe 
I Threw him into this fit. 

Inc. You ihall excufe me. 
It was his being in cuerpo meerly caus'd it. 

Die. Do you think fo, Sir ? 

Inc. Moft unlucky cuerpo. 
Nought elfc, he Iooks as he would eat a Partridge 
This Gueft ; ha* you 'em ready in the Houfe ? 
And a fine piece of Kid now ? and fre(h Garlick, 

Enter Hoftefs. 

(4) With a Sardina and Zant Oil ? How now ? 

Has he befpoke ? what will he have a brace. 

Or but one Partridge, or a fhort leg'd Hen, ^ 

Daintily carbonadoed ? 

(3 ) Chifube in Spantfi^ fignifies a ftinkmgWall- Loufe. Mr. TheobaU. 

(4) fFitb Sardinia and Zanc Oil? — ] I )iad eadeavoured to cure 
this corrupted PaiTage long before I faw the Copy of 1647, thus, 
*^Wttb a Sardiny and Zanc Oil ? — And upoi^ collating of that Edi- 
tion, I foand I had done it within a fmall Trifle. For there the Line 
nins thus ; — With a Sardina and Zant Oil, A Sardina or Sardiny^ 
it an Anchovy. 

Hoftefs. 
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Hojlefs. 'Lafs, the dead 
Ji/Iay be as ready for a Supper as he. 

/»f . Ha ? 

Boftefs. He has no mind to esrc^ mone than his fluidcy^y. 

Inc. Say you. 

Die. How does yow Worfltip? 

/»r. I p«t on 
My left Shoe firft to day, now I perceive it. 
And skipt a Bead in laying *em o*er, elfe 
] could not be thus crofs'd : He cannot be 
Above feventecn \ one of his Years, and have 
No better a Stomach ? 

Hoftefs. And in fuch good Cloaths too. [Wife, 

Die. Nay, thefe do often make the Stomach worfe. 
That is no rcafon. 

Inc. I could, at his Years, Goffips, 
(As temperate as you lee me now) have eaten 
My brace of Ducks, with my^half Goofe, my Cony, 
And drank my whole twelve MarbeMs in Wine, 
As eafie as I now get down thr^e Olives. 

Die, And, with your temperance- favour, yet I think 
(5) Your Worfhip would put tO*t^t fix and thirty 
For a good Wager ; and the Meal in too. 

Inc. I do not know what mine c^ Mouth can do, 
I ha not proved it lately. 
Die. That*s the grief. Sir. 

Inc. But is he without hope then gone to Bed ? 
Hojlefs, I fear fo, Sir ; h'as lock*d <he Doorclofe to him. 
Sure he is very ill. 

Inc, That is with falling, 
You (hould ha' told him Goflip, what you had had. 
Given him the Inventory of your Kitchen, ,^y 
It is the Picklock in an Inn, and often 

(5) Tour Worjhip nvouldput ioU at fix and thirty] This 16 not an 
Age for a Man to be called old at : Six and Fifty I imagine was what 
our Authors wrote, tho' I have not ventur'd to difturb the Text. 
What ftems to be a Confirmation of it is the . following Speech of 
Incubo, 

I do not knoiv *wbat my old Mouth can do. 

Opens 
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Opens a clofe barred Stomadi : Wbat may he be Wmi 
Has he fo good a Horfe ? 

Die. Oh a brave Jennet, 
As e'er your Worlhip few. 

Inc. And he cats? 

Die, Strongly. 

Im. A mighty Solecifm, Heav'a give me Pacieiioe» 
What Creatures has he ? 

Htftefs. None. 

Inc. And fo well cloathi*d. 
And fo well mounted ? 

Die. That's all my wonder, Sir, 
Who he (hould b^; he is attir'd and hors'd 
For th* Confl:able»s Son of Sparn. 

Inc. My wonder's more 
He fhould want Appetite: Well, a good Night 
To both my Goffips; I will for this time 
Put off the thought of fupping: In the Morning 
Remember him of Breakfaft pray you. 

Hojiefs. I (hall. Sir. 

Die. A hungry time, Sir. 

Inc^ We that live like Mice 
On others Meat, muft watch when we can get it. {^V.Inc. 

Hoftefs. Yes, but I would not tdl him : Our fiiir Guefl: 
Says, though he eats no Supper he will pay [(feilth. 
For one. Die. Good news ; we'iJ eat it Spoufe, t' his 
'Twas politickly done t'admit no Iharers. 

Enter Philippo. 

Phi. Look to the MuJes there, Where's mine Hoft ? 

Die. Here, Sir, 
Another Fairy ? 

Hoftefs. Blcfsmc— — 

Phi, From what, fweet Hoftefs ? 
, Are you afraid rf your Gucfts t 

Hoft. From Angels, Sir, 
I think there's none but iuch come here to Night, 
My Houfe had never fo good luck afi)re 
For brave fine Guefts ; and yet the ill luck oa'c is 
I cannot bid you welcome. 

Phi. No? Hoftefs. 
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H^tfs^ Not lodge ]roQ» Sir. 

Phi No, Hoftcls? 

Hoftejs. No in troth, Sir, I do tell you, 
Becaufe you may provide in time: my Beds 
Axt both ta*cn up by a young Cavalier 
That will and muft be private. Die. He has paid, Sir, 
For all our Chambers. Hqftefs. Which is one ; and Beds» 
Which I already ha* told you are two : But, Sir, 
So fweet a Creature, 1 am very forry \^4fide. 

I cannot lodge you by him % you look fo like him, 
You're both the lovelieft pieces. 

Phi. What train has he ? 

Die. Non^ but himfelf. 

Phi. And will no Ids than both Beds 
Serve him ? . 

Hoftefs. H'as given me a Ducket for 'em. 

Phi. Oh, 
You give me reafon, Hoftefs : Is he handfbme. 
And young, d'you &y ? 

Hoftefs. Oh Sir, the delicat'ft Flefli 
And fined Cloaths withal, and fuch a Horie, 
With fuch a Saddle. 

Pbf. ^hc*s in love with all, [4/^^* 

TheHorfe,and him,and Saddle,and CIoaths,good Woman, 
Jhou }i4lifieft thy Sex 5 lov'ft all that's brave : 

Enter Incubo. 

Sure though I lye o*th* ground. Til ftay here now 
And have a fight of him : You'll give me Houfe-room, 
Fire, and frelh Meat, for Mony, gentle Hoftefs ; 
And make me a Pallat ? 

Inc. Sir, flie fliall do reafon, 
I underftood you had another Gueft, Gofiips, 
Pray you let his Mule be look'd to, have good Straw, 
And ftore of Bran : And Goflip, do you hear. 
Let him not ftay for Supper : What good Fowl ha' you ? 
This Qentlemao would eat a Phealant. 

Hoftefs. 'LafsSir, 
We ha' no iuch. 

Inc. 
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Inc. I kifs your Hands, fair Sir. [fo PhiUppo. 

What ha* you then ? fpeak what you have f I'm one. Sir, 
Here for the Catholick King, an Officer 
T* enquire what Guefts come to thcfe Places 5 you, Sir, 
Appear a Pcrfon of Quality, and 'tis fit 
You be accommodated : Why (peak you not. 
What ha' you Woman ? are you afraid to vent 
That which you have? 

PJU. This is a mod: ftrange Man ; 
T'appoint my Meat. 

Hoftefs. The half of a cold Hen, Sir, 
And a boiPd quarter of Kid, is all 
rth' Houfe. Inc. Why all's but cold ; let him feet forth, 
Cover, and give the Eye fomc fatisfaftion, 
A Traveler's Stomach muft fee Bread and Salt, 
His Belly's nearer to him than his Kindred : 
Cold Hen's a pretty Meat, Sir. 

Phi. What you pleafe, 
I am refolv'd t* obey. 
. Inc. So is your Kid, 

With Pepper, Garlick, and the juice of an Oranges ' 
She ifaall With Sallads help it, and clean Linnen ; 
Difpatch. What news at C>>urt, Sir ? 

Phi. Faith, new Tires 
Moft of the Ladies have, the Men old Suits; 
Only the King's Fool has a new Goac 
To ferve you. 

Inc. I did guels you came from thence. Sir. 

Phi. But I do know I did not. 

Inc. I miftoolc. Sir. 
What hear you of the Archdukes f 

PW. Troth, your Queft ion. 

Enler Hofiefs and Servants with a TahU^ 

//^. Of the ir^w/& Bufinefs, What ? 
Phi. As much. . . 

Inc. No more ? [you. 

They fay the French : Oh that's #ell 5 (6) come, I'll help 

(6) —C9mt, ril htlp you-l i, t, to lay the Cloth. 

" Have 



■»^^ii^^^ 



14 LaVB^J I^lIiORIMAGE. 

Hare you no Jiblcts naw ? Or a bKMl^dHlafliei^. 
Or fomc fuch prcfent Difh t' affift? 

Hojtefs. Not any. Sir. 

Inc. The more your fault, you ne^cr fhould be without 
Such aids, what Cottage would ha' lacked a Phealant 
At fuch a time as this r WelJ, bring your Hen 
And Kid forth c^ickly. 

Tb'u That fhould be my Prayer, 
To fcape his Inquifition. 

Inc. Sir, the French^ 
They fay, are divided 'bout their Match with ua, 
What think you of it ? 

fU. As of naught to me. Sir. 

Inc. Nay, it's as little to me too ; but I love 
To ask after thefe things, to know the A^^ions 
Of States and Princes, now and thea for bettering-— -• 

Phi. Of your own Ignorance. 

Inc. Yes, Sir. 

'Phi. Many do fo. 

Inc. I cannot live without it ; what d* you hear 
Of our In&an Fleet \ they &y they*re well return'd. 

Phi. 1 had no venture with 'cm Sir \ had you ? 

Enter Hcficfi andServams mtb Meat. 

Inc. Why do you ask, Sir? 

Pin. 'Caufe it might concern you. 
It does not me. 

Inc. Oh here's your Meat come. 

Phi. Thariks, 
I welcome it at any price. 

Inc. Some Stools here. 
And bid mine Hoft bring Wine, I'll try your Kid, 
If he be fweet : He looks well ; yes, he*$ good % 
1*11 carve you. Sir. 

Phi. You ufe me too too Princely, 
Tafte, and carve too. 

Inc. I love to do thefe Offices. 

Phi. I think you 4o, for whofe ^e ? 

Inc. For themfelves, Sir, 
The very doijag of them is Reward. 

Phi. 
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Phi. 'Had little Faithr woukl oot bokiwe yw^ Sk. 

Die. iFIere 'tis, and right St. Mariin. 

Inc. Meafure oie out a Glais. 

PfoV I love th* Humanity 
XJs*d in this Place. 

Inc. Sir, I lalute you here, 

Phi. \ kife your tfends^ Sin 

Inci Gfood Wine i it wiH beget an Appetite : 
RU him, and fit down, Goffip,, entertain. 
Your noble Gucft here, as becomes your Titlo. 

Die. Pleafe you to fike this Wine, Sir ? 

Phi. 1 diOike 
Nothing, mine Hoft, but that I may not ice. 
Your concealed Guefl 5 here's to you. 

Die. In good faith. Sir, 
I wifli y' as well as lum ;. would you might fee him. 

Inc. And wherefore may he not ? - 

Die. 'Has locked himfeJf, Sir, 
Up, and has hir'd both the Beds 0* my Wife 
(7) At extraordinary rate. 

Pbi. rU.givo as much. 
If that will do't, for one, as he for both ; 
What fay you mine Hoft, the Door once ope^ 
PU fling my felf upon the next Bed to him. 
And there's an end of me till Morning \ Noifc 
I will make none. 

Die. 1 wifh your Worfhip well but 

Inc. His Honour is cngag'd : And my Ihe-Goffip 
Hath paft her Promife, hath fhe not ? 
. Die. Yes truly. 

Inc. CThat toucheth to the credit of the Houfe : 
Well, I will eat a little, and think; bow fay you. Sir, 
Unto this Brawn o'th' Hen .? 

Pbi. I ha* more mind 
To get this Bed, Sir. 

(7) Jit extraordinary rate ^ We might perhaps re^d it morefblly 
thus. At an extraordinary rate. 

Inc^ 
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Inc. Say you fo? Why then 
Give't me again, and drink to me ; Mine Hoft 
Fill him his Wine, thou'rt dull, and dpft not praife it, 
I eat but to teach you the way, Sir. 

Phi. Sir, 
Find but the way to lodge me in this Chamber, 
ril give mine Hoft two Duckets for his Bed, 
And you Sir two Reals ; here's to you. 

Inc. Excuie me, 
I am not Mercenary ; Goffip pledge him for me, 
I'll think a little more, but ev*n one bit 
And then talk on, you cannot interrupt me. 

Die. This piece of Wine^ Sir, coft me ■ ■ 

Jnc. Stay, Tve found : 
This little Morfel, and then, here's excellent Garlick : 
Have you not a bunch of Grapes now i or fome Bacon, 
To give the Mouth a relifh ? 

Die. Wife, d* you hear ? 

Inc. It is no matter : Sir, give mine Hoft your Duckets. 

Die. How, Sir? 

Inc. Do you receive *em, I will lave 
Th* honefty of your Houfe ; and yours too Goflip ; 
And I will lodge the Gentleman ; ihew the Chamber. 

Die. Good Sir, d' you hear ? 

Inc. Shew me the Chamber. 

Die. Pray you. Sir, 
Do not difturb my Guefts. 

Inc. Difturb ? I hope 
The Catholick King, Sir, may command a Lodging 
Without difturbing in his VaflaPs Houfe, 
For any Minifter of his, employ'd 
In bufinefs of the State. Where is the Door? 
Open the Door, who are you there ? Within ? 
In the JCing's Name. [Theodofia within. 

Jbeo. What would you have ? 

Inc. Your Key, Sir, 
And your Door open: I have here .command 
To lodge a Gentleman, from the Juftice, fent 
Upon the King's Affairs. 

. » 

^co. 
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Tbeo. Kings and Neceflicies 
Muft be obey 'd: The Key's under the Door. 

Inc. How now Sir, are you 6tted i You fecur*d ? 

Pbi. Yoiir two Reals are grown a piece of Eighc 

Inc. Excufe me. Sir. 

Pbi. 'TwiU buy a Hen, and Wine, 
Sir, for to Morrow. J[Exii Vhi. 

Inc. I do kifs your Hands, Sir. 
Well, this will bear my Charge vet to the Gallies, 
Where I am owing a jjucket, wnither this Nig^t 
By the Moon's leave PU march ^ for in the Morning 
Early, they put from Port St. Marfs. lExit (Mbut Diego: 

Die. Lazaro. 

Enter Lazaro. 

How do the Horfes ? 

Lasn. Would you would go and fee. Sir, 

A- -of all Jades, what a clap h'has given me ; 

As fure as you live Matter he knew perfcftly 

I couzen'd him on*s Oats, he lookt upon me. 

And then he fneer'd, as who (hould fay, take heed Sirrah ; 

And when he faw our half Peck, which you know 

Was but an old Court Difli, Lord how he ftaanpti 

I thought 't had been for Joy, when fuddenly 

He cuts me a back Caper with hb Heels, i 

And takes me juft o'th' Crupper, down came I, 

And all my ounce of Oats : Then he NeighM 00^ 

As though h'ad had a Mare by th' Tail 

Die. Faith Lazaro 
We are to blame, to ufe the poor dumb Servittrs 
So cruelly. 

Lax. Yonder's this other Gentleman's Horie . 
Keeping our Lady's Eve, the Devil a bit 
H'as Rot (ince he came in yet ; there he ftandSy 
And boks, and looks, but 'tis your pleafure, Sir» 
He ihall look lean enough \ h'as Hay before bim^ 
But 'tis as big as Hemp, and will as fbon choak him^ 
Unlefs he eat it bucter'd % he had four Shoes 
And good ones when he came ; *tis a ftrange wonder^ 
With (landing iliU he ftould caft three. 

Vox,. VII, B Dr^^ 
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Die. O Lazaro. 
The Deviriitia thw Traide ; Trudi ^ncvcr kinp^icr 
And :tD thoDcvil we ihall travel, Lazaro^ * 

UnWs we mend our Manngrs^: <^ce cv'ry Week 
I meet with fuch a knock to molKfie me^ 
Sometimes a dozen to awaka Oiy Coafcieiioe, 
iSTetJftiUl fleep fecurely. ... 

Z^z. Certain, Matter, . v 

We nfiaft t^ better dealingi^ > > 

D/V. 'Faith for imine own >pacfi, ; 

Not ta-g^e ill example to oiH- IfKies, 
i GouId be will xK^n tent tto fte^ but two'Gircfai, 
And now and then a Saddle-cloth ; changes Bridk 
Only for Exercife. : , 

Laz. If we could ftay there. 
There were fome hope pn*s, Mafter ; but the Devil is 
We're drunk To early, we mffiake whole Saddles ^ 
Sometimes a Hotfe ; and then it feems ta us too 
Ev'ry poor Jade has his whole peek, and tumbles 
Up to his Ears in tdean Straw, ^nd every Bottle 
Bhewsat the Icaft a dozen i when the truth is. Sir, 
ThereVnofuch matter, not a fmcll of Provender, 
Not ibinueh Straw as would tye up aHorfe Tail, 
Nor any tbing i**th' Rack, but two old Cobwebs, 
And fo much rotten Hay as had been a Hfen*s Neft. 

Die. rWdl, thefe miftakiDgs muft ht mtnded^ Lazan^ 
Thefe%3Vpparitions, that abufe our Senfcs, 
And make us ever apt tofwcep the Manager, 
But put in nothing ; thefe fancies muft be forgot. 
And wd wuft pray it may be reveal'd to us 
Whofe Horfe we ought, in Confcience, to cozen. 
And how^ and when : A Parfon's Horfe may fuflfer 
A little greafin^ in his Teeth, *tis wholelbme. 
And keeps him in a ifbber fliufHe •, and's Saddle 
May want a Stirrop, and it may be fworn 
His Leateing lay on one fide, and fo broke it : 
H*aa ever Oats in's Cloak- bag fS) to prevent us, 

(g) ..^rn^to priment tfj,] Johnfon in his Netjj Inn^ reads what may 
be the right here, io nffroju us. The Corrvpaon was eaT/. 

i. And 



And therefore 'tis*a meritorious Office ' t * 

To Ty th€ hinfi ifc^dJ^^* - ' - w ( 

(For thofe arc pinching Puckfoyfts> and filfpiciotis^ 
jSufFer a MiftJbsefcH^ l|is JEyc^ri^nitftiaies too, 
And think he fees hi^^Horfi; t^t ha^f a Bo^hel: 
When the truth is, rubbing his Gums With Sftll^ 
Till^ the skin come off. he (hail b^t mujfobk 
Like an old Woman (hat iw^fe chewifig Braiviii 
And drop 'em out again. 

Vie. That may do well too^ 
And no doubt 'tis but venial; but good LaiiarOi 
Have you a care of undcr/landing Hor&s, 
Horfes that know the World i let them have Meat . 
Till their Teeth ake, and rubbing till their Ribs 
Shine like a Wenches Forehead i they are Devili— • 
I Jbaz. And look into our Dealings; as fure as we lire 
irli^e C^urugr^^ are a kind of Welch Prophets* 
firpttiing can oe hid from 'em ; For mine own pare. 
The next I cozen of that kind fhall be foundered. 
And of all four tqo : Pil no more fuch Complements 
Upon my Crupper. 

Die. Steal but a little longer 
Till I am lam*d too, and we'll Repent t(^ther» 
It will not be a|x>ve two Days. 

Laz. By ttuj time 
I fhall be wellfgain, and all forgot^ Sir. 

Die. Why then Pll ftay for thee. i&ximA. 

MB C E N E II. 

Theodofia md Philippo dffiroitei oHfcver^l Beds. 

theo. Oh,-^*-f^ho ? oh — r- ho ? 

Phi. Ha? 

^eo. Oh — oh? Heart r—u heart— -heaftH*—iieart ? 

Phi. Whafsthatf . ^ : 

7T:feQ. When wilt thou break?-* -break, break, break? 

B 2 Phi. 
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Pbi. Ha? 
I would the Voice (9) were ftronger, or I nearer. 

Tbec. Shame, (haine, eternal fliame ? what have I done?- 

Pbir Done? 

7T)eo. And to no end, what a wild journey 
Have I more wildly undertaken ?-— 

Pbi. Journey ? 

Tbeo. How, without counfel, care, reafon, or fear f 

Pbi. Whither will this fit carry ? 

Tbeo. Oh my folly. 

Pbi. This is no common ficknels. 

Tbeo. How have I left 
All I fhould love, or keep ? oh Heav'n. 

Pbi. Sir. 

Tbeo. Ha? 

Pbi. How do you, gentle Sir ? 

Tbeo. Alas, my fortune. [nefi, 

Pbi. It feertis your forrow opprefles : plea(e your good- 
Let me bear half. Sir; a divided burthen 
Is fo made lighter. 

Tbeo. -Oh ! 

Phi. That Sigh betrays 
The fulnefs of your Grief. 

Tbeo. Ay, if that Grief 
Had not bereft me of my Underftanding^ 
I Ihould have well remembred where I wai» 
And in what Company ; and clapt a Lode 
Upon this Tongue for talking. 

Pbi. Worthy Sir, 
Let it not add t* your Grief, that I have heard 
A Sigh or Groan come from you 5 that is all. Sir. [fear, 
Tbeo. Good Sir, no more ; youVe heard too much I 
Would 1 had taken Poppy when I fpake it. 
Pbi. It (eems you have an ill belief of me, 
• And would have feared much more, had you fpoke ought 
I could interpret. But believe it. Sir, 
Had I had means to look into your Bread, 

(9) "^wen ftrong^^l I imi^ine we (hould read here for inproiaiig 
both Metre and Senfe tiiix*,'-''^nuiriJiroMgerf or J nearer. 

And 
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And ta*en you flceping here, that fb fecurely 

I might have read all that your Woe would hide, 

I would not have betray M you. 

Tbeo. Sir, that Speech 
Is very noble, and almoft would tempt 
My need to truft you. 

Phi. At your own Eledion, 
I dare not make my Faith fo much fufpcfted 
As to proteft again ; nor am I curious 
To know more than is Ht. 

Tbeo. Sir, I will truft you. 
But you Ihall promife. Sir, to keep your Bed, 
And whatfoc*er you hear, not to importune 
More, I befeech you, from me — — 

Pbi. Sir, I will not. 

Tbeo. Than lam prone to utter. 

Pbi. My Faith for it. 

"Tbeo. If I were wife, I yet Ihould bold my peace 5 
You will be noble ? 

Pbi. Tou fhall make me fo. 
If you'U but think me fuch. 

Tbeo. 1 do : Then know 
You are deceived with whom you've talk*d fo long. 
I am a moft unfortunate loft Woman. 

Pbi. Ha ? 

Tbeo. Do not ftir, Sir ; I have here a Sword. 

Pbi. Not I, fweet Lady : Of what Blood or Name? 

Tbeo. You'll keep your Faith ? 

Pbi. Pll pcriih clfc. 

Tbeo. Be^ve then 
Of Birth too noble for me, fo defcended' 
I am aiham'd, qo lels thap^Pm affrighted. 

Pbi. Fear not ; by all good things I will not wrong you. 

Tbeo. I am the Daughter of a noble Gentleman 
Born in this part of Spain ; my Fjidier's Nan^e, Sir-*—— 
But why fhould I abufe that Reverence, 
When a Child's Duty has for&ken me ?/ 

Pbi. All may be mendedt in fit time too : ipeak it. 

Tbeo. jllpbonfo^ Sir. 

Pbi. jflpbonfo? What's your own Name ? 

B 3 ^£0^ 
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^eo. Any bale thing you can invent. 
Phi, Deal truly. 
Theo. They call me Tbeodcfia. 
Phi. Ha ? and Love 
Is that that hath changed you thus ? 

*Theo, Ye*ve obferv'd me 
Too nearly Sir, 'tis that indeed : 'tis Love, Sir: [thus? 
And Love of him (oh Heav'ns) why fhould Men deal 
WJiy fhould they ufe their Arts to cozen us, 
That have no cunning, but our fears, about us ? 
And ever that too late too ; no diffembling 
Or double way, but doating, too much loving ? 
Why fhould they find new Oaths, to make more Wretches ? 
Phi. What may his Name be ? 
^heo. Sir, a Name that promifes, 
Methinks, no fuch ill ufage : Mark-Antdnio^ '' 
A noble Neighbour's Son : Now I muftdefire ye 
To ftay ^ while; clfe my weak Eyes muft anfwcr. 
Phi. I will : — Are ye yet ready ? What's his Quality ? 
neo. His beft a Thief, Sir : that he would be known by 
Is, Heir to Leonardo^ a rich Gentleman : 
J^Iext, of a handfome Body, had Heav'n made him ' 
A Mind fit to it. To this Man, my Fortune, 
(My more than purblind Fortune) gave my Faith, 
Drawn to it by as many fhews of Service 
And figns of Truth, as ever fal(^ Tongue litter'd: '^ 

Jfcav'n pardon all ■' ' \ 

Phi. ' Tis well faid : forward, Lady. 
Theo. Contradled Sir, and by exchange bf ^^ings 
Qur Soul'S delivered: nothing left unfinifti'd 
But thefeft work, enjoying me, and Cer^rpony ; ' 
For that, I muft confefs, was th' firft wSfe doubt 
leyerniade: Yetifter all this Love,' Sir, 
All this profeffion of his Faith, when daily 
And- hourly I expefted the bleft Priert', / 
He left me like a dreiam, (ai aH this (lory 
Had never been, nor thought of •, why^ I know n6t\\ 
Yci I have called my Coftfci^ce to cbnfcflibn. 
And every Syllable that might ofi^end " 

I've had ia&rift: yict^neithcr Love's Law, Sfgnior, 

Nor 
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Nor tye of Maiden's duty, but defiring. 

Have I tranfgrcft in :) left his Father too. 

Nor whither he is gone, or why departed^. 

Can any Tongue refolve me: All my hope * 

(Which keeps me^ yet alive, and would perfwade mc 

I may be once rtiort happy, and t^us (hapes me 

A fhame to ^alf my modeft Sex) is this. Sir,- • 

I have a Brother and his old Compa'nion, 

Student in Salamanca^ there my laft hope 

Jf he be yet alive, and can be loving, ^ 

l^itft me to recover him : For which Travel 

In this Suit left at home of that dear Brother's 

Thus as you find me, without Fear, or Wifdom, 

Pve wander'd from my Father, fled my Friet)ds, 

And now am only Child of hope and danger : 

You are now filent, Sir, this tedious Story 

(That ever ke^ mc waking) makes you' heavy, 

'Tis fit you ftiduld do fo ; for that and I 

Can be but troubles. 

Phi. No^ IfleepnotLady: 
I would I could : Oh Heav*n, is this my Comfort? 

fTbeo. What ail you, gentle Sir? 

PJbi. Oh. 

^eo. Why d' you groan fo ? 

Phi. I rafuft, I muft; Oh Mifery! 

^eo. But now, Sir, 
You were my Comfort, if any thing affli<9: ye 
Am not I fit to bear a part on't ? And by your own Rule i 

Phi. No; if you could heal, as you've wounded me. 
But 'tis not in your Powen 

^heo. I fear Intemperance. 

Phi. Nay, do not feek to fliun me ; I multfee you. 
By Heav*n I muft. Hoa there mine Hoft j a Candk : 
Strive not, I will nor ftir yc. 

Theq. Noble Sir, 
This is a breach of Promifc* 

Phi. Tender Lady, 
It fhall be none but necefl&ry. Hoa there. 
Some light, fome light for Heav'n's fake. 

B 4 . fhio. 
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^eo. Will ye betray me ? ' 
Are ye a Gentleman ? 
Phi. Good Woman : 
3l:feo. Sir. 

Enter Diego w//i& « Z;^i&/, 

Phi. If I be prejudicial to you, curfe me. 

D/>. Y'arc early iUrring, Sir. 

Phi. Give me your Candle, 
And fo good morrow for a while/ 

Die. Good morrow. Sir. [Emt. 

flbeo. My Brother Don Pinlippo: Nay Sir, kill me, 
I ask no mercy Sir, for none dare know me^ 
I can deferve none : As ye look upon me 
Behold in infinite thefe foul Dilhonours, 
My noble Father, then your ielf, laft all 
That bear the name of Kindred, fufier in me : 
I have forgot whofe Child I am ; whofe Sifter : 
Do you forget the Pity tied to that. 
Let not Companion fway you, you will be then 
As foul as I, and bear the fame brand with me, 
A favourer of my fault ; ye have a Sword, Sir, 
And fuch a caufe to kill me in. 

Phi. Rife Sifter, 
I wear no Sword for Women, nor no Anger, 
While your fair Chaftity is yet untouched. 

Tbeo. By thofe bright Stars, it is, Sir. 

Phi. For my Sifter 
I do believe ye, and fo near Blood has made us. 
With the dear love I ever bore your Virtues, 
That I will be a Brother to your Griefs too : 
Be comforted, 'tis no difhonour. Sifter, 
To love, nor to love him you do ; he is a Gentleman 
Of as fweet Hopes, as Years, as many Promifes, 
As there be growing Truths, and great ones. 

Theo. O Sir, I . 

Phi. Do not defpair. 

Theo. Can ye forgive ?— — 

Phi. Yes Sifter, 
Though this be no fmall Error, a far greater. 

7ie0. 
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"Tbeo. And think mc ftiU yodr Sifter ? 

Phi. My dear Sifter. 

^eo. And will you counfel rac ? 

Phi. To your own peace too. 
ftiall Jove ftill. 

^eo. How good ye are? 

Phi. My bufinefe. 
And duty to my Father, which now drew me 
From Salamanca (lo) I will lay afide. 
And only be your Agent. To perfiiade ye 
To leave both Love, and him, and well retire ye— 

Tbeo. O gentle Brother. 

Phi. I perceive 'tis Folly : 
(11^ Delays in Love, are dangerous. 

^eo. Noble Brother ! 

Phi. Fear not. Til run your own way ; and to help you^ 
Love having rackt your Pafiions beyond Cbunfel, 
1*11 hazard mine own Fame. Whither fhall we venture ? 

Tbeo. Alas, I know not. Sir. 

Phi. Come, 'tis bright Morning, 
Let's walk out, and confider ; you'll keep this Habit. 

^heo. I would. Sir. 

Pit. Then it Ihall be; what muft I call ye? 
Come, do not blufli, pray fpeak, I may fpoil all elfe. 

Tbeo. Pray call me Theodora. 

Enter Diego. 

Die. Are ye ready ? 
The day draws on apace, once more good Morrow. 

( 10) I ' ■ / will lof afide^ 

And only beywr Agint to per/uadeye 
To leavi both Love^ and him, and njuell retin yi--^ 
Thco. O gentle Brother. 

Phi. I perceive V// Folly :] The Punauation in the Text was fi^ 
gefted to me by a learned and ingenious Gentleman » and whom I hvrt 
the Happinefs to call my Friend. The Improvement of the Senfeiif 
this Paflage^ by this means, is too clear and obyious to need any fir- 
ther Explanation. 

(11) Delays in Love^ more dangerous,'] More dangcroas than what? 
Here is nothing feemingly to which this more has any relation : I 
would therefore propofe readins; thus, 

Dehjfs in Lovt art dangerom* 
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^eo. Good morrow, g^tle Hoft, now I mufl thank y^. 

Phi. Who doft thou think this is ? , 

Die. Were you a Wench, Sir, 
I think you'd know before me. 

Phi. Mine own Brother. 1 

Die. By th* Mafe your Nofeyare akin y fliooU I then 
Have been fo barbarous to have parted j^others ? . 

Phi. You knew jt then. 

Die. I knew 'twas neccfiary 
You fhoud be both together: InftinA, Signior, 
^ Is a great matter in an Hoft. 

Itheo. Vm fatisfied. 

Enter Pedro. 

Ped, Is not mine Hoft up yet ? 

Phi. Who's that? 

Die. rilfec, . . 

Pbi. Sifter, withdraw your fclf. . . 

Ped. Signior Pbilifpo. 
' Pbi. Noble Don Pedro, where have you been thisway ? 

Ped. I came from Port St. Maries j whence the Gallies 
Put this laft Tide, and bound for Barcelona^ 
I brought Adark'jdUtonjf upon his way. 

Pbi. Mark' Antony ? 

Ped. Who is turn'd SoJdier, 
And entertain'd in the new Regiment 
For Naples. 

Pbi. Is it poffible > 

Ped. I afiure you. 

Pbi. And put they in at Barcelona ? , * 

Ped. So 
One of the Matters told me. 

Pbi. Which way go you, Sir ? 
' Ped. Home. v 

" Pbi. And I fdr Sevil : Pray you. Sir, fay not 
That you law me, if you (hall meet the Queftion i 
I have fome little bufinefs. 

P^frf. Wereitlefe, Sir, 
It fliall not become me to lofc the caution: 

Shall we breakfafl: together ? 

r PAi, 
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Pbi. V\\ come to you, Sir. 
Sifter, you hear this ; I believe your Fortune 
Begins to be propitious to yop : wc will hire 
Mules of mint Hoft here ; if we can, ' himfcif 
To be our Guide, and ftraight to Bareekma. 
This was as happy News, as yuncxpc&cd. 
Stay you 'till I rid him away. 

Theo. I will , [^Bxknttk 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 

Enter Alphonfo and a Servant. 

^i&. IT NOCK at the Door. 
■"^ Ser. *Tis open, Sir. 

^£^. That's all one, ♦. ., 

Knock when I i)id you. \ 

Serv. Will not youf Worfliip enter? 

jilph. Will not you learn more Manners, Sir, and do that 
Your Mafter bids ye •, knock ye Knave, or Til knock 

Such a round Peal about your Pate 1 enter 

Under his Roof, or come to fay God fave ye l^^,^ 

To him, (12) the Son of whole bafe dealings has undoiic 
Knock louder, louder yet: TU ftarve and rot firll. 
This open Air is every Man'^. 

Z Serv. \within^ Come in. Sir. * , 

{ii)Enier tvtfo ServaMs. 

jSlfb. No, no. Sir, Tmnone of t\it&G)miin SirSj 

N<)rtc 

(12) — the Son of nvho/e bafe dealings — ] The oddncfs of the 
Phrafe, the Son of bafe dealings, and the length of the Line, make me 
mightily inclined tp believe the Original might h^ve bqpii e^cpfefeAthkis, 
To bintf njohofe SotCs baje dealings bas undone me. 

(.13) Enter two Servants. Roul. Afhton.] So the Folio of 1647. 
By letting ^(7a/. -/^/tf» iland here fo ridiculoufly, Mr.' Sbir ley, tae 
Editor ofthe Hril Foliq, h^s in a great Meafure for^ited my once good 
Opinion of him. For it feems as if he had printed this Play from no 
better Au0|ority than the Prompter's Book, where 'tis neceflary to 
)l^vf every iiiinut^ diredUon fet aown> bqth for fiiiftiog the Scenes and 

bringing 
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None of thofe Vifitants ; bid your wife Matter 
Come out, I have to talk unco him : go. Sir. 

i Serv. Your Worlhip may be welcome, 

Alpb. Sir, I will not, 
1 come not to be welcome : my good three Duckets, 
My pickled Sprat a day, and no Oil to*t. 
And once a Year a Gotten Coat, leave prating. 
And tell your Matter I am here. 

2 Serv. I will. Sir. 
This is a ftrange old Man. [^Exit^ 

Alph. I welcome to him? 
Pll be firft welcome to a Pefthoule : Sirrah 
Let's have your Valour now cas*d up, and quiet. 
When an occafion calls, 'tis Wifdom in ye, 
A Servingman*s Difcretion : if you do draw. 

Enter Leonardo, and Bon Zanchio, carried ly tw9 

Servants in a Chair. 

Draw but according to your Entertainment \ 
Five Nobles worth of fury. • 

Leo, ^x^v^x Alphonfo^ 
I hope no difcontent from my Will given. 
Has made ye ihun my Houfe ; . 
And credit me, amongtt my fears 'tis greatett 
To minifter Offences. 

Alph. O good Signior 
I know ye for Italian breed, fair Tongu'd \ 
Spare your Apologies, I care not for 'em. 
As little for your Love, Sir \ I can live 
Without your knowledge, eat mine own, and fleep 
Without dependences, or hopes upon ye: 
I come to ask my Daughter. 

Leo, Gentle Sir J 

Alpb. I am not gentle. Sir, nor gentle will be 
•Till 1 have Juttice, my poor Child rettor'd 

bringing in of Moveables, as well as to note the Entrance of the 
Playen at their proper Seafons. And I wiih we may not have too 
much reafon from this carelefs CVerfight^ to imagine that a great many 
of the Piecei in the whole Colleflion were not printed from any better 
Manufcripts than thefe (too often (ad one^) of the feveral Prompters. 

Your 
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Your caper-cutting Boy has run away with. 

Young Signior fmdoth- face ; he that takes up Wenches 

With Smiles and fweet Behaviours, Songs, and Sonnets, 

Your high fed Jennet, that no hedge can hold: 

They lay you bred him for a Stallion, [nour 

Zancb. Fie Signior, there be Times, and terms of Ho- 
To argue thefc things in, decidements able 
To fpeak ye noble Gentlemen, ways pundbial. 
And to the Life of credit, yeVe loo rugged, 

jflpb. I am too tame. Sin 

Leo. Will ye hear but reafon ? 

jf^b. No, I will hear no reaibn : I come not hither 
To be popt off with reafon ; reafon then. 

Zancb. W hy Signior, in all things there muft be method. 
Ye choak the Child of Honour elie, Diforetion. 
Do you conceive an Injury ? 

jflfb. What dien. Sir ? 

Zancb. Then follow it in fair terms, let your Sword bite 
When time calls, not your Tongue. 

Alpb. I know. Sir, 
Both when and what to do without i)ire(%ioQs» 
And where, and how ; I come not to be tutor'd \ 
My caufe iis ho Man's but mine own : you S^ior, 
W ill yc reftore my Daughter ? 

Leo. Who detains her ? 

J^b. No more of theft flight fljifts. 

Leo. Yc urge me, Signior, 
With ftrange injuftice, 'caufe my Son has crr^d— 

Zancb. Mark him. 

Leo. Out of the heat of Youth, does't follow 
I muft be the Father of his Crimes ? 

j^lpb. I fay ftiU, 
Leave off your Rhet'rick, and reftore my Daughter, 
And fuddenly ; bring in your Rebel too, 
Mbuntdragon, he that mounts without Commiflion, 
That I may fee him punifhed, and ftverely. 
Or by the Holy Heav'n Pil fire your Houfe, 
And there's my way of Honour. 

Zancb. Pray give me leave 5 
\Vas not Man made the noblcft Creature ? 

Jlpb. 
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jflpb. Well Sir. 

Zancb. Should not his Mind then anfwer to his Making 
J^iyd CO his Mind his A<S;ions? If this ought to be. 
Why do jve run a blind way from our Worths, , 
And cancel our Difcrerioi«, doing thofe things 
To cure Oflfefices, are the moft Offences ? 
We've Rules of Juftice in us, to thofe Rules 
Let us apply our Angers : You can confidcr 
The want in others ot thefe terminations. 
And how unfurnifh'd they appear. 

jilph. Hang others, 
A^4 where the Wrongs are open, hang Refpeds, 
I come not to confider. 

Lee. Noble Sir, 
Let's argue coaly, and confidcr like Men. 

Jlph. Like Men! 

Leo. Ye are too fudden ftill. 

\4^. Ukt Men, Sir ? 

Zanch. It is Fair Language, and ally'd to Honour, [renc 

Alph, Why, what ftrange Beaft woirid your grave Revc 
Make me appear ? iike Men ! 

Zanfh* Tafte but that point, Sir, 
And y^ recover all. 

Jlpb. I tell thy Wifdom 
1 am as much a Man, and as good a Man - ' ■ » ^ 

Leo. All this is granted, Sir. 

jllph. As wife a Man - 

Zandk. Ye are not tainted that way. 

Alph. And a Man 
Dares m^ke thee noMan ; or at bed, a bafe Man. 

Zanch. Fie, fie, here wants much Carriage. 

Alph. Hang much Carriage. 

LfO\ Give me good Language. 

Alph. Sirrah Signior, give me my Daughter. 

Leo. X am as gentle as your felf, as free Born— ^ 

Zanch. Obferv;^ his way. 

Leo. As much refped ow'd to me- " ■ ■ 

Zanch. This hangs together nobly. 

Leo. And for Civil, . 
A great deal mrore, it fccms: Go look your Daughter. 

Zanch. There ye were well off, Signior. Li^o 
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Leo. That rough Tongue 
You linckrftand ac firft : You never think. Sir, 
Out of your Mightinefs, of my Ijofi; here I ftond 
A patient Anvil, to your Jbuming Angers, 
Made Sul^to your Dftngm; yet my Log equal: 
Who fliaJl bring iiome my Son ? 

Alpb. A whipping Beadle. 

Leff. Why, is your Paugbter whorifh? 

Jlpb. Ha, thou dar'ft fiot ; 
By Heav'n I know thou dar'ft not ■ *^ 

Leo. I dare more. Sir, 
IF you dare bt uncivil. 

jilph. Laugh too, Pidgeon. 

Zmtcb. A fitter time &>r Fame's fake ; two weak Nurles 
Would laugh at this; are there no more Days coming. 
No Ground but this to argue on ? No Swords left. 
Nor Friend^ to carry this, but your own Furie; ? 
Alas ! it (hows too weakly. 

Ji^. Let it (how, 
I come not here for Shews: Laugh at me) Sirrah f 
ril give ye Caufe to laugh. 

Leo. Ye are as like. Sir, 
As any Man in Spain. 

Alph. By Heav*n, I will, 
I will, brave Leonardo. 

Leo. Brave Alpbonfo^ 
I will expeft it then, '■'. 

Zj»ri&. Hold ye there both, 
Thefe Terms are noble. 

Aiph. Ye (hall hear (hortly from me. 

Zanch. Now difcreetly. [Sir ? 

IJifk. Affure your felf ye fhall : Do you fee this Sword, 
He has not caft his Teeth yet. 
Zanch. Rarely carried. 
Alph. He bites deep, moft Times mortal : Signior, 
ni hound him at thee &ir and home. 
Zanch. Still nobly. 

Alpb. And at all thofc that dare maintain ye. 
Zanch. Excellent. [certain 

!Leo. How you fliall pleafe, Sir, fo it be fair, though 
lIM rather give you Reafon. Zanch. 



'i' »g- 



3^ Love's Pilgrimage. 

Zancb. Fairly urg'd too. ^ 

Alpb. This is no Age for Reafon ; prick your Reafon 
Upon your Sword's point. 

Zancb. Admirably foliow'd. 

Alpb. And there PJl hear it : fo 'till I pleafe, live. Sir. [Ex. 

Leo. And fo farewel, you're welcome. 

Zancb. Th* end crowns all things. 
Signior, fome litde bufinefi paft, this caufe FlI argue 
And be a Peace between ye, if 't fo pleafe ye, 
And by the fquare of Honour to the utmoft. 
I feel the old Man's mafter*d by much Paffion, 
And too high rack'd, which makes him over£hoot all ; 
His Valour (hould dired at, and hurt thole 
That Hand but by as btenchers; this he mud know too. 
As neceflary to his Judgment, doting Women 
Are neither (afe nor wife Adventurers ; conceive me. 
If once their Will have wander'd ; nor is*t then 
A time to u(e our Rages : for why fhould I 
Bite at the Stone, when he that throws it wrongs me? 
Do not we know that Women are moft Wooers, 
Though clofeft in their Carriage? Don't all Men know, 
Scarce all the compafs of the Globe can hold 'em. 
If their Afieaions be afoot ? Ihall I then covet 
The Follies of a She-fool, that bjr Nature 
Muft fe^k her like, by reafon be a Woman ? 
Sink a tall Ship, becaufe the Sails defie me ? 
No, I difdain that Folly; he that ventures 
Whilft they are fit to put him' on, has found out 
The everlafting motion in his Scabbard. 
I doubt not to ouke Peace ; and fo for this time ^ 
My beft Love and Remembrance^ 

Leo. Your poor Servant. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E- II. . 

Enter Diego, Philippo, and Theodofia. 

*. 

Phi. Where will our Horfes meet us ? 
Die. Fear not you, Sir, 
Some half Mile hence my Worfhip's Man wjU ftay us : 

How 



How is it with my young Bloody f cooie^ be jo^ialf 
J[Uft!s oravd likf a merry Flock oif wild Gmk, 
Every Tongue talking. 

Pbi. We are very mjcrry } 
But do you knQw this way^ Sir? 

Tbeo. is't not dangerous ? 
Methinks thefe woody Thickets Ihould harboor Knaves. 

Die. I fear none but fair Wenches ; thofe arc Thieves^ 
Mav quickly rob me of my good Conditions, 
If they cry itand once: But thebeft is, Signiors, 
They cannot bind my Hands ; for any elfe. 
They meet an equal Knave, and there's my Pafoort. 
Pve feen fine Sport in this place : Had thefe Trees Tongues, 
They'd tell ye pretty Matters : Don't you fear though, 
They are not every Day's Delights. 
" Pbi. What Sport; Sir? 

Die. Why, to fay true, the Sport of all &x>rts^ 

Pbi. What was't ? 

Die. Such turning up of Tafiataes ; and you know 
To what rare whiftung Tunes they go, hr beyond 
A loft Wind in the Shrouds ; fuch ftand there, and 
Down in the other Place : Such Supplications 
And Sub-divifions for thofe Toys tneir Honours ; 
O^e, as ye are a Gentleman, in this Bofii ^ 
And oh, fweet Sir, wha( mean ye i There's a Bracelet 
And ofe me, I beleech ye, like a Woman, 
And her Petition's heard : Another fcratches. 
And cries fhe'll die firll, and then fwounds ; but certain 
,Sh^s brought to Life again, and does well after. 
Another, favc mine Honour, Oh mine Honour I 
My Hu^nd ferves the Duke, Sir, in his Kitchen, 
I have axold Pye for ye ; fie, fie, fie. Gentlemen, 
(14) Will nothing fatisfie ye, where's my Husband? 
Another cries, d'ye fee. Sir, how they ufe me, 
b there no Law for thefe things ? 

Th(o^ And, good mine Hoft, 
Do you call thefe fine Sports ? 

(14) So the firft Folio* The rcft^ WiUn9$h$Mgfatisfiit'wbiri\kt. 

Vot. VII. C TXt* 



I 



mm 



Dfk What fhould t cd! *feiTl, 
They've teeti fc calP^thfefe tlioiififtd Years atftl up W^. , 

Phi. But what becomes o*th' Mfcrl t 

Die. They're ftript and btJifrttf^ _' 

Like fo many Jdams^ WiA Fig-Lttl^W Afbit 'gifa; 
And there's their Innocence. 

Thioi Would w6 had tlibWn thisi 
Before we rcacht this t^lacc. 

Pbi. Come, tiieres m mr%tt^ 
Thefc are but fbmfetirnci Ghancesi 

Enter BaiM. 

Die. ^ow we niuft through; 

?j&^a.. Who's th^? » 

Die. Stand to it Signiors. . 

Pbi. No it needs not. 
I know th^ Fkcei 'tis hcinefl:. 

Bail. What mine Hoft, 
Mine ci^erlafHng honcft Hbft ? 

Die. Mafs ^i\\y : 
Now in. the Naiiie olFan ill Reckonings 
What make you walkii% AS nnmd ? 

BaiU A*r — -of this round. 
And of all Bufmefi tod; throi^h Wotids, aad R^cafe^ | 
l^fai^!ve ioutlded^ the:: away a dozen Duckets, 
Befides a fair round Gloak : Some of leni knew ttnty 
Elfe they had cafed me like a Cunny tbo, 
As they bate dbue this nft, and I diitik rdafted me^ 
For they b^b to faofte me foondly : My young Si^iidfiy 
You msiy; thank Heaven; aod heartily, and hourly 
You fet dot 6ut fo early; y' had been fmdafc'd cl», • 
By thistrue Hand ye had, Sir^ finely iinbak'd. 
Had ye bden Women^ fmodct too. 

Theo. (leav'n defend usi 

Bail. Nay, that hadlieen no Fr^^; thei-e W6fttheie 
That run that Prayer out of- Bnradi, vet falW tod. 
There was a Friar, now jfc tal^ bf Pr^«, 
With an huge Bunch of Beads, like a Rope of Onions^ 
I'm fure as big, that dcrt of Fear and Pta^er, 

In 
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In half an Hoar, #6lc 'em as ioiall as Buglet, 
Yet he was d^ toa 

Pbi, j(M what Hour w^ thU f ; 

£^7. Some two houjns (Vice. 

7i^^^ D'you think the Pa(&ge fure novK ^ 

Bail. Yes, a llope take 'eip, as it will^ and bkfi *em, 
TheyVe done for this Day furc. 

Pbi. Are many rifled? 

BaiL At the leaft a dozef, . 
And there left bound. 

^eo. How came you free ? • 

Bail. ACourtefie 
They ufe out of their Ro^dfhips, to bequeath 
To one, that when they give a fign from far 
(Which is from out of Danger ;)vhe may prefcntly 
Releafe the reft ; as I met you, I was going, 
Having the fign from yonder Hili to do it. 

j7?eo. Alas poor Men. 
^ PJbi. MineHoft, pray go untie 'em. 

Die. Let me alone for Cancelling, where are they ? 

BaiL In every Bufli, like black Birds, you can!t mils 'efn. 

Die. I need not ftalk unto *em. < [£*//. 

JSi//. No, they'll ftand yey 
My bufie Life for yours^ Sir : You would wonder 
ToJee the feveral Tricks and ftrangeBehaviours 
Of the poor Rafcals in their Miferies, 
Qfie weeps, another laughs at him for weeping, 
A third is monftrous angry he can laugh, 
And cries, go too, this is no time ^ he laughs ftill % 
A fourth exhorts to Patience, him a fifth Man 
CurTes for tameneis ; him a Friar fchools. 
All hoot the Friar, here one lings a Ballad, 
And therea litde Curate confutes him. 
And in this Linfey-wooUey way, that would make a Dog 
Forget his Dinner, or an old Man fire. 
They rub opt for their Ranibms : 'Mohgft the reft. 
There isa J^ttle Boy robb'd, a fine Child, 
It feems a Page : I muft confefs tny pity 
. (As *tis a hard thing in a Man of my place 
To (hew Compaflion) ftir*d at him s to finely 

C 2 And 
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And witliout Noife he carries hi^ AfiUAions^ . 
And looks as if he had but dreamt of loiing. 

Enler Hoft mi Leocadia, ard oiben as rohJfd. 

This Boy's the glory of this Robbery, 

The reft but (hame the Aftion ; now ye may hear *em. 

Hofi. Come Lads, 'tis Holy day 5 hang Cloaths, 'tis hot. 
And fweating Agues are abroad. 

I . It feems fo ; 
For we have met with rare Phyficlans 
To cure us of that Malady. 

Hofi. Fine footing. 
Light and deliver ; now my Boys: (15) Matter Friar, 
How does your Holinefs ? bear up Man ; what 
Acupof neat Sacknow andaToaft: Ha, Friar, 
A warm plaifter to yo6r* Belly, Father, 
There were a Bleffing now. 

Friar. Ye fey your Mind, Sir. 

Hofi. Where's my fine Boy, my Pointer ? 
. Bail. There's the wonder. [follow 

Hofi. A rank Whore fcratch their Sides till the Pox 
For robbing thee, thou haft a thoufand ways 
To rob thy felf Boy, Dice, and a Chamber-Devil. 

Leo. Ye arc deceived. Sir. 

Hofi. And thy Mafter too. Boy. 

Phi. A fweet-fac'd Boy indeed ; whatRojgucs were thcfe? 
What barbarous, brutim Slaves to ftrip this Beauty ? 

Tbeo. Come hither my Boy : Alas ! he's cold ^ mine Hoft, 
We muft intreat your Cloak. 

Hofi. Can ye intreat it ? 

Pbi. W c do prefumcfo much, you've other Garments. 

Hofi. Will you intreat thofe too ? 

Tbeo. Your Mule muft too. 
To the next Town, you fay 'tis near j in pity 
You cannot fee this poor Boy perifti. I know 
Ye have a better Soul, we'll fatisfie ye. 

Hofi. •Tis a ftrange foolifh trick I have, but Ican't help it, 

(15) — Mafter Friar^ . V 

Hrw dots your Holinefs bear up Man ;] The Improvement of 
the SeiSfe, by the Pun6iuation in the Text, will be evident to any ju- 
dicious Reader. 

I'm 
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I'm crcr cozen'd with mine own Commendadons ; 

Ic is determin'd then I Ihall be robb'd too. 

To make U|) Vantage to his dozen ^ here Sir, 

Heav'n hastwovided ye a fimple Garment 

To fet ye oflr, pray keep it handfomer 

Than you kept your own ; and let me l^ivc it rcridcr'd, 

Brufli'd and difcreedy folded. 

Leo. I thank ye, Sir. 

Hofi. Who wants a Doublet ? 

2. I. 

Hofi. Where will you have it ? 

2. From yoiiSir, if you pleafe. 

Hofi. Oh, there's the point. Sir. 

Pfo'. My honeft Friends, I'm forry for your Fortunes^ 
But that's but poor Relief; here are ten Duckets, 
And to your Diftribution, holy Sir, 
I render *em, and let it be your care 
To fee *em, as your wants are, well divided. 

Hojt. Plain dealing now my Friends, and Father Friar, 
Set me the Saddle right ; no wringing, Friar, 
Nor Tithing to the Church, tbefe are no Dudes 1 
Scour me-youV Conicience, if the Devil tempt ye 
OfF with your Cord, and fwinge hmi. 

Friar, x e fay well. Sir. 

All. Hcav'n keep your Goodnefe. 

Vtbeo. Peace keep you, farewel Friend. 

Hofi. Farewel Light-Horfe-men. . {E^.therohVL 

Phi. Which way Travel you. Sir ? 

Bail. To the next Town. 

y}>eo. Do you want any thing ? 

Bail. Only Difcretbn to travel at good^ours. 
And fome warm Meat to moderate this matter. 
For I am mod outragious, cruel hungry. 

Hofi.^ I have a Stomach too, fuch as it is. 
Would ptrfe a right goodPafty, I thank Heav*n for't. 
- Bail. (x6) Checfe, that would break the Teeth of a new 

. X Hkndfaw, ^ 

I could endue now like an Oltrich, or fait Beef, That 

{16) Cbee/e 



I couiii enJufi n§'e»-^^-^'} What my Hoft means is plain and 
eafy, t^iz. That he could dipft Chetie which wouM break an Hand- 
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That C^er/ir Idft in Pkkcl. 

Phi. Take no care. 
We'll have Meat for you, and caough ; 'fth? mean time 
Keep you the Horfc way, left the Fdlow mifs us. 
We'll meet ye at the end o'th* Wood. 

Hoft, Make faafte dieiu ^Ex. HoftMd BaU. 

T'beo. My pretty Sir, till your Neceffitics 
Be full fupplied, to pleafe you truft air Frieiidiki()s, 
We muft not part. 

Leo. Y'have puU'd a Charge upon ye. 
Yet fuch a one as ev^ ftail be thankful. 
. Phi. Y'have^ faid enoiigh, nwiy I be bold to ask ye. 
What Province you were bred in ? And of what Parents? 

Lea. Ye may Sir : I was Born in Andakzia^ 
My Naipe FrMcifco^ Son to Dm Henriques 
J)e Cardinas. 

^eo. Our noble Net^bour. 

Phi. Son io Dm Heim^uts ? 
I know the Gentlemaa: And by your leave. Sir, 
I know he has no Son. 

Leo. None of his own Sir, 
Which mak^ him put diat right upon his Brother 
Don Zanchio\ChMrtTi: One of which I am,, 
And therefore do not much err. 

Phi. Still ye do. Sir, 
For neither has Dtm ZtmcUo any Son ; 
A Daughter, and a rare one, is his Heir, 
Which though I never was fo blcft to f«:. 
Yet I have heard great good of. 

Theo. Urge no farther. 
He is aflaamed, and bkiflbes. 

Phi. Sir, 
Jf't might import you tp coiiceal your fcif, 

&w*sTeet]|, Ms Stonadi being as itrong m diat of an Oftrich. But 
I btWtvt no Di6Hanaiy of o«r Lancuage will farnifii us with fach a 
S^nfe of the Word tnduri. I have uierefore taken the Liberty to fub- 
fiitote what I realty believe was dik original Reading, viz, endue^ or 
4mdiw. -Tis a Term in Talt^my which MUome explains thus, Sndenv, 
is when an Hawk digefteth her Meat» that (he not only dMchargetJh 
her Gcu^e thereof £u likqjrife clvanfcth her Fanad. 

I 
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I I ask your Mercy, I have been fo curious. 

Leo. Alas ! I mud ask yoirs Sir, &r tSefe Lies ; 
Yeit thicy were ufeful ones ; fof by the cl^imjnig 
Sudi noWe 4*ai*ents, i bclfevM ybuffidunties ■ [men, 
]Would flicw more gracioas: The plain Truth is, Gcntlc- 
I am Don Zancbioh Steward VSqp, ^ wild Bqjt, 
That for the Fruits of his unhapjpinefi 
Is fain to feck the Wars. ' 

^eo. This is a lie too, ^ ' 

If I haye any Ears. ' 

Phi. Why? 

Tbeo. Mark his Language, 
And ye (hall find it of too iWeet ^ ttWfb^ 
]^6r (Mieof ftch a breed : PH pawn my Hand, 
This is no Boy. . 

Phi. No Boy? What would you have hiiji ? 

fTheo, I know no Boy : I WatcKt how fearfulfy^ 
.And yet how fuddenly he cur'dhis Lies, 
The right Wit of a Woman ; now Pm fure— ^ 

Phi. What are ye fure ? : 

Itheo. That 'tis po Boy : Plj burix in't. 

Phi. Now I confider better, and take Council, 
Methinks he (hows more fweetncfi px that Faqe, 
Than his fears dare deliver. 

neo. No njore tajik on*c. 
There hangs fome great weight by it ; foon at Nifeht 
rU tell ye more. 

Phi. Come, Sir, whatever you are. 
With us, embrace your liberty, and our hdps 
In any^ ^eed you have. 

Leo. All my poor Service 
Shall be at your Command, Sir, and my Prayers, [elfc. 

Pbi. ^t's v^lk apace s (funger will cut their Throats 

[Exeunt. 
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S C E N E III. 

{ij} Enter kodorigo, i»ii Marc- Antonio ; two Chairs 

fet out. 

Rod. Call up the Mailer. 

Mafi. Here, Sir. ; 

Rod. Honcft Mafter, 
Give order all the Gallies with this Tide 
Fail round, and near upon us; that the next wind 
We may weigh oflf tc^ether, and recover 
The Port of Barcehna^ without parting. 

M€fi. Your Pleafure*s done, Sir. \Exit\ 

Rod. Signior Marc^jlntonio^ 
•Till Meat be ready, let's fit here, and prepare 
Oup Stomachs with Di(couries. 

Marc. What you plcafc. Sir. ' 

Rod. Pray ye anfwer me to this doubt. 

Marc. If 1 can. Sir. • [Children, 

Rod. Why ihould fuch Plants as you are, Pleafure's 
That owe their blufhing Years to gentle Objedls, 
Tenderly bred, and brought up in all fulnefs, 
Dtffirc the (hibborn Wars? 

Marc. In thofe 'tis wonder. 
That make their Eafe their God, and not their Honour : 
But noble General, my end is other, 
Defire of Knowledge, Sir, aiid hope of tying 
Difcretion to my time, which only (hews me. 
And not my Years, a Man, and makes that more. 
Which we call handfome ; th' reft is but Boy's Beauty, 
And. with the Boy confum'd. 

Rod. Ye argue well. Sir. 

Marc. Nor do I wear my Youth, as they wear Breeches, 
For objcft, but for ufe 5 my Strength for Danger, 

(17) Enter RodoriffO, Marc- Antonio, and a Shif-mafierf^ Bat 
if the latter enterM with the two former* what occanon for koshrigoy 
ordering him to be called op ? The Dirc^onin the Folio of 1647* ^' 
9ore ridiculous ftill ; becaufe thefe three Perfons are placed at the 
n^ad 6f the Scene as in the Oftavo^ and yet the Nfafter is made to 
anfwer, njnitbin. 

(Whick 
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(Which is the I33eral part of Man,) not Datlianoe : 
The Wars mud be my Miftrels, Sir. 

Rji^d. Oh Sigtiior, 
You'll find her a rough Wench. 

Marc. When (he is won onc€» ^^ 
She'll Aow the fweeter. Sin /j^i " ^ 

RoJKKow can be plcas'd though, ^^'^ 
Sometimes to take a tamer ? 

Marc. CTis a troth. Sir, 
So (he be handtbme. and not ill conditioned* ' 

Rod. A Soldier mould not be ^ curious. 

Marc. I can make fliift with any for a heat. Sin 

Rod. Nay, there you wrong your Youth too; and 
however 
You're pleased t'a{^)ear to me, which fhews well, Signior^ 
A tougher Soul than your few Years can teftifie ; 
Yet, my young Sir, out of mine own ^perience 
When my Spring was, I'm able to confute ye. 
And fay, y'had rather come to th' fhock of Eyes, 
And boldly march up to your Miftrels Mouth, 
Then to the Cannon's. 

Marc. That's as their lading is. Sin 

Rod. There be Trenches 
Fitter and warmer for your years, and ikfer. 
Than where the Bullet plays. 

Marc. There's it I doubt. Sin 

Rod. You'll eas'ly find that, faith : Aft come, be liberal^ 
What kind of Woman could you make beft Wars with ? 

Marc. They*re all but heavy marches. 

Rod. Fie, MarC' Antonio^ 
Beauty in no more Reverence ? 

mHitc. In the Sex, Sir, 
I Honour it, and next to Honour, love it. 
For there is only Beauty \ and that fweetnefs 
That was firft meant for Modefty 5 fever it 
And put it in one Woman, it appears not, 
'Tis of too rare a Nature, ihe too grofi 
To mingle with it* 



Rod. This is a mecr Herefid 
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Marc. Which owikes'^cm ever naemiiBg ; ii?r jtl>^g|q^ 
That cozens us for Beauty, is kxfi, Qniyqiy^ 
An outward fhew of things well ktj j^vaqtti 
For heav'nly Beauty, is aj Heay*n it, fclf^ §ir. 
Too excellent J^ObjedJ:, a^ (iS) what's fecfi, ' 
Is but the Vail, tl^^ airy Clouds ; grant thi$ , 
It may be feen, ^n^byt" like Star$ in tvianklingSj|| , 

Rod. *Twas no fmall ftudyja their Ijjt^r^ri^ i :;; 

Brought you to this Expericnqe: B^jt ^h^t ti^k yc 
Of that fair rfid and whitp, wJbich ;we <:ai| Beauty? 

Marc. Why? *m our Oe^ure^ Sir, we give it *cip * 
Becaufe\^e like ithofe colours i elfe 'ti? cgrf^m 
A blue Faoc with a 0U)tley Npfe would dp ^U 
And be as great a Beauty, fo we lov'd it ; 
That wje cannot give, which is only ij^qty, 
is a fair Mind. 

Red. By this Rule, all our chokq ^ / 

Are to no ends. 

Marjc. Except the dull end, dolog. 

Rod. Then all to you feem equal ? 

il/.tfrr. Very true, Sir, , 

And that makes equal dealing: I loye any 
That's worth Love. 

Rod, How long loye ye, Signior? 

Marc. 'Till I have other fcfufin^. 

Rod. Do you never 
Xiove Aedfaftly one Woman ? 

Marc. 'TisaToil, Sir,^ 
Like riding in one Road perpetually; 
It oflFers no variety. 

Rod. Right Youth, 
He mud needs make a Soldier ; nor^ yoii think 
One Woman can love one Man ? 

(i8) ' ■ nifibat is feen 

Is hut tbiVail tbfu, airy Chudsi ] The MonofyllaUe 

then feems not to. have any good Authority for ftanding here»'^s 
having nothing to which it refers. I fufpedl a Corruption as well in 
the Soife^ as m the Pointing, and that it ftood originaUy thus; 

■ - 'wb^t is /i§,u 
Is buttbe Vail^ tbin, airy Clouds^ &c. 

Marc. 



Marc. Yes, that may be. 
Though it appear not often 5 they^re things igaomnti 
And therefore apted to that Superftition 
Of doting {wdrfefs 5 yict of Jal« Years, Siguier, 
That Worlds well n^ended with •cm, few arc found now! 
That loveat length, and to the right mark, ^\ 
Stir now as thp time ftir?; Fame ^ Faflwoa 
Are ends they aim at now, and to make that Jorc 
That wifer Ages held Ambition ; 
They that cannot reach this may love by Index ( 
By every day's furveying who heft promi&s, 
Who has don^ bdB:, who may do, ^nd who m^ed 
May come to do again 5 who appears ft^eaoeft 
Either in new ftampt Clothes, or courtefies, [things 

Done but from Hand to Mouth ncithferi fior love they liielc 
Longer than new a^e making, nor th^t SujCceSbn 
Beyond the next fair Feather : Tal^^ the City, 
> There thf^ goio't by (Jold weight, no gain from 'cm, 
■ All they can work by Fir«e and Water to *€tn. 
Profit is all they point at 5 if there be Lovic, 
Tis (hew'd ye by fe dark a Light, to bear out 
The bracks ^nd old ftaii^s is't, that ye may purchafe 
ir^»rZ> Velvet better daeap 5 all Joves jare endJe/s. 

Rod. Faith, if you have a M ift rei$, woukl flie heird you. 

Marc. 'Tw^rc but the venturing of my PJace^ or fwearing 
I ifteapt It but for Airgument, as Schoolmen 
I^ifpule hftgh Queftions. 

R9d^mM^ WbrW ^ thjs. 
When young Men dare determine what thofe are, 
(19) Age and the beft Experience ne'er could aim at. 

Marc. They were liiek-eyy liicn. Sir; now the Print's 
b*a;c^, 
[And they nmy read their Fortunes without Spe(5bacles. 

Rod. Did you ne'er love? 

Marc. Faith yes, once after Supper, 
A«d \fb$ fit held 'till Midni^t. 

Rod. Hot, or ihaking ? 

(19) Jgithe heft Exferiine i ' ] The deficiency of Meafare 

I h^cfapply^d from the Folio of 1647, 

Marc. 
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Marc. To fay trae, both. 

Rod. How did yc rid it ? 

Marc. Thus, Sir, 
I laid my Hand upon my Heart, and blcft mc. 
And then faid over certain Charms Td learn'd 
Againft mad Dogs, for L^ve and they're all one; 
Laft thought upon a Windmi), and fo flept. 
And was well ever after. 

Rod. A rare Phyfician, 
What would your JPradlice gain ye ? 

Marc. The Wars ended, 
I mean to ufe my Art, and have thefe Fools 
Cut in the Head like Cats, to fave the Kingdom 
Another Inquifnion. ^ 

Rod. So old a Soldier * 
Out of the Wars, I never knew yet pradifed. 

Marc. I fhall mend every Day ; but noble General, 
Believe this, but as this you nam'd, Difcourfes.^ 

Rod. Oh y'are a cunning Gamefter. 

Marc. Mirths and Toys /» 

To cozen Time withal •, for o'my Troth, Sir, 
lean Love, I think, well too, well enough j 
And think as well of Women as they are. 
Pretty fantaftick things, fome more regardful. 
And fome few worth a Service : I*m fo honeft, 
I with 'em all in Heav'n, and you know how hard, Sk, 
*Twill be to get in there with their great Farthipg als. 

Rod. Well Marc Antonio^ Pd notT^ thy Company 
For the beft Galley 1 command. 

Marc. Faith General, 
If thefe Difcouries pleafe, I (hall fit ye 
Once every Day. [Knock witbin. 

Rod. Thou canft not pleafe me better ; hark, they ddl 
Below to Dinner ; ye*re my Cabbin Gueft^ 
My Bofom's, fo you pleafe. Sir. 

Marc. Your poor Servant, [ExemiL 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter fecmd Htfi^ and bis fTife. 



. 



Hoft. Let fern have Meat enough Woman, half a Hen ; 
There be old rotten Pilchards, put 'em oS too, 
Tis but a little new anointing of *em, 
And a flrong Onion, that confounds the ftink. 

Hifiefs. They call for more. Sir. 

Hoft. Knock a dozen Eggs down, 
' But then beware your Wenches. 

Hoftefs. More than this too ? ([up Wench, 

Hoft. Worts, worts, and make 'em Porridge, pop 'cm 
But they fhall pay for Qjllyfes. 

Hoftefs. Ail this is nothing $ 
They call for Kid and Partridge. 

Hoft. Well remembred, 
Where's the Faulconer's half D(^ he left ? 

Hoftefs -It G\n^^ Sir, 
Paft all hope that way. 

Hqft. Run it o'er with Garlick, 
And make a Roman Difh on't. 

tiqftef%. Pray ye be patient. 
And get Provifion in ; thcfe are fine Gentlemen, q ^ ^ 
And liberal Gentlemen j they\t unde juare __ yr/^^iZ^^t0^ 
No mangcy Muleteers, nor pinching Pofts, Jyt^ 

That feed upon the parings of Musk-melons 
And Radiflies, as big and tough as Rafters : 
Will ye be fiirring inthis Bufinefs? Here's yourBrothert 
Mine old Hoft of OJJumj as wife as you are. 
That is, as Knaviih i if ye put a trick. 
Take heed he do not find it« 
. Boft. ril be wa^ng, 

Hoftefs. ^ Pis foryour own Commodity j why Wench es ? 

Ser. \within:\ Anon forfooth. [Water/ " 

Hoftefs. Who makes a Fire there? And who sets in 
Let Oliver go to the Juftice, and befeech his Wormip 
We may have two Spits going ; and do you hear Druca^ 
Let him invite his Wormip, and his Wives Worlhip, 
To the left Meat to Morrow. 

Enter 
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Eni^ BMUff. 

Bail. Where's this Kitchen ? 

Hoftefs. E'en at the next Door Signibr ; what, old Don ? 
We meet but feldom^ 

Bail. Prithee be patient Hoftefi, 
And tell me where the Meat is. 

Hoft. Faith Maftcr Bail7, 
How have ye done ? And how Man?^— — 

Bail. Good fwcet Hofteis, 
What fhall we have to Dinner? 

Meftefs. How does your Woman, 
And a fine Woman (he is^ and a good Womin v 
Lord, how you bear your Years f i" ■ > « 

Bail. Is't Veal or Mutton, 
Beef, Bacon, Pork, Kid, PheafanC, ortlfrthcl^ 
And are they ready all? 

Hoji. The hoiira that have been 
Between us two, the merry hours J Lord !— 

Bail. Hoftefs, » 

Dear Hoftefs do but bear ; I am himgry. Hdftefs. Ye 
Are merrily difpofed, Sir. Bail^ Monftrous hungry, . 
And hungry after much Meat, Pvc brought hither 
K JRight worftiipfuls to pay the reckooti^, 
'♦^'^ N^Mffny enough too with *cm, defire enough 

T6 have the \x& Meat, and of that enough too: 
Come to the point fweet Waich, and fi> I kifi diec. , 

Hoftefs. Ye ffaall have any thing, and kiftandft 
i£'er you can lick your Ears, Sir. 

Bail. Portly Meat, 
Bearing, fubftantial ftufF, and fk fior Hunger, ^ , 

I do befeech ye Hoftefs firft ; tb^n fomt Hght Garoiflip 
Two Pheafants in a Difh ; if yc have Levcrits, . J 

^ (Rather for way of Ornament, than Appetite,) i 

"^ They may TSiTlook'd upon, or Larks; rorFifli, 
' As there's no great need, fo I wQidd not wilh fe 
To itrvQ above four Diihes, but thoife full ones ; 
Ye have no Cheefe of P jniw / 
/ tid^fs. Very oki. Sir. . . ^ 

Bail. The lefs will ferve us, foti^ ten Found. 

HojUfs.^ 
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Hoftefs. Alas, Sir, ^ 
We have not half thefe Dainties. 

Bail. Peace good Hoftefs, 
And make us hope ye have. 

Hoftefs. Ye ihall have all. Sir. 

BaU. That may be got for Mony. • 

Enter Diego, and a Boy. 

Die. Where's your Matter ? 
Bring me your Matter, Boy : I mutt have Liquor 
Fit for the Myrmidons^ no dafliing now, Child^ 
No Conjurings by Candle-light, I ' know all ; 
Strike me the oldeft Sack, a Piece that carries 
Point blank to this place Boy, and batters ^ Hoftefs, 
I kifs thy Hands through which many a round reckoning 
And things of moment have had motion. 

Hoftefs., Still mine old Brother. 

Die. Set thy Cellar open. 
For I muft enter, and advance my Colours ; [Duckets, 
Pve brought thee Dons indeed Wench, Dons widi 
And thofe Dons muft have dainty Wine, pure Bacchus 
That bleeds the life Blood ; what, is your cure ended ? 

Bail. We ftiall have Meat, Man. 

Die. Then we will have Wine, Man, 
And Wine upon Wine, cut and drawn with Wine.' 
► Hoftefs. Ye fhall have all, and more than all. 

Bail. (20) All's well then. 

Die. Away, about your Bufinefi, you with her 
For old acquaintance Ikke, to ftay your Stomach. 
And Boy, be you my Guide, ad inferos^ 
For I will make a full dcfcent in Equipage. 

[Effceunt Hoftefs and Bailiff. 

Boy. Pll fhew you rare Wine. 

Die. (21) Stinging Gecr. 

Boy. Divine, Sir. [Boy, 

Die. O divine Boy^ march, march my Child, rare Wine 

Boy. As any is in Spain^ Sir. 

(20) The other Copies read, JII we/I then. 

{zi) Stinging Beer.\ Mr. Ibeohald prevented me -in the Corrcftiott 
of this places by having noted the true reading from the Copy of 1647. 
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Die. Old, and ftrong too. 
Oh my fine Boy, clear too ? 

Boy. As (22) ChryftalSir, and ftrong as TrutW 

Die. Away Boy, 
I am enamor*d; and I long for Dalliance; 
Stay no where Child, not for thy Father^s Blefling, 
I charge thee not to lave thy Sifter's Hfonour, 
Nor to clofe thy Dames Eyes, were Ihe a Dying 
Till we arrive, and for thy Recompence 
J will remember thee in my Will. 

Boy. Ye have faid. Sir. \ExHmt. 



ACT IIL S C E N E L 

Efiier Philippo, and fecond Ho^. 
JPi^i.Ty /r I N E Hoft, is that Apparel got ye fpoke of? 

J[yJ[ Y^ ^^'' ^^^^ ^^^y Mony. 2 Hoft. 'Tis eoaiq 

in Sir, 
He has it on Sir^ and I think it will 
Be fit, and o* my Credit it was never 
V^orn but once Sir, and for neceflity 
Pawn*d to the Man I told ye of. / 

Phi. Pray bargain for*t. 
And I will be the Pay-maftcr, ^ 

2 Hoft. I will Sir. 

Phi. And let our Me^t be ready when yoq pleafe, 
I mean as Toon. 

2 Hoft. It fhall be prefently. 

Phi. How far flands Barcelona ? 

2 Hoft. But two Leagues off, Sir, 
You may be there by three a Clock. 
" Phi. Tm glad onX \Ex$unt. 

(22) ChryftalSir, and as Truth.} The Epithet ^/iwi^, without 

^hich the Sentence would be lame, 1 have recovered from the Editions 
of 164.7 and 1679. ^"^ ^ fnfpeft that Diego here has intrenched open 
the Dravitr above, and that the-whole (hould ran thus, 

^ » rare Wine Boym ^ 

Boy. Ai any in Spain, 5/r, old and ftrong too. 
Dicg. O tnfjine Bey ! clear too? 
Boy. Js Cbryftal^ Sir, and ftrong as Truth' 

■■ SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

EMttr Theodofia, mi Leocadb. 

fheo, Signior Prancijio^ why I draw you' hither 
To this remote Place marvel not, for truft me 
My Innocence yet never knew ill dealings 
And as ye have a lioble Temper^ (tart not 
Into QSence, at any thins my Knowledoe, 
And for your fpecial good^ would be informed (^f 
Nor think me vainly curious. 

Lso. Worthy Sir, 
The courtefies you and your noble Brother, 
Even then when few Men find the way to do 'em, 
I mean in want, fo freely fhowr'd upon me. 
So truly, and fo timely minifter*d. 
Mud, if I fhould fufpeft thofe (23) Minds (hat made ^em^ 
Either proclaim me an unworthy Taker, 
Or wbrfe, a bale Believer : Speak your Mind, Sir, 
Freely, and what you pleafe, I am your Servant, [tance, 

Tbeo. Then my young Sir, know, fuice otir firft Acquaint 
Induced by Circumftances that deceive not 
To clear fome doubts I have % nay blufh not, Signior, 
I have beheld ye narrowly : More bluflies ? 
Sir, ye give me fo much light, I find ye 
A thmg confeis'd already : Yet more biufhes ? 
You would ill cover an OBence might fink ye^ 
That cannot hide your felf ; why do ye fluke to} 
I mean no trouble to ye; this fair Hand 
Was never made for hardnds, nor thofe Eyes 
(Come do not hide *em) for rough OI:ge£ts % hark ye^ 
Ye have betray'd your felf, that Sigh confirms me ; 
Another? and a third too? then I (ee 
Thefe Boys Cloaths do but pinch ye ; come, be liberal, 
Ye've found a Friend that has found you, difguife not 
That loaden Soul that labours to be open : 
Now you muft weep, I know it, for I fee 
Your Eyes down laden to the Lids, another 
Manifcft token that my doubts are perfeft i 

(23) ''^Minds that made Vjw,] i. c. did Vj». 

Yot. VII. , D Yet 
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Yet I have found a greater;, tell me this^ 

Why were thefe holes left open, there was an error, 

A foul one, mv Froffcifia^ have I caught ye? 

pretty Sir, the cuftpm of our Country 
AlfowslMen none in this place: Now die ftowV come 

Leo. Oh Signior 7a&^^<!for^. 

sri&^^. This forrow (hows fo fweetly, 

1 cannot chufe but keep it Company : 

Take truce and fpeak. Sir : and I charge your goodnc 
By all thofe perfeft hopes that point at Virtue, 
By that remembrance thefe fair Tears are fhed for. 
If any fad Misfortune have thus form'd ye. 
That either Care or Counfel may redeem, 
Pain, PUrfe, or any thing within the Power 
And Honour of free Gentlemen, reveal it. 
And have our labours. 

Leo. I have found ye noble. 
And ye (hall find me true -, your Doubts are certain. 
Nor dare I more diflemblc; Tm a Woman, 
The great exampjle of a wretched Woman. 
Here you muft give me leave to (hew my Sex — - 
And now to make ye know how much your Credit 
Has won upon my Soul, fo- 1 pleafe your Patience 
m tell you my unfortunate (ad Story. 

Theo. Sit down and fay on. Lady. 

Leo. I am born, Sir,- 
Of good and honeft Parents, rich, and noble. 
And not to He, the Daughter of Don Zancbio^ 
If my unhappy Fortune have not loft me: 
My Name call-d Leocadia^ e*en the fame 
Your worthy Brother did the fpecial Honour 
To name for beautiful, and without Pride 
I h^ve been often made believe fo, Signior ; * 

But that's impertinent : Now to my Sorrows; 
Not far from us a Gentleman of worth, 
A Neighbour and a noble Vifitor, 
Had his abode, who often met my Father 
In gentle fports of Chafe, and River-Hawking, 
In Courfe and Riding; and with him often brought 
A Son of his, a young and hopeful Gendemaiii, 

Nob 
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Of fpeech and W*ha¥iour ho Ids poWe^ 

And df ikUPaitii ^fe My %ei lidf, kbundtilt: 

We grew aoquainted, and froiQ t|iat acquaidtatitiD * 

Nearer into Afieftioni from ASkBdon 

Into Belief) 

rim. Well. 

Leo. Then we iui'ft kiis* 

r^eo. Go fdt'Ward. 

£e^. (24^ But oh, Man, Man unoonftant, caretefi Mrii» 
Oh fubtle Man, hdvtr many are thy milchi^ 
C% MarC'Amtifno^ I n>ay curie thofe Kifles. 

Hheo. What did you c^l him. Lady? 

Iao. Marc* Antonio^ 
The name to me of Mifery, 

rbto. Pray forward. 

Lto. From thefe we bred Defires,Sir \ but lofe me HtiaV^ii 
If mine were Luftfi^I. 

rb&>. I believe. 

Leo. Thisfeeathefi 
Made him importttfid^te : Wheii to five nfitrnt Honour^ 
(Love havmg fuH poffeffion of my Powers,) 
I got a Concradl from him. 

rbto. Sealed? 

leo. AndfworntoO; '^ 

Which fince, for fome Qflence Heav'n laid upon m6, 
I loft amongft my Monies in the Robbery, 
(The lois that malces me pooreft ;) this won from him. 
Fool that I was, and too too credulous, 
I 'pointed htm a by-way to my Chamber 
The neict Night at an hour. 

^beo. fny ftay there Lady ; [j^^ 

And when the Night came, came be, kept he touch with 
(Be not fo fhame-fac'd ;) had you both your Widies ? 
TeH me, and tell me true, did he enjoy ye. 
Were ye in one anothers Arms abed ? The Contradl! 

(24) iutoh^Man^ unconftant — ] The finjB Repetition here i^hich 
tlie Line wanted in more refpefb than one, I had from the Copy of 
1647, 

D 2 Confirm'd 
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C6nfirm*d in fall joys there ? Did he lye with fc? . 
Anfwer to that ; ha r Did your Father know thiSf 
The good old Man, (25) or Kindred privy to*t ? 
And nad ye their cOnfencs ? Did that Night's [»ooeii(e 
Make y« a Mother? 

Leo. Why do ypu ask fo nearly ? 
Good Sir, do's it concern you any thing ? 

Sn&f^. No, Lady. 
Only^the Pity why you fliould be ulcd fy 
A little ftirs me, but did he keep his Promife? 

Leo. No, no, Sigoior, 
Alas he never came, nor never meant it. 
My Love was fool'd, time numbered to np end. 
My Expe&ation flouted ; and guels you Sir, 
What (26) dor unto a doating Maid this was. 
What a bafe breaking off? 

Tbeo. All's well then Lady; 
Go forward in vour Story. 

Leo. Not only faii'd, Sir, 
Which is a curie in Love, and may he find it 
When his Affections are full-wing*d, and ready 
To ftoop upon the Quarry, then when all 
His full Hopes are in's Arms; not only thus. Sir, 
But more injurious, faithlefs, treacherous. 
Within two Days Fame gave him far remov'd 
With a new Love, which much againft my donfciencc 
But more againft my Caufe, which is my Hell, 
I mud confefs a fair one, a right fair one. 
Indeed of admirable Sweetnefs, Daughter 
Unto another of our noble Neighbours, 
The Thief call'd Theodoja, whofe Perfcftions 
Vm bound to ban for ever, curfe to Wrinkles, 
As Heav'n I hope will (zj) make *em foon, and Ache 

(25) — or Kindred fri^ to't ?] I can't help thinking bat that ot 
corrupted for fwere, 

(20) f . e, 6alk« Difappointment. If the Reader would fee an 
count of the feveral forts of Dors, I will refer him to Brn, J^hnj 
V. I. page 354, 355, 356, Oftavo. 

(27) — make'emfion, ^^W Aches;] Mr. Tbiohald "j^nU z Qjxtrf 
his Margin here, whether we (houM not read J/ket. I don't thi 
there is a great deal in it either way, 

F 



L'O V B*S 'Pi £ G RIM i G e1 ^^ 

For they have r^^'d itt poor unhappy Wench 
Of all, of all Sir, all that was my Glory, 
And left me nothing but thefe Tears, and Travel : 
Upon this cer^ft) News, I quit my Father, 
And if you be not milder in Conftruftion 
I fear mine Honour too, and like a Page 
Stole to OJfuna^ from that Place to SeviU 
From thence to Barcelona I was travelling, 
When you o'er-took my Mifery, in hope to hear of 
. Gallies bound up for Italy ; for never 
Will I leave off the fearch of this bad Man, 
This Filcher of Affcftions, this Love-Pedler ; 
Nor (hall my Curfes ceafe to blaft her Beaucie*, . 
And make her Name as wandring as her Nature, 
'Till ftanding Face to Face before their Lufts 
I call Heav'n's Juftice down. 

^bto. This (hows too angry. 
Nor can it be her Fault (he is belov'd ; 
If I give Meat, muft they that eat it furfeic ? 

Leo. She loves again. Sir, there's the Mifchief of it, ^ 
And in defpight of me, to drown my Ble(fings, 
Which (he (hall dearly know- ■*> 

neo. Ye are too violent. 

Leo. Sh'as Devils in her Eyes, to whofe Devotion 
He oflfcrs all his Service. 

Ttheo. Who can (ay 
But (he may be fprfaken too ? He that once wanders 
From fuch a perfeft Swectnefs, as you promife. 
Has he not ftill the fame Rule to deceive? 

Leo. No, no, they are together, love together. 
Pad; all Deceit of that (ide ; (leep together. 
Live, and delight together, and fuch Deceit 
Give me in a wild Defert. 

l*beo. By your Leave, Lady, 
I fee no Honour in this Cunning. 

Leo. Honour?, 
True, none of her part. Honour, (he d|^(erve$ none, 
Tis ceas'd with wandring Ladies fuch as (he is, 
So bold and impudent. 

Tbeo. I could be angry, ^ 

D 3 Extrcamly 
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lExtresiXttij, zx^/ff^ [4^« 

And 'twere not for my Pity : Wlvjtt aMan 

Is this, to do thefe Wrongs ? believe me Ladft 

I know the Maid, and know (he k not with hlnA— ^-<* 

Lee. I would you knew fhe were in Heaven. 

77^0. And lb well know her9that I think you*re cossen'd.— 

Lio. So I %, Sir. 

^0. I mean« in her Behayi^ur i [Credit, | 

For truft my Faith, fo much I dare ^venture for her ) 
She never yet delighted to dp Wrong. 

Leo. How^n ihe then delight in him ? dare (he think, , 
Be what (he wiU, aa excelltot as Angels, 
My Love fo fond, my Wiihes fb indulgent. 
That I muft (2$ j take her Prew^iings ; ftoop at that 
Sh^as tir'd upon ? No, Sir, I hold my Beauty, 

(aS) — */isi/ hr PriWMtngs ; ftof at that 

ShUs //rV«r/Mr^-— <~] Mr. fheciaU, with whom I had the 
good Fortune to agree, rtsAs ftoop iorftof^ which is undoubtedly the 
$rue LedioOf and » a Term in Falconry that needs no Ex[^nation : I 
will hxmtsvtx beg the Reaxfer^s Pardon l^r ftepping one moment out of 
the way, while I oideavour to corred a Pai&ge in Sbakiffear^% Lear, 
which this place has fuggefted to me. *Ti8 in Ad 2. Scene 10. The 
old King bieine tumM out of Doors by Gonerit his eldeft Daugh- 
ter« comes to Kigau his fecond in tliebittemers of his Soul, to com- 
pUiii ta her of l^r eUeft Sif^h \}^f&» ^nd fays^ 



Beloved Regan 



ny Sifter* s naught , oh Regan ftre hath tied 
iharf'toQtPdnakindMeftf Uiea f^ulfure here, 

[Pointing to his Heart . 

To tsiJbarp'toa4h*dUniindae/s like a Vulture to his Heart, fe^mssjt 
$rft Sight an allufion to the known Story of Prometheus ; but as it 
does not occur to my Memory, that his Vulture or Eagle, was con^ 
$n*d by any Chain or Boi^, I (iifped a flight, corruption of the Word, 
tho* it is not a fmall one as to the Senfe, and conjefture the Lines 

iboo*d ran thus. 



Beloved Regan 



TOjp Sifter* s naught ; eh Regan Jhe hath tir'd 
Sharf'tooth'd Unkindne/s, like a Vulture here. 

To tin a Haw)^ or Vulture, in Falconry, is to give him a Leg or t 
Wing of a Pollet to pluck at ; how much then is this Vaifage heightne^ 
by rdloring thd( probably original Term, and making Lear iay, 7hai 
HsDai^hter had given his Heart to Vnkiwdnefs as to aVuitnrh to h 
fkc^d 0$ emdtore infioees f 

WafI 
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Wa(h but thefe Sc^i^rows fr6M it, Of a Sfiarklle 
As right andtkh as hers, tnj Mtstm as equal, 
My Youth as much unblown 5 and for our WortfW 

And Weight of Virtue-— ♦ .. 

ffbeo. D& nm task her fo fan fSIf, yi!p6Qr : 

Leo. By Heav'n lhe*s Cork^ and CIduds, li^t, lighl. 
But I ihall find her out, with .all her Witchcfa(fts, 
Her Paintings, and her Pounrfngs 5 fot- 'tis Art, 
And only Art preferves her, and meer SpeWsf 
That work upon his Pow'rs; let her but fhew me 
A ruin'd Cheek like mine, that holds his Colour 
(And writes but fixt^en Years) in fpight of Sorrows ; 
And unbathed Body, fmiies, that give but Shadows, 
And wrinkle not the Face ; bcfides (he'sKttIc, 
A demy Dame, that makes no Otyed. 

Theo. Nay, 
Then I muft fay yOu err ; for credit me, 
I think (he's taller than your fcff. 

Leo. Why let her. 
It is not that (hall mate me, I but ask 
My Hands may reach unto hen 

Tbeo. Gentle Lady, 
•Tis now ill time of farther #ft-gumcnt. 
For I perceive ydur Anger void of Cbunler, 
Which I could wi(h more temperate, 

Leo. Pray forgive me,, 
If I have fpoke uncivilly : They thsit look ori 
See more than wc that play ; and I befeech ye 
Impute it Lovc*s Oflfence, not mine; whoft Torments, 
If you have ever lov*d, and found' my Croltes, 
You muft conf(^ arc feldom ty *d to Patience, - 

Yet I could wifh I had faid Itfs. 

Tbeo. No harm* then, 
YeVe made a full amends 5 our Company 
You may command, fo pleafe you, in your Travels^ 
With all our Faith and Furtherance ; let it be fp^ , ' 

Leo. Ye make too great an Offer. 

Tbeo. Then it (hall be. 
Go in and reft your felf, our wholfomc? Diet 
Wilt btf made^rftady iiraight 2 But hark^ yt Lady, 

D 4 One 
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Qne thing I muft entreat, your Leave and Sofierance, 
That thefe things may be open to my Brother, 
For more Refpo^ and Honour. 
Le9. Do your Plea&re^ 

^tbeo. And do not change this Habit by no uncaoSt 
ynlefs ye change your felf. 
Leo. Which mud not yet be. 
^0. It carries ye concealed and iafe« 
Jjeo. Fm counfelM. [i&af. 

Enter Philippo. 
Phi. What^^done? 

^eo. W hy, all we doubted j 'tb a WomaUi 
And of a noble Strain too, guefs. 
Phi* I cannpt. 

7beo. You- ve heard often of her. 
Phi. Stay, I think not. 
theo. Indeed ye have ; 'tis the &ir i>^^i^, 
Paughter unto Don Zancbio^ our noble Ncighbdyr, 
Pbi. Nay? 

Tbeo. *Tis (he, $kf o'lpy Credit, 
Pbi. Leocadiaj 
Pilh Leocadia^ it muft not be. 
Tbeo. It muft be, or be nothing. 
Pbi. Pray givp ipc leave to wonder : Leocadia f 
T'beo. The very fame. 
pa. The Damiel Leocadia \ 
I flpeft it was a Woman, and a fair one. 
I tee it throqgh her Shape, tranfparent, plain ; 
9yt that it fhould be (he % tell fne dire^ly. 
fbep. By Heav'qs »tis ihe. 
pbi. By Heav'n then *tis a fwect one, 
neo. That's granted too. 
Phi But hark ye, hark ye, Sifter, 
How came (he thus di%uis-d ? 
f}feo. ril tell you that too ; 
As I came, on the felf fame Gropn^, ib qs^d too^ 
Pbi. By the fame Man i 
Tbeo. The fame too. 
Pbi. As I live 
ypu t-pvcrs h»vc Qne Fancies : Wonflrom J5ne ones. 

Tbeo 



m. 




Lovb's Pilgrimage. 57 

fteo. Pray Hcai^*n you never make one* 

Phi. Faith I know not, ^ 

But in that Mind I am, I'd rather cobbk, 
fTis a moreCbriftian Trade; pray tell me one.thif^ 
Are not; you two now monftrous jealous 
Of one another f 

Tbeo. She is much of me. 
And has rail'd at me mod unmercifully 
And to my Face, and*o*my Confcience 
Had (he but known me, either (he or I, 
Or bothy had parted with ftrange Faces^ 
She was in fuch a fury. 

Pbi. Leocadia? 
Do's fhe fpeak handibmely ? 

V['heo. Wondrous well. Sir, 
And all flie do's becomes her, e'en her Anger. 

Pbi. Howfeemed (he when you found her? 

^beo. Had you (een 
How fweetly karful her pretty fcif 
Betray'd her felf, how neat her forrow (how'd. 
And in what handfome phrale (he put her Story, 
And as occaQon ftir'd her how (he ftarted, 
Tho* roughly, yet moft aptly, into ^gery 
You would have wonder'd. 

Pbif Do*s (he know ye ? 

^beo. No, 
Nor muft not by no means. 

Pbi. How (lands your difitrence ? 

Tbeo. I'll tell ye that fome (itter time, but truft me 
My MarC'Ant(mio has too niuch to anfwer. 

Pbi. May I take knowledge of her ? 

Tbeo. Yes, (he's willing, 

Pbi. Pray ufe her as (he is, with all refpeifts then. 
For (he's a Woman pf a noble breeding. 

^eo. Ye (hall not find me wanting. 

Phi. Which way bears (he ? 

Theo. Our way, and to our end. 

phi. I am glad on't \ hark ye, 
%\^ keep her ibi^pe f \Enter Leocadia. 

Tbeo, 
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tbeo. Yesf and 1 diink \i^ this time 
Has mewM her old. 

Phi. She's here : By Hcav*n a rare one. 
An admirable fweet one, what an Eye 
Of what a ftiU command (he bears, how gracidus 
AH her aJfpeft fhows ; blels me from a Feaver, 
I am not well o'ch* fudden. 

1^0. Noble Friends, 
Your Meat and all my Service waits upcm ye. 

Phi. Ye teach us Manners, Lady ; all which Service 
Muft now be mine to you, and all too poor too 1 
Blufh not we know ye, for by all our Faiths 
With us your Honour is in SanAuary, 
And ever fhall be. 

Leo. \ do well believe it ; 
Will ye walk nearer. Sir ? [fixir. 

T^eo. She ihowS ftill fairer. 
Younger in every change, and clearer, neater ; 
I know not, I may fool my ielf, and finely 
Nouriih a Wolf to eat my Heart out : Certain 
As fhe appears now, Ihe appears a wonder, 
A thing amazes mci what would (he do then 
In Woman's helps, in Ornaments apt for her 
And deckings to her delicacy ? Without all doubt 
She would be held a Miracle^ nor can I think 
He has forfaken her : Say what ihe pleafe; 
I know his curious Eye ; or fay he nad^ 
Put cafe he could be fo boy^blind and foolifli. 
Yet ftill I fear (he keeps the QonxxzSt with her. 
Not ftol*n as fhe affirms, nor loft by negligence, 
She^d lofe her felf firft, *tis her Life ; and there 
All my hopes are difpatch'd. O noble Love, 
That thou couldft be without this Jealoufic, 
Without this Paffion of the Hieart, how heavenly 
Wouldft thou appear unto us ? Come what may come, 
I'll fee the end on't: and fince chance has caft her 
Naked into my refuge, all I can 
She freely Ihall command, except the Man. {Exit. 

SCENE 
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S^C E N Em 

Mnter Leonardo^ ^ Ih» Pedro. 
Leo. DoQ Pedro^ do you think afiuredly 



The Galleys wiU come round to iHjfralona 
W ithin theft two Days ? 

Ped. Without doubt. 

Lea. And think ye 
He will be with ^em oertainly ? 

Pid. He is Sift 
I faw him at their fetting off. 

Leo. Muft they needs 
Touch there for Water, as you fay ? 

Ped. They muft Sir, 
And for frem Meat too. Few or none go by it; 
Beiide fo great a Fleet muft needs want trimming 
If they have met with foul Seas, and no Harbour 
On this fide Spain is able, without danger. 
To moor 'em, but that Haven. 

Leo. Are the Wars 
His only end ? 

Ped. So he profeffis. 

Leo. Bears he 
Any command* amongft 'em ^ 

Ped. Good regard 
With all ; which quickly will prefer him. 

Leo. Pray Sir tell me. 
And as you are a Gentleman be liberal, 

Ped. I will Sir, and moft true. • 

Leo. Who faw ye with him ? 

Ped. None but things like himfelf; young Soldiers , 
And Gentlemen defirous to feek Honour. 

Leo. Was there no Woman therd, nor none difguis*4 
That might be thought a Woman? In his Language 
Did he not let flip fomething of fufpicion 
Touching that wanton way f 

Ped. Believe nre Sir, 
J neither faw, nor could fofpeft that Face 
That might be doubted Woman's, yet I'm fure 
Aboard him I faw all that paft i and 'tis impoflible 

Among 
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Among fo imoy h^h jfet Bloods there Ihofild lie 
A Woman, let her dofe her ielf within a Cockle, 
But they would open her i He muft not Love 
Within that Place alone, and therefore furely 
He would not be fo i|||iih, had he ^ny. 
To truft her there ; ^his Difcourfc, 'twas ever 
About his Bufinefs, War, or Mirth, to make us 
Relilh a Can of Wine well 5 when he fpoke private, 
'Twas only the remembrance of his Service, 
And hope of your good Prayers for his Hoilth Sir, 
And fo I gave him to the Seas. ' 

Leo. I thank ye. 
And now am fatisfied, and to prevent 
Sufpicions that may nourifh dangers, Signior, 
(For I have told you how the mad Alpbtrnfif 
Chafes like a Stag i*ch' toil, and bends his Fury 
*Gainft all, but his own Ignorance s) Pm determined, 
For peace fake and the preiervation 
Of my yet untouched Honour, and his cure. 
My felf to feek him there, and bring him back. 
As teftimony of an unfought Injury 
By either of our Adlions 1 that the World 
And he, if he have Realbn, may fee plainly 
Opinion is noperfeft Guide \ nor all Fames 
Founders of Trudis : In the mean time this courtefie 
I muft intreat of you. Sir, Be my felf here, 
And as my felf command mv Family. 

Ted. Ye lay too much trun on me. 

Ido. 'Tis my Love, Sir, 
I will not be long from ye ; if this queftion 
Chance to be call'd upon e'er my return, 
I leave your care to anfwer $ fo farewel. Sir. 

Fed. Ye take a wife way ; all my bcft Endeavours 
Shall labour in your abfence ; peace go with ye. \Ex. Leo« 
A noble honeft Gentleman, free-hearted, 
And of an open Faith, much loving, and much loved. 
And Father of that Goodnefs only Malice 
Can truly ftir againft ; what dare befal 
'Till his return Til anfwer. • \E9At Fed. 

Enttr 



EnUr AlphonfOy md Sfnnaa* 

Alpb. Walk off; Sirrah, 
But keep your ielf within my call. 

Serv. I will. Sir. 

Alfb. And ftir my Horfe for taking cold : -Within there, 
Hoa People \ you that dwell there my brave Signior, 
AVhat are ye all afleep? is't that time with ye? 
1^11 ring a litde louden 

ErUtr Pedro. - 

fed. Sir, whofeekycf 

Alfb. Not you. Sir: Where's your Matter ? 

Fed. I fervc no Miui 
In way of pay. Sir. 

Aiph. Where's the Man o'di* Houfe then ? 

Ptd. What w6uld you have with him. Sir ? 

Alfb. Do you (land here. Sir, 
To ask Men queffions when they come? 

Fed. I would. Sir, 
Being his Friend, and hearing Hich aIarmS| 
Know how Men come to vifit him. 

Alph. Ye (hall, Sir, 
Pray tell his Mightinefs here is a Gentleman 
By Name Alphmfo^ would intreat his Conference 
Aix)ut affairs of State, Sir ; are ye anfwer'd ? 

Enter Zanchio carried. 

Fed. I muft be. Sir. 

Zancb. Stay, fet me down, ftay Signior, 
You muft ftay, and ye Ihall ftay. 

A^b. Meaning me. Sir t 

Zancb. Yes, you Sir, you I mean, Imeanyou« 

Afpb. Well, Sir. 
Why fliould I ftay ? 

Zmcb. There's Reafon. 

Alpb. Reafon, Sir? 

Zancb. Ay Reafon, Sir, 
My wrong is greateft, and I will be fcrv'd firft ; 
Call out the Man of Fame. 

Aijpb. Howferv'd, 8ir? 

Zand. 
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Zancb. Thus, Sin 

jilpb. But not before me ? 

Zanck Before all the World, Sir, 
As my cafe ftands. 

jiipb. I've loft a Daughter, Sir. 

Zancb. Pve loft another worth five (core of her. Sir, 

jflpb. Ye muft not tell me fo. 

Zancb. I have, and hark ye. 
Make it up five fcore more : Call out the Fellow, 
And ftand you by. Sir. 

Ped. This is the mad Morrifs. 

Jlpb. And! ftand by? 

Zancb. I iay ftand by, and do it. 

yllpb. Stand by among thy Lungs. 

Zancb. (29) Turn prefcntly 
And fay thy Prayers, thou art dead. 

jilpb. I fcorn thee. 
And fcorn to fay my Prayers more than thou deft, 
Mine is the moft wrong, and my Daughter deareft. 
And mine ftiall firft be righted. 

Zancb. Shall be righted ? 

Ped. A third may live I fee; pray hear me, Gentlcnien/ 

Zancb. Shall be ? 

Jlpb. Ay, ihall be righted. 

Zancb. Now? 

jflpb. Now. 

Zancb. Inftantly? 

jilpb. Before I ftir. 

Zancb. Before me ? 

jflpb. Before any. [Friends here 

Zancb. Doft thou confider wfiat thou fay 'ft? h^ thou 
Able to quench my Anger, or perfwade me 
After Pve beat thee into (30) one main bruift, 
* And made thee fpend thy fl:ate in rotten Apples, 
Thou canft at length be quiet ; fhall I kftl thee. 
Divide thee like a rotten Pumpion, 
And leave thee ftinking to Pofterity ? 

(29) So the firft Folio : That of 1679 ^^^ ^^^^ - '^^^ Oaaro Tun^. 

(30) — -o«^ main bruijf] Mr. TbiobsiM readfr brmfi, which may 
be the right Le^on, but I have not ventured to diilurb the Text. 

There's 
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There's hot the Icaft blow I Ihall give, but does diii 
Urge me no farther : I am firift. 

jiipb. rU hang firft. 
No Goodman Glory , 'tis not your bravadoes^ 
Your pundtuai Honour, nor SoldadoAiip^-— <• 

Zanck. Set me a little nearer. 

jUpb. Let him felly * - ' ■ 
(31) Lin'd with your quirks of Carriage and Dlfcredon, 
Can blow me off my purpofe. Where's your credit. 
With all your School points now ? your decent arguing. 
And apt time for performing; where are thefc Toysi 
Thefe wife ways, and moft honourable courfes. 
To take Revenge ? how dar*ft thou talk of killing. 
Or think of drawing any thing but Squirts, 
When Letchery has dry foundered thee ? 

ZancL Nearer yet. 
That I may fpit him down, thou look'ftlike a Mait 

Fed. I would be thought {o^ Sir. 

ZoHcb. Prithee do but take me. 
And fling nT upon that Puppy, 

jllph. Do for Heav'n^s fake^ 
And fee but how Pll hug him. 

Zancb. Yet take warning. 

Ped. Faith Gentlemen, this is a needleis quarrel. 

Zatub. And d'you defire to make one? 

Fed. As a Friend, Sir, * 

To tell you all this Anger is but k>ft. Sir, 
For Le(mardo is from home. 

Mpb. No, no. Sir. 

Fed, Indeed he is. 

I 

(31) Zanch. Lin^d with your ^iris} I have given to the 
Speakers here, what I think they may juttly claim, tho^ Mr. Theo- 
^4/1/ only makes a Query about It, «vi«. Their proper Speeches, which 
all the former Editions feem to have confonaded i after — Soldado- 
Jbip «•-«• Alfb^nfr is interrupted by dd Zattchh who fays. 

Set mi a little nearer^ let him /ally — — After which Aipbonjo 
goes on to complete his paffionace Speech that was broke offat*— 
»»/ yeur Soldadojhip ■ thus, 

Lin^d tvithyour quirks ef C^rri^e, Urc. 
After which fellows naturally enough^ ^ 

Zanch. Ntanryitf. 
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Zancb. Where dare he be, but here Si?, 
When M^n are wrong*d, and cpmc for SatisfaAions ? 

Ped. It feems he has done none. Sir ; for his bufinefi 
Clear of thofe cares, hath carried him for Ibnle time 
To Barcebna: if he had been guilty, 
I know be would have ftaid, and clear'd all difierence 
Either by free Confeffion, or his Sword. 
, jSancb, This rauft not be. 

Ped. Sure as I Hve, it is. Sir. 

j^b. Sure^ as we all live, 
Ht'i run away for ever : Barcelona f 
Why ? 'tis the Key for Itafy^ from whence 
He ftole firft hither. 

Zancb. And having found his Knaveries 
Too grofi to be forgiven, and too open. 
He has found the fame way back again : I believe too 
The good Grafs Gentleman, for his own eafe. 
Has taken one o^th' Fillies : Is not his fluff fold ? 

J^b^. I fear his Worfliip's Shoes too 5 to eicape us, 
I do ndc think he has a Difh within Doors, 
A Loufe left of his Lineage. 

Ped. Ye*are too wide. Sir. 

jilpb. Or one poor wooden Spoon. 

Ped. Come in and fee, Sir. [pleafed, 

Jlpb. Pll fee his Houfe on fire firft. Ped. Then be 
Sir, to givel)etter •enfure. Zancb. I will after him, 
And fearch him like concealed Land, but Til have him. 
And though I find him in his flirift, Pll kill him. 

j4lpb. rU bear ye Company. 

Zancb. Pray have a care then, 
A moft efpecial care, indeed a fear. 
Ye do not anger me. 

jllpb. I will obferve ye. 
And if I light upon him handfomly. 

Zancb. Kill but a piece of him, leave fome, AlfbmfOj 
For your poor Friends, 

Ped. I fear him not for all this. 

^Ipb. Shall we firft go home. 
For it may prove a Voyage, and difpofe^ 
Of things there -, Heav'n knows what may follow. 

Zanch. 
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ZoHcb^ No^ * 
rnkill him in thfs Shirt I've on : let things 
Gdverir thetipfelves, l*m Matter of my Honour 
At this time, and no more ; ( J2) let Wife, and Land, 
Lie lay *tilj I return/ 

-^-^it/lf Fay Amen t6*t: 
But what care for our Monies ? 

^ancb. 1*11 not fpend 
Abpve three Shillings^ *cill his Head be here. 
Four is too great a Sum for all his Fortunes. -^ 
Come, take me uplnftantly. 

Alpb. Farewel to you. Sir, 
And if your Friend be in a Featherbed, 
JSow'd up to ftirowd his fears, tell him *cis folly, 
tor no courfe but his voluntary hanging 
Can get our Pardons. [^Exeunt. 

Fed, Thefe I think would be^ 
Offence enough, if their own indifcretions 
Would fufFer 'em ; two of the old feditious. 
When they want Enemies, they arc their own Foes : 
Were they a little wifer, I fhould doubt *em: 
Till when I'll ne'er break fleep, nor fufFer hunger 
For any harm he Ihall receive : for 'tis as eafie. 
If he be guilty, to turn thefe two old Men, 
Upon their own Throats, and look on, and live ftill,* 
As 'tis to tell five Pound j a great deal Iboner, 
And fo rij^ to my Meat, and then to hawking. [Exit. 

Jj 2) let Wife^ and Land 

Lie lay V/7/ ] This Paffage is a Confirmation of aCor- 

redion I made in ^he Scornful Lady : Tho' Mr. TJbeoba/d m^kcs an 
unhappy Query whether we fhould not read 

Lie fal/o'-w, 
Bat this is the fame thing. Lay, s6P you may fee in Note 31, 
•upon ^e Scornful Lady, being /«//?-xy. 
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Enter Marc Antonio, and a GentUman. 

Mare. C I R, this is Complement ; I pray you leave me. 

k3 Geni. Sir, it is not. Marcyfhj ? I would only fee 
The Town. GenL And only that I CQmc to Ihew you. \ 

Marc. Which I can fee without you. 

Gent. So you may 
Plainly, not fafely : For foch Difference , \ 

As you have fcen betwixt the Sea and Earth 
When Waves rife high, and Land would beat 'em tack 
As fearful of Invafion : fuch we find 
When we land here at Barcelona. 

Marc. Sir. # 1 

Gent. Befides our General of the Gallies, fearing \ 

Your hafty Nature, charg'd me not return j 

Without you fafe. | 

Marc. O Sir, that Rodorigo 
Is noble, and does miftake my Temper, 
There is not in the World a Mind left apt 
To conceive Wrongs, or do 'cm ; has he feeik mc 
In all this Voyage, in tlie which he pleafes 

Enter Eugenia, and divers Attendants. 

To call me Friend, let flip a hafty Word I 
Od*s light. Sir, yonder is a Lady vaird. 
For Propernefs beyond Comparifon, 
And fure her Face is like the reft ; we'll fee't. 

Gent. Why ? You a^g hafty, Sir, already j know yoii 
What 'tis you go about ? 

Marc. Yes, I would fee 
The Woman's Face. 
; Gent. By Heav'n you (hall not do't : 
You do not know the Cuftom of the Place : 
To draw that Curtain here, though fhe were mean^ 
Is mortal. 

Marc 
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Man. Is it ? Earth muft conke to Barch 
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At hft, Md bfmf Troth, rU try it^ Sir, 
That can be p6fc*d in Man, 'tis an Attempl 



Gi9U. Then jptoiift hpld yoa faft. By all the Faith 

bat can be p6fc*d in Man, 'tis an Attempr 
More dangerous than Death, 'tis Death ancl Shame } 
I know ^ Lady well. 

Marc. Is ihe a Lady ? 
I ihaU the more delire to fee her, Sir. 

Gm. She is Aianfo^ Wife, the GofCmOr, 
A noble Gentlemah. 

Marc. Then let mc go, 
If I can win her, you and I wiil govern 
This Town, Sir, fear it not, and we will alter 
Thefe barbarous Cuftoms then ; for every Lady 
Shajl be fcen daily, (^33^ and fcen over too. 

Gtnu Come, do not j^, nor let your Pafiaons bear you 
To fach wild Entcrprizcs : Hold you ftill, 
For as I have a Soul, you (hall not do't. 
She is a Lady of unblemifhM Fame, 
And here to offer that Affront, w^re bafe : 
Hold on your way,* and we willlce the Town^ 
And overlook the Ladies. 

Marc. I am fchod'd, 
And promife you I will-, but good Sir, fee. 
She will pafs by us now } I hope I may 
Sklute her thus far off. 

Gent. 'Sfoot, are you mad ? 
'Twill be as ill as th'other. 

I Attend. What's the matter ? 
What would tliat Fellow have ? 

Gent. Good Sir, forbear. 

I Attend. It feemsyou are new landed ; would you beg 
Any thing here ? Marc. Yes, Sir, all Happinels. 



(33) 



and feen over f9oI\ To be fun 9ver or rutrfien as 



he dies the word overlook a lower, is feemingly not what the Poet9 
intended he ihould fay, but that the Ladies fhould not only be 
ften woitbt bat 'without their Veils i and then we perhaps fliould 
make the Place nin thus, 

■ ■ *feen daily and feen overt t$9^ i. e. open, 
without the Interpoiition of any thing betwixt their Faces and asJ 
So Chaucer too ales this Word in his Houfe of Fame, Book a. Lint tio. 

E i To 
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To that fair Lady, as I hope. 

Geni. Marc Antonio. 

Marc. Her Face, which iieeds no hiding, I would beg 
A fight o* 

G^»/. Now go on, for *tis too late 
To keep this from a Tumult. 

I Attend. Sirrah, you 
Shall fee a fitter Objeft for your Eyes, '^ ^ 

Than a fair Lady's Face. 

Eug. For Heav'n's fake, raife not - 

A Quarrel in the Streets for me. 

\ Attend. Slip in then J 
This is your Door. 

Eug. Will you needs quarrel then : 

I Attend. We muft, or fufFer 
This Outrage : Is't not all your Miids, Sirs ? fpeak. 

All. Yes. * r 

Eug. Then I do befeech ye, let my Lord 

,♦ 

Enter three or four Soldiers. 

Not think the Quarrel about «ie ; for 'tis not.* [^Eictt. 

Gent. See happily fome of our Gaily Soldiers 
Are come a^oar. 

1 Attend. Come on. Sir, you fhall fee 
Faces enough. - 

Gent. Some one of yoq call to 

Enter certain "Town/men. 

Our General, t^e whole Roar of the Town , . , 
Comes in upon us. . 

Marc. I have feen. Sir, better 
Perhaps, than that was cover'd, and will yet 

£»/^r Philippo, Theodofia, ^»JLeocadia. 

See that, or fpoil yours. 

Phi. On, why ftart you back ?• 

^heo. Alas, Sir, they are fighting. 

Leo. Let's be gone. 
See, fee, a handfome Man ftruck down. 

Gent. 
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. Gent. Ho Qf0i^y * ■ - , 

Look out, Jtitl^s in Diftrefi. 

.,.■-■'■''. * 

Enter Roderigo above. • 

Theo, ybUonio. 

Leo. .^^w>, 'tis.he, v 

Rod. [within.^ Ho Gunner, naake a Shot into the Town, 
rU part yoq, bring away Antonio [^ Shot. 

Into my Cabin. [Exe. Attendants andTownfmen* 

Gent,; I will do that Office; 
I fear i|: is^ilie )aft that I (hall do him. 

l^Exe. Soldiers and Gentlemen with Marc Antonia 

^eo. The laft ! why, will he die ? 

Z^j?, Since I have found him \ Happincfi leave me. 
When 1 leave hitp. [Exit. 

Phi. V^hylieo^M? v 
My Sifter^ wake; alas, I griev'd but now 
' To fee the Streets fo full, and now I grieve 
To fee them left fo empty; I could wifh 
Turtnilt himfelf were here, that yet at leaft 
Amongft the Band, I might efpy fome Face 
So pale and fearful j that would willingly 
Embrace an Errand for a Cordial, 
Or Jquavita^ or a Cpp of Sack, - 
Or a Phyfician ; but to talk of thefe -^ 

She breaths : Stand up O 7l>eod^a, 
Speak but as thou wcrt wont; give but a Sigh,^ 
Which is but th' moft unhappy Piece of Lift^ 
And I will ever after worihip Sadnefs, 
Apply my felf to Grief; prepare and build 
Altars to Sorrow. 

Tbeo. O Philippo^ help me. * 

Phi. I do; thcfe are my Arms, Philippo\ Arms, 
Thy Brother's Arms that hold thee up. 

iheo. You help me 
To Life; but I would fee Antonio 
That's dead. 

Phi. Thou Ihalt fee any thing ; how doft thou ? 

^eo. Better, I thank you. 

Phi. Why, that's well ; call up 

E 3 Th^ 






»«f_ 






7a Love's Pilgrimage.^ 

Thy Senfes, and uncloud th]| coyer'd Spirit$; 
How now ? 

^eo. Recover'd ; but Antonio j 
Where is he? 

Phi. We Will find him 5 art thou well ? 
Tbeo. Perfedly well, faving the mifs of him ? 
And I do charge you here, by our Alliance, 
And by the Love which would have been betwixt us, 
Knew we no Kindred; by that killing Fear, 
Mingled with twenty thoufand Hopes and Doubts, 
Which you may think, placed in a Lover^s Heart, 
And in a Virgin's too^ when (he wants help. 
To grant me your AfTiftance, to find out 
This Man alive, or dead i and I will pay you. 
In Service, Tears, or Prayers, a world of Wealth : 
But other Treafure I have none : Alas !* 
You Men have ftrong Hearts ; but ^t feeble Maids 
Have tender Eyes, which only given he 
To blind themfelves, crying for what they fee. 

Pbi. Why dpft thou charge me thus f Have I been found 
Slow to perform, what I could but imagine 
Thy wifhes were ? Have I at any time 
Tendered a bufinels of mine own, beyond 
A vanity of thine ? Have I not been, 
As if I were a fenfeleis Creature, made 
To ferve thee without pow'r of qucftioning, 
If fo, why fcar'ft thou ? 

Tbeo. I am fatisfied. 

Phi. Come, then let's go: Whcrt^s Leocadia? 

Tbeo, I know not. Sir, 

Pbi. Where's Leocadia ? 

Theo. I do not know, 

Pbi. Leocadia? 
This Tumult made the Streets as dead as Night, 
A Man may talk as freely ; what's become 
Of Leocadia ? Tbeo. She's run away* 

Pbi. Be gone, and let us never more behold 
Each others Face, till we may, both together. 
Fallen our Eyes on her 5 accurfcd be 
Thofc tender cozening names of Charity, 

And 
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And natural A^^^9 tliey have loft 
Mt only by ^m^ing them, whM Coft, 
Travel, and fruitlefs Wiftics may in vain 
Search through the Woild, but tiever find again. 

^eo. Good Sir be patient^ I have done no fault 
Worthy^h Banifliment. * 

Phi. Yfe Leacadia^ 
TheLa<|y fo di'ftrefs'd, who iWts content 
To Jay her Story, and to lay her Heart 
As p^ 4t9.her Story ti^ your felf, 
*^il1lo Vi^sfcomdnt that I ftould know her Sex, 
JBlfore dK&i^bled, and to put herfelf 
ll^ my conduct, whom I undertook 
Si&Iy to suard, is in this Tumult loft. 
^Jw#t And can I help it, Sir ? 
' J^ No, would thou could*ft, 

^^Hi^l^^ ^^ ^^"^' but for that zealM Religion 
IfoiTwotfien bear to Swooningsj you do pick 
%bur times to faint when fome Body is by, 
Piitnd or by Nature, or by Love, or Service, 
"^6 raife you fr6m that well diflembled Death j 

form me but of one that has been found 
_ cad in her private Chamber by her felf, 
^here Sicknefi would no more forbear, than here, 
*ikfld I will (Juit the reft for hei*. 
^'*^neo. I know not 

•What they may do, and how they tnay diffemblc 5 
%Qt by my Troth, I did not. . 

Pbi. By my Troth, 
IftgM I had tryM ^ would t had let thfte lain, 
tJbid followed her. 

Tbeo. I would you had done fo, 
R^her than been fo angry ; where's Antonio ? 

Pbi. Why doft thou vex tne with thefc Qucftions? 
PU tell thee where, he's carried to the Gallies, 
There to be chain'd, and row, and beat, and row 
With knotted Ropes, and Pizzelss if he fwound. 
He has a dofe of Bisket* 

Tbeo. I am glad 
He is alfve. 

E 4 Pbi. 
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Pfo*. Was ever Man tfius troubled, 

Tell me where Uocadia is? •7i&^^. Good Brodier i^ 

Be not fo hafty, and I think I can : n 

You found no Error in liie, when I firft , , ^ 

Told you (he was a Woman, and believe me . 
Something I have found out, which makes me thioii^' 
Nay, almoft know fo well, that I durfl: fwear 

She followed hurt Antonio. zj? 

. Fbi. What do we . ^^d 

Enter the Governor ^ two Attendants^ and the TtownfmS^ 

Then lingring here ? we will aboard the GalJies^ %^^if| 
And find her. jv-rf 

Gov. Made he a Ihot into the Town? V'?^?^^' 

I Attend. He did. Sir. [m|^04^^ 

Gov. Call back thofc Gentlemen, i Attend. Ttie^C5i>- 
Commat^s you back. Phi. We will obey him. Sin ? K 

Gov. You gave him caufe to ftioot ; I know h^vis ..^f 
So far from ralh Qfi^ence, and holds with me V 

Such curious Friendfhip ; could not one of you J-lf 

Have calPd me whik^twas doing? Such an Uproar, f • 
Before my Door too ? (| 

1 ^ownf. By my troth Sir, (34) we were fo bufy^^' 
' the publick caufe, of our own private falling out, ^pfk 
we forgot it ; at home we fee now you were not, but i|^ 
foon as the fhot made us fly^ we ran away as feft asr We* ,- 
could to feek your Honour, . i^7> * 

Gov. 'Twas gravely done ; but no Man tells the caufe - J 
Or chance, or what it was that made you differ. ^ 

I ^ownf. For my part Sir, if there were any thatvl: 
knew of, the fhot drove it out of my Head \ dp jffw 
know any. Neighbours ? 

All. Not we, not we. 

Gov. Not we I Nor can you tell ? 

I Attend. No other caufe. 
But the old Quarrel betwixt the Town and the Gallies. 

Gov. Come nearer Gentlemen ; what are your Names ? 

Phi. My name Philippo. 

|j^) we nverej Folio 1647. The otkcr Copies, 'we are. 

Gov. 
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Gcv. Sbangi^ you are, it'&ems. 

PiW. Newly arrived. 

Gov. Th^n you are tliey be^n this Tumult 

Phi. Mq, Sir. 

G^t^. %eak one of you. 

I Juend. They are not, I can quit 'cm. 

^Tkeo, Yet we faw part, and an unhappy part^ 
0i^l5 Debate^ a long fought Friend of ours 
StiQck down for Dead, and born unto the Gallies^ 
HHtiaiBe is Marc Jntonio. 
Mi. And (35) anothe? 
Oi^pOur own Conipany, a Gentleman 
dl^ noble Birth, befides accompanied 
l^^alj the gifts of Nature, ravifhM hejK^ 
Wfejcnovir fiot how, in this Diflenfion. 

G^. Get you home all, and work ; and when I hear 
You meddle with a Weapon any more. 
But tbofc belonging to your Trades, 1*11 lay you ' 

W^ere your bcft Cuftomers ihall hardJy find you. 

• [Exeunt Townjinen* 

Vm ferry, Gentlemen, I troubled you, 

both Strangers, by your Tongues, and Looks, 
rih : To makfe ye fome part of amends, 

y^^jii^ be any thing in this poor Town 

Qif^arcelona that you would comttiand. 

Command me. 

^"Wbe^, Sir, this wounded Gentleman, 

tf it might pleafeyou, if your Pbw'r and Love 

Intend (o far, I would be glad to wiih 

&^ht be removed into the Town for cure : 

Tite Gallies (lay not, and his Wound I know 

Cannot endure a Voyage. 
Gis^. Sir^ he ihall, 

I tiarrant you : Go call me hither. Sirrah, 

One of ;ny other Servants. [Exii i JUend. 

PfH. And befides, 




(35) '•"'^^ another 

Of our Company] The htfk Folio rtadi as in the Text. 
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The Gcnde^ian we loft, (36) Signior F^anctf^^ 
Shall he be rendcr'd too ? ". 

£;«/^ a SerDanU 

Gov. And he Sir too : Go Sirrah, bear tijis Rii^ % 
To RodortgOy my moll noble Friend, 
The General of tl^ Gallies : Tell him this. ,vm 

[HH^fpers to his Servant. £xU Smt^ 

Theo. Now we Ihall have 'cm both. 

Phi. Bleft be thy Thoughts 
For apprehending this, bleft be thy Breath 
For uttering it. 

Gov. Come Gentlemen, you Ihall 
Enter my Roof; and I will fend for Sut^eons» 
And you (hall fee your Friends here prcfentiy, > ^ 

I'beo. His Name was Marc Antonio. 

Gov. I know it. 
And have fent word fo. 

Phi. Did you not forget 
Francifcd'% Name ? 

Qov. Nor his 5 y'are truly welcome ; 
To talk about it more, were but to fay 
Thfe fame Word often over : You arc welcome. \ExmK 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Marc Antonio carried iy two Soldiers s ljo6Gk 

and the Servant following. 

Ser. This is the Houfe, Sir. 

Marc. Enter it, I pray you. 
For I am faint, although I think my Wound 
Be nothing. Soldiers, leave us now ; I thank yoiL 

I Sold. Heav'n fend you Health, Sir. 

Ser. Let me lead you in. 

^j6) ■ Signior Francifco 

Shall be rendered too] I have reftor'd the pronpan 
(which had been dropt upon us) from the oldeft Copy, and h 
added 3 Note cxf InrerrogatiOn which was wanting before. 
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Man* My "Wpuiid's not in my Feet ; I fliall cnlreat 'em 
1 hope to bear tne ib far. ySxii^ [neralmadea 

' 2 Sold. How ieriouQy jtbefe I^nd-men fled, when our Ge- 
Shot, as if he had been a Warning to call *eni to their Hall. 

1 Sold. J cannot btame 'em. What Man have they now 
in the 

Tbwn, able to makitain a Tumult, or uphold a Matter out 
Of§p»efif^needbei O the Quiet Hurly Burlies that I 
l^ift&en in this Town, when we have fought four Hours 
T|i|ft&er, and not a Man amongft us fo impertinent or 
M^kft to ask why ? But now the Pillars that bare 
l^^lbts bleflcil Town in that regular Debate, and 
Sc^l^ng, are dead, the more*s the pity. 

2 Sold. Old Ignatiolivts ftill. [Man's Liver: 
; I Sold. YtBy I know hiri! •, he will do prettily well at 
Jfiut where is there any Man now living in the Town 

THa( hath a fteady Hand, and underftands Anatomy 
^ell ? If it come to a particiilar matter of the Lungs, 
6t the Spleen, why ? Alas /gnatio is to feek j arc 
|rfiicre any fuch Men left as I have known, that 
%puld fay they would hit you in this Place i Is there 
pir a good Artift, or a Member-Piercer, or a 
l^l-Gut Man left in the Town, anfwer 

it that? 

:z Sold. Mafs, I think there be not, 

t Sold. No, I warrant thee. Come, Cdme, 'ris time 
*1?firwere at the Gallies. [^EMCum. 

Enter Governor^ Eugenia, Marc Antonio, Philippo, 
^ Theodofia, Leocadia md Aitendants. 

'Gov. Sir, you may know by what I faid already. 
You fday command my Houfe ; but I mufl beg 
PardoHA to leave you. If the pablick Bufincls 
Forc'd me not from you, I my felf fhould call it 
XJnmannerly ; but good Sir, do you give it 
A milder Name : it Hmll not be an Hour 
E'er I return. 

* fifarc. Sir, I was ne'er fo poor 
ib tny own Thoughts, as that I want a Means 
To requite this with. 

Ccv. 







Grt?. Sir, within tW» Hour. 
Marc. Is this the Lady that I jquarrelM for ? 
O Luft, if Wounds cannot reftrain thy Power, -^ ,. 
Let Shame; nor do I feel my Hurt at all. 
Nor is it ought, only I was well beaten: • v \^ 

If I purfue it, all the civil World, ' • « 

Xhat ever did imagine the Content , ^^.^ 

Found in the Band of Man and Wife unbroke, , 1^,^ 
The Reverence due to Houfholds, or the Blcniifli *^.^^ 
That may be ftuck upon Poflerity, . . •: .^.-^ 

Will catch me, bind me, burn upon my Fordiead^^. J^^j 
This is the wounded Stranger, that receiv'd rl'jjf 
For Charity into a Houfe, attempted >-»* ' !>; 

1 will not do it. i ,\ 

Eug. Sir, how do you do now ? \ ^ 

That you walk off. 

Marc. Worfe, Madam, than I was j 
But it will oyer. 

Eug: Sit, and reft a while. 
Marc. W here are the' Surgeons ? 
Eug. Sir, it is their Manner, 
When they have feen the Wound, efpecially ^i 

The Patient being of Worth, to go confult, 
(Which they are now at in another room,) 
About the Drefling. Marc. Madam, I do feel 
My felf not well. J'heo. Alas ! Leo. How do you, ^i 
Eug. Will you drink Waters ? ., 

Marc. No, good Madam, 'tis not 
So violent upon me, norl think 
Any thing dangerous ; but yet there arc ** 

Some things that fit fo heavy on my Confcience, 
That will perplex my Mind, and ftop my Cure ; 
So that unlefs I utter 'em, a Scratch 
Here on my Thumb will kill me: Gentlemen, 
I pray you leave the Room, and come not in 
Your felves, or any other, 'till I have 
OpenM my felf to this moft honoured Lady. 
Phi. We will not. 
^beo.O bleft ! hc'lJ difcovcr now 
His Love to me. 






Our Contradl. -^v ; : [Exeunt. 

Eug. I do bl^k#4ife willconfefs to mc 
Tht WroAg^BjI^if 4 Lady in the Streets 5 
But I forgttc him. - 

Marc. M^atti, f perceive 
My felf grow worfe and worfc. Eug. Shall I call back 
Your Friends ? Marc O no, but e'er I do impart 
^What bartlHtes ftie 1^ fore, let me intreat you 
l^or thers is no trufi in thefe Surgeons) 
To look upon my Wound j it is perhaps 
My l^ft Rtqueft : But tell me truly too. 
That muft b6 in, how far do you imagine 
J^ will have PowV upon me ? 
' "Bug. Sir, I will. 

Marc. For Heav'n's fake, fbftly : Oh, I muft needs lay 
My Head down eafily, whilft you do it. 

Eug. Do Sir. 
•Tis but an ordinary Blow ; a Child 
Of mine has had a greater, and been well. ; 
^Are you faint-hearted ? 
- Marc. Oh! 
i' Eug. Why do you fish ? 
'^1l*hcre is no Danger in the World in this ; 
1 wonder it fhould make a Man fit down ; 
What do you mean, why do you kifs my Breafts? 
Lift up your Head, your Wound may well endure it. 

Miarc. O Madam, may I not exprcfs Affection, 
Dying- Affedion too I fear, to thofe 
That do me Favours, fuch as*this of yours ? [neii 

Eug. If you mean fo, 'tis well ; but what's the Bufi- 
Lyes on your Confcience ? . 

Marc. I will tell you. Madam. 
Eug. Tell me, and laugh? 
Marc. But I will tell you true. 
Though I do laugh : I know as well as you 
My Wound is nothing, nor the Power of Earth 
Cou'd lay a Wound upon me in^ your Prefence, , 

That I could feel ; but I do laugh to think 
How covertly, how far beyond the reach 

Of 
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OF Men, and wife Men too, we fhaii deoeive *em^ 

Wbiift they imagine I am talking here 

With that (hort Breath I have, ready to fwoon 

At every full Point 5 you my ghoftly Mother 

To hear my fad Confeffion 5 you and I, . ,^ 

Will on that Bed within, prepared for me. 

Debate the Matter privately, i 

Eug. Forbear, 
Thou wert but now as welcome to this Hdufe ^ 

As certain Cures to fick Men, and juft no^ 
This fudden Alteration makes thee look 
Like Plagues come to infeft it; if thou knew^ft 
How loathfome thou wilt be, thou wouldft intreat 
Thofe Wdis or Polls to help thee to a Hurt, ^ * 

Paft thy Diflimulation. 

Marc. Gentle Madam, 
Call *em not in. 

Eug. I will not yet, this Place 
I know to be within the reach of Tongue 
And Ears, thou canft not force me ; therefore hear me 
What I will tell thee quickly ; thou art born 
To end fome way more difefteem'd than this. 
Or which is worfc, to die of this Hurt yet* 
Come Gendemen. 

Enfer Leocadia. 

Marc. Good Madam. 

Eug. Gentlemen. 

Leo. Madam, how is*t ? Is Marc Antonio well > 
Methinks your Looks arc altered, and I fee 
A ftrange Diftemper in you. 

Eug. I am wrought 
BythatdiffemblingMan, that Fellow, worth 
Nothing but kicking. 

Enter Philippo and Theodofia. 

LiCo. Gentle Madam, fpeak 
To me alone, let not them underftand * 
His Fault, ()7) he will repent it Idarefwear. 

(37) — -w// repent it] So Folio of i6ij.7, other Editions, 
He ivill repent I dare fwear. 

He 
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Eig^ Ml tell it ylHi in private; ^ w^f^ 
Phi. Marc AMom^ 
How'do you? j^ 

Marc. Stafid lirther off I pray you. 
Give me feme Air. 

^eo. Good Brother, will he (cape, 
The Surgeons fay there is no Danger. ^ 

Phi. Scape? 
No doubt he will. 

Liff. Alasi will he not leave 
This trying all i N^bdam, I do befeech you 
Let' me but fpeak to him, you and thefe by. 
And I dare almofl: promife you to nu^e hioi 
Shew himfelf truly forrowful to you: 
Befides a Story I fhall open to you. 
Not put in fb good Words, but in it felf 
So full of Chance, that you will eafily 
Forgive my Tedioufnefe, and be well pkas'd 
With that fo much afflifts me. 
Eug. Good Sir, do. 
Leo. And I defire no Interruption 
Of Speech may trouble me, till I have faid 
What I will <]uickly do. 
llseo. What will (he fay ? 
Eug. Come, Gentlemen, I pray you lend your Ears, 
And keep your Voices. 
Leo. Signior Marc Antomo^ 
■ (38) How do you? 

Marc. Oh the Surgeons. 
^ Lio. Let me tell you. 
Who know as well as ypu, you do di(remble. 
It is no time to do fo } leave the Thoughts 
Of this vain World, forget your Flelh and Blood, 
And make your Spirit an untroubled way 
To pais to what it ought. 

Marc. You're not in earned? 
Why I can walk. Sir, and am well. 

(38} H^w do you if f^ This fecond do is not to be found in the 
eideft Copy, and as the Senfe is no worfe, and the Meafure a good 
da! better, I have npon thoie Accounts thought proper to drop it. 

hco. 
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Leo. *Tis*true ^ ^ ;-^ 

That you can walk, and do believe you're well: ''^^^■ 
It is the Nature, as your Surgeon%fay, 
Of thcfe Wounds, for a Man to go, and talk, ' ' 
Nay merrily, 'till his laft Hour, his Minute: .;' 

For HeavVs fake, Sir, fit down again. 

Marc. Alas, . , \i^ 

Where are the Surgeons ? 

Leo. Sir i they will not come j 
If they fhould drcfs you, you wdUld die, they fay^ 
(39) E'er one told twenty-, trouble not your Mind,* 
Keep your Head warm, and do not ftir your BodyJ^ 
And you may live an Hour. 

Marc. Oh Heav'ns, an Hour? 
Alas, it is too little to remember ^ 

But half the Wrongs that I have done : how fhort 
Then for Contrition, and how lead of all 
For Satisfaftion ? 

Leo, But you defire 
To fatisfie ? 

Marc. Heav'n knows I do. 

Leo. Then know 
That I am he, or Ihe, or what you will^ • 
Moil WrongM by you, your Leocadia j 
I know you muft remember me. 

Marc. Oh Heav'n ! 

Leo. That loft'her Friends, that loft her Father's Hou 
That loft her Fame in lofing of her Sex, 
With thefe ftrange Garments ; there is no Excufe 
To hinder me, it is within your Power 
To give me Satisfaftion 5 you have time 
Left in this little piece of Life to do it : 
Therefore I charge you for your Confcience lake. 
And for our Fame, which I would fain have live 

(39) ^^^ ^*^ ivui'd tell twenty ; ] As this is a thing that < 
not depend upon <u;/7/bat power, I concluded that we fhould 
ther read cou*d than *wou*d, but then the Meafure which was 
dundant wouM fiili remain fo ; I therefore cpnfulted Mr. Shir^ 
Edition, found every thing right there, and according to his j 
thority have reform*d the preient Text. 

Wl 



4 



LdVE'S l^ILGRIIf AGS* 8l 

f When both of us are dead, to celebrate 

[ That Contraft, which you have both feal'd and (Worn, 

; Yet e^er you dye, which muft be haftily, 

1 Heav'n knows. ^ 

Marc. Alas, the fting of Confcience 
To death-ward for our faults ; draw nearer all. 
And hear what I unhappy Man (hall lay. 
Firft, Madam, I defire your Pardon 5 next 
(I feel my Spirits fail me^ Gentlemen, 
Let me fhake Hands with you, and let's be Friends, 
For I have done wrong upon wrong lb thick 
I know not where, that every Man mefhinks 
ShouW be mine Enemy 5 forgive mc both. 
Laftly 'tis true (oh I do feel the Power 
Of bcarii feize on me) that I was contrafted 
By Seal and Oath to Leocadia\ 
(1 muft fpeak faft, becaufe I fear my Life 
Will elfe be Ihortcr than my Speech would be) 
But 'tis impofllble to fatisfie 
You Leocadia^ but by Repentance, 
Though I can dyingly and boldly fay 
I know not your Diflbonour, yet that was 
Your Virtue, and not mine, you know it well 5 
But herein lies th' impoflibility, 

Theodojta^ ^eodqfia^ 

1 was betroth'd to Theodofia 

Before I ever faw thee 5 Heav'n forgive mc. 
She is my Wife this half hour whilft I live. 

Theo. That's I, that's I, Tm Theodofia 5 
Hear me a little now, who have not fuflFcr'd 
Difgrace at all methinks, fince you confefs 
What I fo long have fought for 5 here is with mc 
ybilippo too, my Brother. 

Marc. I am glad ; 
All Happinefs to him \ c6me let me kifs thee, 
3eg pardon of that Maid for my Offence, 
And let me farther, with a dying Breath, 
Tdl in thine Ear the reft of my defires, 

Eug. I am afraid they will all four turn Women, 
If we hold longer talk* 

Vol. VIL F I##. 
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Leo. Alas there is 
No hoptfor me j ihafs ^keod^j 
And that her Brother, I am only forry 
I was beholding to 'em ; I will fearch 
Over the World, as carelefi of my Fortunes, 
As they of me, 'till I can meet a curfe 
To make thefe almoft killing-forrows ivorfc. [ExiL 

Theo. Sir, ^ I live flie ly*d, only to draw 
A juft Confeffion from you, which fhe hath, 
A happy one for me > ask of this Lady, 
Ask of my Brother. 

Eug, Sir, fhe did diflemble, 
Your Wound is nothing. 

Phi. Leocadid's gone. [Exit. 

Theo. Rife up, and llir your felf, 'tis but amazement ^ 
And your Imagination that afflidls you. 
Look you Sir, now. 

Marc. I think *tis fo indeed. 

Theo, The Surgeons do not cwne, becaufe they fwear 
It needs no drefling. 

Eug. You Ihall talk with 'em. [thcr. 

Within, for your own fancy. Marc. Where's your Bfo* 
And Leacadia ? Eug. Within beltkc. 

Marc. I feel my felf methinks as well as ever, 

Eug. Keep then your Mind fo too ; I do forgive 
The fault you did to me, but here is one 
Muft not be wrong'd hereafter. 

Marc. Neither Ihall (he : 
When I make Jefts of Oaths again, or make 
My Luft play with Religion ^ when I leave 
To keep true Joys for her, and yet within 
My felf true Sorrow for mj pafied Deeds; 
May I want Grace when I would fain repent. 
And find a great and fudden Punifhment. [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I 

Enter Pbilippo, Di^o^ itid Incubo. 

Phi. \X7Here is mine Hoft, did be not ^ him 
▼ T Die. Nbt I, i'faith. Sir. 

Pbi. Nor the Muleteer i 

he. Nay he's paft feeing, unkfs't be in*6 fleep^ 
By this time *, all his Vifions were the PotSy 
Three hours fince. Sir. 

Pid. Whiclj way Ihould Ihe take ? 
Nay^ look you now ; d'you all ftand (till ? good Htfav'a 
You might have lighted on him, now, this inftant? 
For (40) loves fake feek him out, whoever finds Um 
I will reward his Fortune as his Diligence i 
Get all the Town to help, that will be hii^d. 
Their Pains Til turn to annual Holiday, 
If it Ihall chance, but one bring word of her, 
jfray you about it. 

Inc. Her, Sir ? who do you mean ? 

Pii. I had forgot my felf, the Page I oicaiit 
That came along with us. 

Die. He you gave th' Cloacbs to ? 

Pbi. I gave the Cloilths to, Raftal? 

Die. Nay, good Sir. 

Phi. Why doO: thou mention or uptu^d my Courtdk^ 
Slave? 

Die. For your Honour, Sir. 

Phi. Wretch 9 I was honoar'd. 
That ihe would wear 'em (he, I would lay) sTdeath ? 
Go, get (41) ^ find him out, or never lee w»% 

{40) kves/ake kt him out nohoenftr find] To fei it Ptr^ 

fin §ut is a Phrafe of a different Import from what the ConteiQD 
here reqaires ; the oldeft Folio has it right, Jiikf but ftUl like the 
Odayo and the refl, reads idly Jinil for /mij, wKich is^ abfolatd/ 
neceifary to die Grammar of this Place. 

(41) uni find^an 0»/J The Folio of t$47 girei iht troe 

readins. 
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I fhall betray my Love e'er lipoflefs it. 

Some Star dircft me, or ill Plartet ftrike me. f £^. Phi. 

Inc. Bell to divide. 

Die. I'll this way. ~ - 

Ltc, And I this. 

Die. T,,as you, find him for a Real. 

Inc. *Tis done. , . 

' Die. My courffe is now dircdlly to fome Pie-houfe, ' 
I know the Pages compafs. 

Inc. I ij[iink rather ' ' ' . * 

The Smock fide o'th* Town, the furcr Harbour 
As his Years to put in. 

Die. If I do find 
The hungry haunt, I take him by the T*eth now. . 

Ific. I by the Tail, yet I as you. ' 

Z);V; No more. -^^Exeu^. 

S C E N E II.. 

Enter Philippo. 
- • * - 

Pbi. Dear Leocadia^ where canfl: thou be fl:ed 
Thus like a Spirit hence ? and in a moment? 
What Gloud can hide thee^from my following fearch 
If yet thou art a Body ? fure Ihe hath not 
Ta*en any Houfe? Ihe did too late leave one 
Where all humanity of-a -Place received her. 
And wou*d, if fhe had (laid, have helped to right 
y\k wfong her Fortune did her ; yet Ihe muft , j 
Be enfer'd Ibmewhere, or be found, no Street^ 
Lane, Paflage, Corner^ Turn, hath fcap'd enquiry : 
IfherDefgair had ravifh'd her to Air, . 
Shc'could not yet be rarified (o 
But fom^Cf us Should meet her ? though their Eyes 
Perhaps be leaden, and might turn \ mine would 
Strike out a Lightning for her, and divide 
"jA Mill as thick as ever darkne^ was, 
• Nay fee her through a Quarry ; they do lie. 
Lie grofly that fay Love is blind ; by hini, . 
' And Heav*n they lie ; he has a fight can 'pierce 

. Z Through 
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Through Ivory, as clear as it were Horn» 
And reach his Object. - 

Enter Incubo. 

Inc. Sir, he's found, he*s found. 

Phi. Ha ? where ? But reach that happy Note again^ 
And let it relifh Truths thou art an AngeJ. 

Inc. He's here ; faft by. Sir, calling for a Boat 
To go aboard the Gal lies. 

Phi. Where, where ; hold thee. [ExiU 

Inc. He might ha' k^pt this now, I'd nought to flicw 
If he had had the wit t' have gone from's word, [for'tj 
Thefe direft Men, they are no Men of falhionj 
Talk what you will, this is a very Smelt. [E.xit. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Leonardo with a Surgeon. 

Leo. Upoi> your Art, Sir, and your Faith t* affift it, 
Shall 1 behcvc you then his Wound's not mortal ? 

Surg. Sir, 'tis not worth your queftion, lefi your fear. 

Lea. You do reftorc me. Sir, I pray y' accept 
This fmall remembrance of a Father's thanks 
For fo aflur'd a benefit. 

Surg. Excufe me. 

Leo. Sir, I can fpare it, and mud not believe 
But that your Fortune may rcceivc't, except 
You'd ha' me think you live not by your praftice. 

Surg. I crave your pardon. Sir, you teach me Mannenu 

Leo. I crave your Love and Friendfhip, and require^ 
As I have made now both my felf and bufinefs 
A portion of your care, you will but bring me 
Under the Perfon of a call'd Afliftant ' 
To his next opening, where I may but fee him. 
And utter a few words to him in private. 
And you will merit me ; for I am loth 
Since here I have not to appear my felf. 
Or to be known unto the Governor, 
Or make a tumult of my purpoie. 

F 3 Surg. 



I 



86 Love's Pilgrimage. 

5«ry. Neither 
I hope will be your need, Sir 5 I (hall bring you 
Both there, and off again, without the hazard, {Exeunf. 

SCENE IV. 

En/er Philippo, tf;yi Leocadiat 

Phi. Will you not hear me? 

Le^. I have heard fo much 
Will keep me deaf for ever ; ik). More AHim§% 
After thy Sentence, I may hear no mora^ 
Thou haft pronounced tot dead. 

Pbi^ Appeal to Reafons 
She will reprieve you from the power of Grief, 
Which rules but in her abfence ; hear me fay 
A fover^ign Mcflage from her, which in Duty, 
And Love to your own Safety, you ought hear : 
Why do you ftrive fo ? Whither woulayou fly? 
/ You cannot wreft your fclf away from Care, 
You may from Counfel ( you may fhift your Place 
But not your Perfon ; and another Clime 
Makes you no other. 

Leo. Oh ! 

Phi. For Paffions lake, ' 
(Which I do fcrve, honour, and love in you) 
If you will iigh, figh here ; if you would vary 
A Sigh to Tears, or Out-cry, do it here. 
No Shade, no Ddart, Darknefs, nor the Grave 
Shall be more equal to your Thoughts than I, 
Only but hear me fpeak. 
Leo. What woukJ you fay ? [mtne^ 

Pbii That which (hall raife your Heart, or puH dowa 
Quiet your Paflion, or provoke mine own ; 
We muft have both one Baliam, or one Wound. 
For know, lovM Fair, fince the firft Providence 
Made me your Reicue, I have nead you through, 
(42) And with a wondring Pjty k>ok^d on youj I 



(42) Ami with a nuandring pity} Hviff m9th die Seaft of 
pU^ is hdglitncd by the orif^iDak Lo^lou^ the judicioas will (ce at 

£rft 
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I haw obfervM the method of your Blood, 
And waited on it e'en with Sympathy 
Of a like Rtd and Palenefs in mine own ; 
I knew which Blulh was Anger's, which was Lovc% 
Which was the eye of Sorrow, which of Truth j 
And could diftinguifh Honour from Difdain 
In every change^ and you are worth my Study^ 
I few your voluntary Mifery 
Suftain'd in Travel : A difguifed Maid, 
Wearied with feeking, and with finding loft ; 
Neglefted, where you hop'd moft, or put by | 
I faw it, and have laid it to my Heart : 
And though it were my Sifter which was righted. 
Yet being by your wrong, I put off Nature, ' 

Could not be glad, where I was bound to Triumph ; 
My care for you, lb drown'd refpeft of her ; 
Nor did I only apprehend your Bonds, 
But ftudied your Releaft ; and for that Day 
Have I made up a Ranfome, brought you Health 
Prefervative 'gain ft Chance, or Injury, 
Pleafe yott apply it to the Grief; my ftlf. 
Leo. Humph. 

Phi. Nay, do not think mt lefe than fuch a Cure, 
Antonio was not ; And 'tis poffible 

Philippo may fucceed ; My Blood and Houfe 

Are as deep rooted, and as fairly fpread. 
As Marc JfUonio% and in that all feek. 

Fortune hath given him no Precedency : 

As for our thanks to Nature, I may burn 

Incenfe as much as he ; I ever durft 

Walk with Jntonio by the fclf-lame Light 

At any Feaft, or Triurtjph, and ne'er car'd 

Which fide my Lady Or her Woman took 

Id their fiirvey ; I durft have told my Tate too. 

Though his I^feourfe new ended. 
Leo. My Repulfc ■ ' ■ ■■ 
Phi. Let not that torture you, which makes me happy, 

firft Sight. I had conjetftar'd that this inaft be the rending, md had 
Ums Copies of 16479 fipid 11^79, moft luckily «i m^ fide. 
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Nor think that Conlcience, Fair, which is no ihana^e 5 

*Twas no Repulfe, I was your Dowry rather : 

For then methought a thoufand Graces met 

To make you lovely, and ten thoufand Stories 

Of conftant Virtue, which you then out-reach'd^ . 

In one Example did proclaim you rich : 

Nor do 1 think you wretched, or diigrac'd. 

After this liifF'ring, and do therefore takp 

Advantage of your need ; but rather know 

You arc the charge and bufinefs of thofe Powers, 

Who, like bell Tutors, do inflidt hard Tasks 

Upon great Natures, and of nobleft Hopes i 

Read trivial Leflbns, and half lines to Slugs j 

They that live long, and never feel Mifchancc,^ 

Spend more than half their Age in Ignorance* 

Leo. *Tis well you think fo. 

Phi. You (hall think fo too. 
You Ihall, fweet Leocadia^ and do fo. 

Leo^ Good Sir, no more ; you have too fair a Shape 
To play fo foul a Part in, as the Tempter : 
Say that I could make peace with Fortune, who. 
Who Ihould abfolve me df my Vow yet ; ha ? 
My Contract made ? 

Phi. YourContraa? 

Leo. Yes, my Contraft : 
Am I not his ? His Wife? 

Phi. Sweet, nothing left. 

Leo. I have i^o name then ? 

Phi. Truly then, you have not ; 
How can you be his Wife, who was before 
Another's Husband ? 

Leo, Oh, though he difpencc 
With his Faith given, I cannot with mine. 

Phi. You do miftake, clear Soul 5 his Precontraft 
Doth annul yours, and you have giv'n no Faith 
That ties you in Religion, or Humanity, 
You rather fin againft tha; greater Precept, 
To covet what's another's ; Sweet, you do. 
Believe me, who daren't urge difhoneft things; 
Remove that fcruple therefore, and but take 

. - Your 
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Your dangers now into your Judgment*s Icale, 
And weigh them with your lafeties: 'PhiAltbut whither 
Now you can go : What you can do to live ; 
How near you ha* bar*d all Ports to your own Succour, 
Except this one that I here open, Love: 
Should you be left alone, you were a Prey 
To the wild Luft of any, who would look 
l^K)n this fhape like a Temptation, 
^|l»i^think you want the Man you perfbnate, 
Wouki not regard this (hift^ which Love put on. 
As Virtue forced, but covet it like Vice ; 
So Ihould you live the flander of each Sex, 
[ And be the Child of Error and of Shame, 
And fifcich is worfe, even Marc Antany 
Would be cali'd juft, to turn a Wanderer ofiv 
And Fame report you worthy his Contempt; 
Where if you make new Choice, and fettle here^ 
There is no further Tumult in this Flood, 
Each Current keeps his Courfe, and all Suspicions 
Shall return Honours : Came you forth a Maid ? 
Go home a Wife : Alone ? And in Dilguife? 
Go home a waited Leocadia : 

home, and by the virtue of that Charm 
ransform all Mifchiefs, as you are transformed j 
iirn your offended Father's Wrath to Wonder, 
■And all his loud Grief to a filent Welcome ? 
nfold the Riddles you have made i what fay you ? 

Enler Zanchio carried^ Alphonfb, and Servants. 

Jfew is the time-. Delay Js but Defpair, 
Jf you be changed, let a Kifs tell me ib. 

Leo. I am ; but how, I rather feel than know. 

Zancb. Come Sir 5 you're welcome now to Barcelona^ 
Eake off my Hood. • 

Phi. ' Who be thefe? Stay, let's view 'cm? 

Alpb. *Twas along Journey 5 ar'nt you weary. Sir? 

2^ncb. Weary ? I could have rid K in qiine Armour. 
j Lea. Alas! 
f Pbi. What ail you. Dear ? 

Leo. It is my Father. 
f Pbi* 

I 
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Pbi, Your Fathtr ? Which ? 

Leo. He Alt ^ carried : Oh 
Let us make hence. 

Phi. For Loves fake, good my Heart. 5 

Jjto. Into fome Houfe before he fee me. 

Phi. Dear, 
Be not thus frighted. 

Leo. Oh his Wrath is Tempeft. 

Phi. Sweet, take your Spirit to you, andftay 5 beUiiA 
He cannot know you in this Habit, and me 
I'm fare he le6 knows, for lie never faw mt, 

Jlpb. Ha? Who is that? My Son Pbil^o? 

Phi. Sir. 

jllpb. Why, what make you here? Is thisSaUmMcaf 
And that your Study ? ha ? Nay ftay him too> ' 

We'll fee him by his leave. 

Ser. You muft not ftrive. Sir. 

jilpb. No, no, come near. 

Zancb. My Daughter: Leocadinf 

Alfb. How Sir, your Daughter ? 

Zancb. Yes Sir, and as fure 
As that's your Son : Come hither : What now? ma 
Out o* your Sex? Breech*d ? Was it not enough 
At once to leave thy Father, and thine Honour, 
Unlefs th* hadft quit thy fclf too ? 

Pbi. Sir, what fault 
(43) She can be urgM of, I muft take on me 
The Guilt and Punifhment. 

Zancb. You muft. Sir ; how 
If you fhall not, though you muft ? I deal not 
With Boys, Sir ; Ay, you have a Father here 
Shall do me right. 

jihb. Thou art not mad, Philippe ? 

(43) ^^^ ^^" ^' "1*2^^ 0^9} The oddnefs of the Cpnibrudioii hete 
inciiiies me to think that we fhou'd read^ 

ur£d nuith, 
TTierc h no Lrkenefs, tis true, in the trace of the Letter^, 
gcod Senfe is often to be look'd upon as the beft MaiiiiCcr>»t. 
And for a Confirmation of thi«, our foets in this prefent Pi 
A6t 2d. Scene i. ufe the fame Phrafe. 

Leonardo. Te urge me Signior 

With firange Injufiici. Al 
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Sli^ thou Marc Jntonio^ Son to Leonardo 9 
Xir bufinefs is to them. 

Zancb. No, no, no, no. 
iMl ha' the bufinefs now, with you, none elfe. 
Pray you kit's fpeak in private : (carry me to him) 
JTour Son's the Raviflier Sir, and here I find him : 
I hope you'll give mecaufe to think you noble, 
Knd do me right, with your fword Sir, as becomcg 
ftie Gentleman of Honour to another 5 
All this is fair Sir, hwe^s the Sea fad by. 
Upon the Sands, we will determine, 
Tis that I call you to, let's make no Days on't; 
ril lead your way 5 to th* Sea-fide, Rafcils. 

Pbi. Sir, 
I would befeech your ftay, he may not follow you. 

Zancb. No, turn, I'll kill him here then: SlaTeSi 
Rogues, Blocks, 
Why do'nt you bear me to him ? Ha* you been 
I Acquainted with my Motions, Logs, k> long, 
; And yet aot know to time *em ? 
f fbi. Were you. Sir, 
Not impotent ! 

Alpb. Hold ydta your peaces Boy. \ 

Zancb. Impotent! 
'Death, PU cut his Throat firft, and then his Father's. 

Alph. You muft provide you then a (harper Razor 
Than is your Tongue, for I not fear your Sword. 

Z^mcb. 'Heart be^ me to either ot 'em. 

PIti. Pray, Sir, your Patience. 

EtUcr Govimor and Attindants. 

J^. My curfe light on thee if thou ftay him. 

Phi. Hold 

Gov. Why, what*sthe matter. Gentlemen, what tumuk 
is this you raife i*th* Street ? before my Door ? 
Know you what *tis to draw a Weapon here ? 
^ ^ Zancb. Yes, and to ufe it {\xzx me up t* him. Rogues) 
^llbus, at a Traitor's Heart. 

Alpb. Truer than thine. 

Gov. Strike, ftrikc \ fome of the People diiarm 'em. 
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Kill 'cm if they rcfift. 

Pbi. Nay, generous Sir, 
Let not your courtefie turn fury now. 

Gov. Lay hold upon 'em, take away their Weapons, 
I will be worth an anfwer, e'er we part. 

Pbi. 'Tis the Governor, Sir. 

^/pb. I yield my felf, [thee tell me. 

Zancb. My Sword? what think*ft thou of trie .^ pray 

I Attend. As of a Gentleman. 

Zancb. No more? 

I Attend. Of Worth, 
And Qjality. 

Zmcb. And I Ihould quit my Sword 
There were fmall Worth or Quality in that, Friend; 
Pray thee learn thou more Worth and Qqality 
Than to demand it. 

Goir. Force' t, I fay. ^ 

I Attend. The Governor, 
You hear. Commands. 

Zancb. The Governor fhall pardon mc. 

Phi. How, Leocadia gone again ? [Exit PhL 

Zancb. He (hall. Friend, 
Tth* point of Honour 5 by his leave, fo tell him. 
His Perfon and Authority I acknowledge. 
And do fubmit me to it; but my Sword, 
He fhall excufc me, were he fifteen Governors ; 
That and I dwell together, and muft yet, 
*Tiil my Hands part, affure him. 

Gov. I fay, force it. 

Zancb. Stay, hear me. Haft thou ever read Caranzdf 
Undcrftand'ft thou Honour, noble Governor ? 

Gov. For that we'll have more fit difpute. 

Zancb. Your Name. Sir? '^ 

Gov. You fhall know that too, but on colder terms, ) 
Your Blood and Brain are now too hot to take it. 

Zaneb. Force my Sword from me ? this is an Affrout. 
, Gov. Bring *em away. 

Zancb, YouUl do me reparation. [Exeunt, 

Enter 
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Enter Philippa 

Phi. I have for ever loft her, and am loft 
^n4 worthily, my tamenefs hath u/idbnc me; 
;SSie's gone hence, afliam'd of me, yet I feck her i 
'Will ftie be ever found to me again, , ^ 

Whom ihe faw ftand (b poorly, and dare nothing 
•In her Defence here ? when I Ihould have drawn ^ , 
This Sword out like a Meteor, and have ftiot it 
In both our Parents Eyes, and left *em blind 
Unto their impotent Angers ? Oh Pm worthy, 
t)n whom this lols and fcorn fhould light to Death; 
Without the pity that fhould wifh me better, 
[ Eltfief alive, or in my Epitaph. [£x//. 

Enler Leonardo, and Marc Antonio. 

Leo. Well, Son, your Father is too near himfelf. 
And hath too much of Nature, to put off 
Any^ Affection that belongs to you; 
1 1 colild have only wi(h*d you had acquainted 
m^ Father, whom it equally concerns, 
[Though you'd prefum'd on me ; it might have open'd 
An eafier Gate, and Path to both our Joys : 
'For though I am none of thofe flinty Fathers 

f That when their Children do but natural things, 

I^Turn Rock and Offence ftraight. Yet, Marc Antonio^ 

>A\\ arc not of my quarry. 
Marc. *Tis my Fear, Sir ; 

And if hereafter I fhould c*er abufc 

So great a Piety, it were my Malice. 

Enter Attendants. 

Attend. We muft intreat you. Gentlemen, to take 
Another Hoom, the Governor is coming 
Here, on fome bufinels. 

Enter Governor^ Zanchio, Alphonfo, and Attendants 

J^arc, We will give him Way. 
1^" Zanch. I will have right. Sir, on you ; that believe, 
If there be any Marfhal*s Court in S^ai?t. 

Gov. 
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Gov. For that, Sir, we fhall talk. 

Zancb. ' Do not flight me. 

Though Tm without a Sword. 

Gov. Keep to your Chair, Sir. 

Zancb.'"ij^t me fall, and hurl my Chair (Slaves) at hii 

G^.You*re the more tempered Man, Sir; let m' intrc 
Of you, the manner how this Brawl fell out. 

jflpb. Fell out i I know not how, nor do I caremuci 
Bur here we came. Sir, to this Town together. 
Both in one bufineis, and one wrong, enga^d 
To feek one Leofkrdoy an old Genoefe^ 
I ha* faid enough there ; would you more ? falfc Fath 
Of a falfe Son, callM Marc Antonio^ 
Who had ftole both our Daughters ; and which FadiG 
Confpiring with his Son in Treachery, 
It feem'd, to 6ie our Satisfa&ion, 
Was, as we heard, come private to this Town, 
Here to take Ship for Italy. 

Leo. You heard 
More than was true then ; by the Fear, or Falfhood. 
And though I thought not to reveal my felf . 
(Pardon my Manners in't to you) for fomc 
Important Reafons \ yet being thus charadcr'd 
And challenged, know I dare appeir, and do. 
To who dares threaten. 

Marc. I fay he*s not worthy 
The Name of Man, or any honeft Preface, 
That dares report or credit fuch a flander. 
Do you. Sir, fay it? 

Jlpb. I do fay it. 

Gov. Hold. 
Is this your Father, Signior Marc Antonio f 
YouVe ill requited me thus to conceal him 
From him would honour him, and do him fervice. 

Enter Eugenia. 

Leon. *Twas not his fault. Sir. 

Eug. Where's my Lord ? 

Gov. Sweet- heart. [the 

Eug. Know you thefe Gentlemen ? they are all the f 
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Unto our Friends. 
Gov. So it appears, rny Dove. 
Zancb. Sir, I fay nothing : I do want a Sword. 
And *cill I have a Sword I will fay nothing. 
^ Eug. Good Sir, command thcfe Gentlemen their Arms^ 
(Entreat *em as your Fri«ids, not as your Prifoners. 
Where be their Swords? 
Gov. Reftore each Man his Weapon. 
Zancb. It feeois thou haft not read Caranza^ Fellow, 
I muft have reparation of Honour, 
As well as this : I fkid that wounded; 

Gov. Sir, 
I did not know your Quality, if I had^ 
'Tis like I fliould have done you more refpefts. 
Zancb. It is fufficient by Carofiza^s Rule. 
Eug. I know it is. Sir. 
Zancb. Have yoa read Caranza, Lady ? 
I E^S' If you mean him that writ upon the Duel, 

He was my Kinfman. 
I Zancb. Lady, then you know 
I By the right noble Writings of your Kinfman, 
[ My Honour's as dear to me as the King's. 
I Eug. *Tis very true. Sir. 
I Zancb. Therefore I muft crave 
I Leave to goon now with my firft dependance. 
f E^. What ha* you more ? 
1 Gov. None here, good Signior. 

Zancb. I will refer me to Caranza ftill. 
Eug. Nay Love, I prithee let me manage this. 
With whom is't, Sir ? 
Zancb. With that falfe Man, Alphonfo. 
Eng. Why he has th* advantage, Sir, in Legs. 
Zancb. But I 
In Truth, in Hand and Heart, and a good Sword. 
Eug. But how if he won't ftand you, Sir? 
jilpb. For that. 
Make it no queftion Lady, I will ftick 
My Feet in Earth down by him, where he dare. 
Zancb. O would thou wouldft. 
j^lpb. rU do it. 

Zancb, 
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Zanch. Let me kifi him. ** . 

I fear thou wilt not yet. 

Eu^ Why Gentlemen, 
If youMl proceed according to Caranza^ 
Mcthinks an eafier way, were two good Chairs, v 
So you would be content. Sir, to be bound, 
*Caufe he is lame : Pll fit you with like Weapons, 
Piftols and Ponyards, and ev'n end it. If 
The difference between you be fo mortal. 
It cannot be ta'en up. 

Zanch, Ta*en up ? take off 
This Head firft. \ ^ 

jflph. Come, come bind me in a Chair. 

Eug. Tes, do. 

Gov. What mean you. Dove ? 

Eug. Let me alone. 
And iet *em at their diftance ; when you've done 
Lend me two Ponyards ; Til have Piftols ready 
.Quickly. [^ExiL 

Enter Philippo. 

Phi. She's not here. Marc Antomo^ 
Saw you not Leocadia ? 

Marc. Not I, Brother. [her- 

Phi, Bi'other, let's fpeak with you ; you were falfe unto 
' Marc, I was,but have ask'd Pardon : Why d*you urge it? 

Phi, You were not worthy of her. 

Marc, May be I was not ; 
But 'tis not well, you tell me (b. * 

Phi. My Sifter * 

Is not fo fair 

Marc. It skills not. 

Phi, Nor fo virtuous. 

Marc, Yes, ftie muft be as virtuous. 

Phi. I would fain ' 

Marc. What, Brother? 

Phi. Strike you. 

Marc. I ftiall not bear Strokes, 
Though I do thefc ftrange Words. 

Phi, Will you not kill mc ? 

Marc, 
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Marc. For what, good Brother ? 

Phi. Why^ for fpcaking well • 

Of Leocadia. 

Marc. No indeed. 

PJbi. Nor ill 
Of theod^ t • 

Enier Eugenia, Leocadia, Theodofia, a^d one with 

two PiJtoU. 

Marc, Neither. 

Phi. Fare you well then. 

Eug. Nay, you (hall have as noble Seconds too 
As ever Dueli(b had ; give 'em their Weapons : 
Now St. Jago. 

Zancb. Are they charg'd ? 

Eug. Charg'd, Sir? 
I warrant you. 

Alpb. Would they were well difcharg'd. 

Zancb. I like a Sword much better, I confefs. 

Eug. Nay, wherefore ftay you ? Shall I mend your Mark ? 
Strike one another thorough thefe ? 

Phi. My Love. 

jilpb. My Theodqfia. 

Zancb. I ha' not the Heart. 

Alpb. Nor I. 

Eug. Why here is a Dcpendance ended. 
Unbind that Gentleman ; come take here to you 
Your Sons and Daughters, and be Friends. A Feaft 
Waits you within, is better than your Fray : 
Lovers, take you your own, and all forbear. 
Under my Roof, either to blufh or fear. 
My Love, what fay you ? Could Caranza himfcif 
Carry a Bufinefs better i 

Gov. It is well : - 

All are content I hope, and we well ps'd. 
If they for whom we've done all this be pleased. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONM. 



ME N. 

FERRAJJD, the libidinous Tyrant of Hzi^Xt^. 
Virolet, a noble Gentleman^ ftudious of his Country*^ 
Freedom. 
Briflbnci^ i Two boneft Gentlemen^ Confederates with Vi- 
Camillo, ) rolet, 

Ronvere, a Villain^ Captain of the Guard. 
Villio, a Court Fool. • 

Caftruccio, a Court Parqfite^ • 

Panduipho^ a noble Gentleman of Naples » Father to 

Virolet* . 
The Duke of Scfle, an Enemy to Fcrrand, prefer ibed and 

turrid Pirate. 
Afcanio, Nephew and Succejfor to Ferrand. 
LuciOy Page to Virolct. 
Malier. • 

Gunner* 
Boat'Jwain. 
Chirurgeon. 
Sailors. 
DoSlor. 
Gtizen^. 
Guard; 
Soldiers. 
Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Juliana, the matcbkfs Wife of Virolet. 
Martia, Daughter to the Duke of Sefle. 
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Enter Virolct, .and Soy. ■ 

y I R o L E r. 

gOY. 

%. Sir ? 

Kr, If my Wife fcek me, tell her that 
Defigris oiF Weight, , too heavy for Iwr 
Knowledge, 
Exaft my Privacy. 
Biy. IfiuH, Sir,' 

Hr. Do ihen, • , . 

And leave me to my felf. 

B<y. 'Tis a raw Morning, 
And would you pleafe t* interpret that for Duty 
Which you may conftrue Boldneg, I could wilh* 
fTo arm yotir felf agaiofl it,} you would ufe 
More of my Service. 

Fir. I have heat within here, ■ ■ 

A noble heat (gocid Boy) to keep it off j 
I Aiall not freeze) deti^spf my excufe. 
And you have done your part. 

Enter Juliana. 
Boy. That is prevented : 
My Lady follows you. 

G I Vir. 
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Vir. Since I tnuft be croft ihcn» 

Let her perform that Office. 

Boy. i obey you. , \jEidt. 

Vir. Prithee to Bed ; to be thus fond^s mwe tedious 

Than if I were negledcd. . ' -^ . . ■ 

7tt/. 'Tis the fault then 

Ot Love and Duty^ which I would fall under, 

jRather than want that care which you may challenge 

As due to my Obedience. 

Vdr.A cbnfcfi 

This tenderneft argues a loving Wife, 

And more ddcnres myHeart's beft Thanks,'than AngerT 

Yet I muft tell ye^ Sweety you do exce^ 

.In your AiFcdion, if yoit- would icigrofs -me-- 

To your Delights alone. 

Jul. I am not Jealous. ; 

If my Embraces have diftafted you^ • 

As I muft grant you every way fo worthy 

That 'tis not in weak Woman to dcfcrve y0u,,» • j 

Much lefs in miferable me, that wj>nt 

ThqCe;Gr;a^% fom? jnorci fk^tinaie prc.ftcir'd with : , i 

Seek aiyy )vhom ypq pleafe, aod \ wiH ftudjl 

With my beft Service to deferve tb^ Favours, j. 

That fhall yield you contentment. , 

Vir. You're miftaken. * . ^ 

Jul. No, I am patient Sir, and fo good Morrow ; . 

I will not be offenfive. - .. . / 

Vir. Hear my Reafons. 

Jul. T.^Mif h iji y«Uf Life 4 Widow's Bted receives tnc, .^ 

For your fake i n>u^ l^qw it. May Jh^profpcr 

That fhall fucceed a^ ij) k, sipd ycHir Ardor 

J^ft longer to her. 

Vir. By the Love I b^art , 

Firft to my Couptry^s 4)eaQe, next to thy fclf. 

To whom compared, my Life 1 rate at nothing; 

Stood here a Lady that were the choice Abftra^ 

Of all the Beauties Nature ever fafliion'd. 

Or Art gave Ornament to, compared to thee. 

Thus as thou art Obedient and Loving^ 

I Ihoqlc} contemn and loath her^ 

Jul. 



\ 
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JuL (i) I believe jrc. . ,^ 

How I am bleft in my affinr'd Bdkf. 
This is unfeigii'd ? And why this Sadiicfi then ? 

Vir.Vihy I Juliana^ : , 

Believe me, thele my £id and ^H Retirementi^ j 
My ofren, nay alnsioft conrinu^- Falls, 
(Sleep banilht from my Eyes, all Pleafiires Strangers^) 
Have neither root nor growth In^m ijny C^ufe 
That may arrive at Woman. Shouldft chou t?e. 
As Chaftity forbid, falfe to my BiSd; 
I ihould lament my Fortune^ perhaps punifh 
Thy Falfhood^ and then ftudy xgi forget thee : 
But that, which, like a never-^cmptied Spring,. 
Feeds high the torrent of my fweJling Grief, 
Is what my Country fuflfers ; there's a Grobnd -^ 
Where Sorrow may be planted^ %nd fpring up, . 
Through yielding Rage^ and womanifh Oefpairg 
And yet not ftiame the Owner* 

Jid. I do believe it true. 
Yet I ftiould think my felf a happy Woman, 
If, in this general and timely Mourning, . 

I might or give to you, or elfe receive 
A little lawful Comfort, \^ 

Vir. Thy Difcretion # 

In this may anfwer for me 5 kx>k on Napksy ^ \ ^• 
The Country where we both were Born and Bred, 
Naples^ the Paradifc of Ilafyy ^ ^ '"' 

As that is of the Earth \ Naples^ that was : ^ 

The fwect retreat of all the worthieft Rotfunu^ 
When they had fhar'd the fpoils of the whole World j^ 
This flourilhing Kingdom, whofe Inhabitants 
For Wealth and Bravery, liv'd like petty Kings, . 
Made fubjeft now to fuch a Tyranny, ; ^ 

As that fair City that received her Name . ' '^ ^ 
From Confiantiite the great,, now m thd Power 
Of barbarous Infidels, may forget her owri^ 

(1) / do Misve.'} Te^ wkich in«kes the Se^tenK^e mpre fiill, I have 
recovefl«d from tke Folio oi 1647* Aod do, wJM/ch Tfx^» thro* ^all the 
Copies, I have left out, as being an unnecefitfy IVirtick in this 

Place. .. • .•: ,,, ;.,; ^ 

G 4 Tq 
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To look with pity on our, Miferics ; 

So far in our Calamities we trahfcend her. 

For fince this Airragonmn Tyrant, Ferrandy ^ 

Sciz*d on the Government, thcrcV nothing icFt^us 

That we can call our own, but our AfflidUons. 

Jul. And hardly thbfei the King*sftrange cruelty^ 
Equals all Precedents df Tyranny. 

Fir. (2) Equals, % you ? 
He has but-gone the wofft 5 compared to hinv 
Nor PbalariSj nor Diony/lus^ 
Caligula^ nor Nero can be n?iention*d ; , 
They yet as Kings, abos'dthdr Regal Power, 
This as a Merchant \ all the Country's Fat 
He wholly does ingroTs unto hihafclf ; 
Our Oils he buys at his own Price, then feUs them 
To us at dearer Rates 1 oUr Plate and Jewels, 
Under a feign'd Pretence of publick ufc. 
He borrows i which deny'd, his Inftruments force. 
(3) The Races of our Horfes he takes from us, : 

. ../ Yet 

(z) Equal fay you f 

He has oui'gon$ the vtorfi, €4mpar*d, to bitfi i 

Nor Fhalaris, nor Dionyilus, 

Caligula, nor 'Nsrouan be mentioned i 

7hey yet as Kings ^its^d their Regal Ponver ; 

^his as a Merchant^ all the Country's Fat 

Hf nuholhf does ingroft unto him/elf i ] The reading of Equals 
for J?f«i>/ is requifitc to make Fitoleth Anfwer tally with the latter 
part of Juliana*% Speech : The Punftuation in the Odavo Edition, 
(which Mr. Srward too obferv'd) has made fad work with the rc- 
jnaining part of this PaiFage, as the careful Reader will eaftly ob- 
fjprve^ by coinparing the prefeoc nith the ancient PoimW. What 
StQiFii ^ 

This as a Merchant, all the Country s Fat 

He nuboHy dots ingrofsy &c. 
(5) ^be Raees of our Horfes, &c.] I rufpe£^ the wprd Raqrs.' 
|f Ferrand took the whole Neapolitan Breed of Horfes (which are 
the beft, as I remember, in Italy) then it is a meer rednndancy. 
Our Horfes be takes from us, wou*d have been full as expreflive. I 
think the moft natural Sentiment is, that the Tyrant feizM all 
their beft and moft valuable Horfes. The old Folio reads Rafes^ 
fo that the prefent reading is probably only a Conjedure. But as it 
has Pbfl^ffion I woa*d not difturb it, only ofier the following Cen- 
jefluret tp the Reader^s Choice, ^t eboieefi^ or the bre^^v^^ or 
d^ rarffi, or the Rmcrs of* oar Hprfes. The Neapolitan liorfes 



wr^f^v 



The VouhU Marriage. 105 

ret keeps them in our Pafturcs ^ Rapes of Matronit 
And Vireins^ arc too frequent; never Man 
Yet thankM him for a Pardon ; for Religion 
It is a thing he dreanis not of. 

Jul. Tvc heard, 
How true it i)s, I know not, that be fold 
The Bifhoprick of Tareni to a; Jew^ 
For thirteen thouland Duckets. ^ 

Fir. I was prefcnt, 
And faw the Mony paid ; the Day would leare me» 
£*er I could number Out his impious Adions, 
Or what the miferable Subjedl: lufitr; i 
And can you entertain, in fuch. a , titnc^ 
A thought of Dalliance ? Tears, and Sighs, and GroafiS| 
Would better now become you. 

Jul, They indeed are 
The only Weapons pur poor Sex can -ufe 
When we are injur'd ; and they may become us ; 
But for Men, that were born free. Men of Rapk^ 
(That would be rejgiftred Fathers of their Country, 
And to have on their Tombs in golden LdtterSi 
The noble Stile of Tyrant-killers, written •,) 
To weep like Fools and Women, and not like wife Men 
To pradice a Redreis, de(ervq ^ N^gm^. 
Which fits not me to give. 
^ ^/r. Thy grave Reproof, 

If what thou doft defire, were pofllble 
^ To be effected, might well arg^e it, 
I As wife as loving *, but if you con&der, 
; With what ftrong Guards this Tyrant U defended : 
^ Ruffiians, and MaleKX>ntent.s drawn from all Quarters; 
f That only know to fcrye his impious Will : 
t The Cittadel's built by him in the Neck 
|0f this poor City ; the invincible Strength, 
Nature, by Art affifted, gave this Caftle, 
And above all his Fear ; admitting no Man 
To fee him, but unarmed, it being Death 
For any to approach him with a Weapon. 

r^ ^'g^t, and if this |aA ii not thought too ftiff» it Teems to bid 
m for haviQg been the Oxieinal. Mr. Sttuard. 

You 
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You miifl: coK^fefe, uplds our Hands were Qiihio|s»: . 
To batter down thefe Walls, our weak Breath Mines - 
To blow his Farts Bp ; or our Curfes Lightning, 
To force a Paflage to him, and thcn-blart him : 
Our Power is like to yours, and we^ like you. 
Weep our Misfortunes. 

Jul. Walls of Braferefift not ^ 

A noble\lndertakingv nor can Vice -'• 

Raife.any Bulwark, to make good tlie Pface, • - 
Where Virtue feeks to enter ; then to fell 
In fuch a brave Attempt, weiie fiichan Honour '- 
Thzi Brutus J did he live again, wouW envy. 
W ere my dead Father in you,^ sjnd mf Brothers, 
Kay, all the Aaceftors I am derivM from. 
As you, in being what you are, are all thefe ; 
Yd rather wear a mourning Garment for yoiii ' 
And fbould be more proud of my Widow-^hood, 
You dying for the FreeA>m of this Country, 
Than i( I were afiur*d, 1 fliould enjoy 
A Perpcmity of Life and Pleafure 
With yoii, the T}'i'aht living. J; ' 

J^tr. ^Till this Minute, .- ' 

I never heard thee fpeak. O more than Woman ! 
And more to bt belot'd i can I find out 
A Cabinet to lock a Secret in, ^ 
Of equal Truft to the-?? AH Doubts and Fears, 
That fcandalize yobf Scx^ be far from me; .^ 

Thou (halt partake my aear and deareft Councils, 
And further them' with thine. 

Jul I wiilbc faithful. [to a 

» Vir. Know then this Day, ftand Heav*n propitious t 
Our Liberty begins; 

7/^/. In />rr^?»^*sDeath? 

Vir, 'Tis plotted. Love, and ftrongly;; and bdieveii 
For nothing eHe could do it, 'twas the Thought, 
I low to proceed in this Defign add end it, 
'J hat made ftrange my Embraces. 

JuUCxir^'d be fhe, ^ 

Tiiat's fo indulgent to her own Delights, 
That for their Satisfa&ion^ would give 
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A Stop to fi^cH a ^loilous Enterprise : 

For me, I would not for the World, I had been 

Guilty of fuch a Crime 5 go on and profper. 

Go on, my dcareft l^ord, 1 love your Honour 

Above rny Life i nay, yours; my Prayqrsgo with youi. 

Which I will ftrengthcn with my Tears : The Wrongs 

Of this poor Country, edge your Sword 5 oh, may it 

Pierce deep into this Tyrant's Heart, and then 

When you return *bathM in his guilty Blood, 

Pll walh you clean with Fountams or true Joy. " 

But who are your Affiftants ? Though I am 

So covetous of your Glory i that I C6dld wifli 

You had no fharer in it. [Knock. 

Vir. Be not curious. 
("4) They come; however you command my Bolbm» 
To them I would not have you l^n. " ' 

Jul Tm gone. Sir ; 
Be confident, and may my Refolution 
Be prefent widfi' you. ' {Exii. 

/^/r. Such ^ Mafcjulinc Spirit, .' ' 
With more than Woriian's VirtiieS, were a Dower 
To weigh down a King's Fortune. 

Brif. Good Day to yotf. ' 

Cam. You are an early Stirrer, 

Vir. What new Face 
Bring you aloog ? 

Ren. If I If and doubted. Sir, 
As by your Looks 1 gucfe it, youf much injure • 

A Man that loves, and truly loves this Country, 
With as mucfayZeal as you do ; one that hates 
The Prince by whom it fuflfers, and as deadly \ 

(4] ^O ^^"'^ ^ Jbo*UfSfver you ^eommmnd mj Bofim 

To them I 'wguU not ba*ui ^oufien.'} I nvo^U not bomi ym 
feen to tbemy \% a Latin Conftrufbon, and fo ftandi clear of Non* 
efenie^ but I raiher t)iin)c we (hould read tlie Paflage thui^ 

7a tbtm IivoM not ham yon feem, 

Setjft/oJo so» I. #• ta command my Bofom. 

One 
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One that dares ftep as far to gain my Freedom^ 
As any he that breaths^ that wears a Sword 
As (harp asanyV 

Cam. Nay* no more Comparifons* 

Ron. What you but whifper, I dare fpeak aloud, 
Slood the King by ; have mieans to put in aft too. 
What you but coldly plot ; if this defcrve then 
Sufpicion in the bed, the boldeft, wifeft, 
Purfue your own Iptcqts, V\\ follow mine; ^ 

And if I not out- drip you ^' - ^ 

Brif Be affur'd^ ^ir, ^ 
A Confcienct like this can never ba 
41Iy-'d to TreachVy. 
"Cam. W ho durit fpeak ft) much. 
But one tha^t is like us, a Sufferer, 
Anff '(lands,- as we, affeded ? . 

Vir. You are cozen'd 
And all undone; cv*ry IntcHigencer 
Speaks Treafon with like Ixence ; is not this 
J^onverCy that hath for many Years been train'd 
In Ferrand*s School, a Man in Truft and Favour, 
Rewarded too, and highly ? 

Cam. Grant all this. 
The thought of what he was, being as he is ndw, 
A Man difgrac'd, and with Contempt thrown off; 
Will fpur him to Revenge, as fwift as they. 
That never were in Favour. 

Vir. Poor and childifh. 

£$fif. His Regiment is caft^ that is moft certain j 
, And his Command i'th* Caftle giv^n away. 

Cam. That on my Knowledge/ 

f^ir. Groflcr ftill ; what Shepherd 
Would yield the poor Remainder of his Flock, 
To a known Wolf; though he piit on the Habit 
Of a moft faitliful Dog, and bark like One ? 
tAs this but only talks. 

Cam. Yes, he hai Means too. 

Fir. I know it to my Grief, weak Men, I know it ; 
To make his Peace, if ihcrc were any War 
, ^ Between 
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Between him and (g) his Mafter, by betraying 
,Our innocent Lives. 

Ron, You're too iufpicious^ 
And I have borne too much, beyond my Temper : 
Take your own ways, 1*11 leave you. 

f7r. You may (lay now ; 
Yqm have enough, and all indeed you fift'd for: 
But one word Gtmtlcmcn.j have you difcoverM 
To him alone our Plot ? Brif. To him, and ocheri 
That are at his Devotion. Fir. Worfe and wofie: 
For were he only confcious of our Purpofev 
Though with the breach of Hpfpitable Laws, 
In my own Houfe, Vd filence him for ever : 
But what is paft my help, is paft my care. 
I have a Lite to lofe. 

Cam. Have better hopes. [furthcrM 

Ron: And when you Icnow, with what charge I have 
Your noble Undertaking, you will fwear mc 
Another Man ; the Guards 1 have corrupted. 
And of the choice of all our nobleft Youths, 
Atiir'd like Virgins, fuch as Hermits would 
Welcome to their (ad Cells, pripar'd a Mask i 
As done for the King's Pleafure. . ' 

/^r. For his fafety 
I rather fear ; and as a Pageant to 
Ufher our Ruin. 

Ron. We as Torch-bearers 
Will wait on thcfc; but with fuch Art and Cunning 
I have conveyed fliarp Poniards in the Wax, 
That we may pafs, though fearch'd, through all hisGuard^t 
Without fofprcion, and in all his Glory 
Opprefe him, and with fafety. 

Cam, 'Tis moftftrange— — 

Vir. To be efiefted. 

Ron, You arc doubtful ftill. 

Brif. But we,.refolv*d to follow him, and if you 

(5) J^is Maflir, iitraying ] I have inferted By in x\\t 

Text againil the Aathoriry of all the Editions. This Fsfiage is ^«- 
icienc without it. 
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Dcfiftnc^«w^» we'll fijr 'tis Fcar^ - 
Rather than Providence. 

Cam. And lb we leave ytMi — ^ [Exeun?. 

Enter Juliana. ^ 

Jul. To your wife Doubts, and to my better Counfels. 
Oh ! pardoti me my Lord^ and cruft me too ; 
Ijet me not like Cajfandra prophcfy Truth?, * 

And never be believed, before the Mifchief : 
I have heard all, know this Rowvere a Villain, 
A Villain that hath tempted me, and plotted 
This for your Ruin, only to make way 
T* his hopes in m/ Embraces > at more leifurc 
I will acquaint you, wherefore I conccard it 
To this laft Minute; ifyouftay, you're Joft, 
And all prevention too late. I know. 
And 'tis to me known only, a dark Cave 
Within this Houfe, a part of my poor Dower, 
Where you n>ay lie conceaPd, as in the Center^ 
•Till this rough blaft be o'er. Where there h Air, 
' More than tokeep in Life, Ferrand will find you^ 
So curious his Fears are. 

Vir. 'Tis better fall 
Than hide my Head now, 'twas thipe own Advice, 
My Friends engag'd too. 

Jid. You (land further bound, f 

Than to weak Men that liave betray'd themftlvcs. 
Or to my Counfel, though then juft and loyal; 
Ydur Fancy hath been good, but not your Judgment, 
In choice of fuch to fide you ; will you leap • 
From a deep Tow'r, becaufe a defp'rate Fool 
Do's it, and trufts the Wind to lave his hazard ? 
There's more cxpedted from you j all Mens Eyes 
Are fixt on Vtroki, to help, not hurt them 5 
Make good their Hopes and ours: You have fworn 

often. 
That yoii dare credit me, and allow'd'me Wife 
Although a Woman j e'en Kings in great A£i:ioiis 
Wait opportunity, and ib muft you, Sir, 

Or 
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r (€) laft ytaur Ondcrftanding* . • 
J^r. Tboo arc ooiiftanc ; 
an uncertain Eoo), a moft blind Fool ; 
i thou my Guide. . . 
Jul. If I fail to dircA yoi^ 
or Torment or RcivariJ, when I am wtttcbed, 
ly Cotilhincy fbr&ke me. 
nr. < Vft my Safety. [ Exittm. 

Enter Caftruccio and Villio. 

ViL Why arc ydu rape thus ? 
C^. (7) Peace, tshou'lt a FooL 
ViL But if 1 were a Flatterer lilde your Woiftip, 
(hoiaid bewiffe and rich too; 
%ere arc few elle. chat profper, fia^rds exoepfed^ 
'hey hold an equal place there, 
Cafi. A flirewd Kna^; 
uc oh the King^ the hi^py King ! 
Va. Whybi^y ? 
1 bearing a great Butthiea 
Cafi. Whattears.he, 
/hait^s borM (in Prhaces Sboukkh ? 
ViL A Crowd's weight, 

Vhich fets more heavy on his Head, than th^Oltf 
laves dig^out of the Mkies, of which *ti3 made. 
Cqft. Thou worthily art his Fool, to thbk thac heavy 
'hat carries him i'th* Air 5 the reverence dwe 
^0 that moft iacred Gold, makes him ador*d, 

^5) ■ I ■ lofi your undfnftanding.l This Place feemsto want fed 
ilping Hand, I wouM propofe reading undertakhtg. Kings wait 
Opportunity to perforin tlieir Deffigns in, and fo muft you, otiio'- 
ife you will lofe your Undertaking. For 'tis abt Kite UtidtrfiatU* 
tg \>nt Undertakiug i^hidi^ wbald be lofty 
(7) Caft. Ptaci, thw/art a FcoL . 

Vil. ^itt if 1 were a Flatterer like your Worjhtf^ 

1 Jko^d he nxjiftand rich /d^> ;]' Thua rUff jillthe Co- 
les, but there feems to be fomethitig iv&ntiiig in Cajlruccio^^ Pare 
> correfpond with Villio^% reply ; what I wiih the Poets had wrot« 
thfe, 

Caft. Feaci^ thmCri a. fm^ F09I. ) 

ViL But if I 'Wtrt ^JhtUrer like ywur Wgfikif, 
Ifinuld hi nnife and rich im. 

Ha 
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112 T^ Dmhle Marrkge. 

His Footfteps kift ; (S) his Smiles dd ra^ a Beggar 
To a Lord's Fortune, and when he bac frowns. 
The City quakes- • 

yil. Or the poor Cuckolds in it. 
Coxcombs I fhould fay. I am of a Fool, 
Grown a Philofophcr, to hear this Parafite. 

Caji. The Delicates he's ferv*d with, fee and cnvy- 

Vil. Vd rather have an Onion with a Stomach, 
Than thefe without one. 

Caft. The Celcftial Mufick, 
Such as the ihotion of the eternal Spheres [^5011 Mufick. 
Yields Jave^ when he drinks Neftar 

yil. Here's a fine Knave, 
Yet hath too many Fellows. Cq^. Then the Beauties, 
That with variety of choice Embraces [fbefepafs o^er. 
Renew his Age ■ ■ 

f^ir. Help him to crouch rather, [way. 

And the French Cringe, theyVc excellent Surgeons that 

Caft. Oh Majefty ! Let others think of Heav'n, 
While I contemplate thee. Fil. This is not Atheifm, 
But Court obfervance. Cq/i. Now the God appears, 
Ufher'd with Earthquakes. FiL Bafe Idolatry. [Plourijfj. 

• 

Enter Ferrand, Guards Women^ and Servants. 

per. Thefe Meats are poiibn'd, hang the Cooks } no 
note more, \To the Mufick, 

On forfeit of your Fingers ; do you envy me 
A minute's Slumber ? what are thefe ? i Guard. The Ladies 
Appointed by your Majefty. Fer. To th' purpofe j 
For what appointed ? i Guard. For your Grace's Pleafurc 

Fer. To fuck away the little Blood is left me. 
By my continual Cares ; I am not apt now, 
Injoy them firft, tafte of my Diet once \ 
And your turns (erv'd, for fifty Crowns apiece 
Their Husbands may redeem them. 

JFom. Qreat Sir, Mercy. 

(8) __ his Smiles to rai/e a Beggar^ .T^e t^^y miftaking of 
Jo for t9 has palmM upon us a ftrange piece of obfcurity, umlefs 
'tis falved by a greater EUipfis than I am willing to admit, L #. bis 
9 mi Us are abli i§ rai/i, &c. 

Ftr. 



F&. Vm deaf, why ftare you ? Is what wt cxMoiuA ; 
^o be difputed ? Who's this ? Bring yoa ch*Dead . 
T' upbraid Infe to»y Flwe. :i 

G^. Hoid Etopcrori 
Hold mightieft of Kings, I am thy VaffiJ^ 
'Thy Fooc-ftool, that durft not prefame to locdt 
On thy offended Pace f ) • : / 

Fer. CaftrMcd$i tihi i 

C^. Let not the lightning of thy Eye onfrme OM^ . 
Nor hear that mufical Tong^e, in drcadfiil Tfaundcr^ 
That fpeaks allMercy. 

l/il Here's a flattering R^ioe t 

Cafi. Ferrandj that is the Father of iut Ftopfei 
The Glory of Manfeijid. 

Fer. No more, no word more; 
And while I tell my Troubles to my Mf^ 
Be Statues without ModM or Yoke % 
Though to be flattered li m Itch to Occatncfi, 
It now offends me. 

Vtl. Here^s the happy Man i 
Bdtfpbik whodaroi. 

Fer. When I was innecent, . i 

I yet remember I could Eat and Sleep^ 
Walk unafirighted \ but now terrible 
To otHisrs^ nly Owfds can't keqp Fear from me, .. 
It ftill purfues me; Oh I my wouixled CcMn(cMMl% - 
The Bed I wouM feft4n, is ftufc with Thorn; 
The Ground's ^cir'^o^er with Adder% Mdwith Abides 
Where-e^er I fet my Foot : But I *m in. 
And what was got with Crodty, with Blood 
Muft be ddPeikted, though this Life^^a HeU^ 
I fear a worle hereafter. Haf . 

Bnut Rokiteft ad Guard. * 

Rm. My Lord. 

Fer. Welcome Rmxn^ wttooirie my gcriden Pluoinicf| 
With whrch I found mine Enemies Depths and Aogert; 
Haft, thou difcovcr'd P 

Rem All as you cookl wifk. Sir, 
The Plot, and the Contrivers; was made one 

Voi.Vri. H Of 
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JK<7». The head of all, he oaijrTofMvd flW i 
And from his fear that I plaid ^Ifo^ i^v^dlif 
The reft I hai5C th Tet lew. ^ •^- 

jRr. DbaUhouidHtelL, i ' 

Next to my mortal Foe the Pirata iS^,: 
I aim'd at him ; he's virtuous, and Vnifo^ 
A bover^ofiiis ¥xtG^iMti and bis Gbwrf^j; 
Dangqrotxs to &ch ais gov^n by the Si^ord^ 
And fo to me. No track which wayifls went* 
No. means to overtake "him? " 

jRw.. TiraSPt&mc hope left.; 
But with a rough Hand, to be dAiB^d u^csi^ 

Per. What is't? 

Roni If any Jcnow^ or /whfere ha 1% • ' 

Or which way he is fled, k ish» Wi&$ 
Her withfaiiiBatherl luvefqppvehidsded^ * 
And brought among the reft. 

Per. *Twas wifely order*4 
Go fetch them in, and let my Exemitioners [E»^ R^Mu 
Appear in horror with the R^dc... 

yil. I take it, Stgrttor, . ♦ 

This is no time for you lo flattCTi,; cfttat 
To foQ^tn. <S|^- Thwart wife fniK*, lot's off. 
It is 4]ii&le isot be near 7(0c;tf whenlie 
Begins to. Thunder . jP//. G [E^if. 

: Jip-. IthaLJ»v4jpiercM in»ihe;He«tttsofMeni 
Forced them to lay cq^ca iwlth iiiy ilopks. 

Secrets, wbofe 4eaA tiifGonrery Was JDeaihf 

Will rend, for iMthitt concerns WfrUf^; iiic.frtirtrdfs . . 
Of a weak Woman's Faith., j ' ^ ; • *, -. 

^Enfer Ronveire» ^^^imi^fym^^lftrt'^ifi^ a Rack^ 
Camillo, Briflbnet, Pandulpho, ^i Juliapa. . • 

Tbe>y«J8l|.t that'^pasls b, Tr^ii>r''5 Heai^tic^^us w4^ 
Heavy on thine. Brif. As we are qaiight try rth^y,. 
Fall thou by oth:ers/ /i^. |yih,.peaj B\^\h ywr CuWcs 
Will ne'er-*©^#flEie*v - - 

^0 :^ .:• .^..5^ 
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* yd Now by «jr «rdifefs |ife^ 
father, .fi^jis j& a |^riqua.%g^ of Mtlfthov 
Herear^ gio^ (^ i^rofW^ l|C)a^ ^od iuch Spofibtm 
^s will expqf^vgQOd A€ti^ ^ ID tjie lifr, 
Xet us perform. ^W parts# fXtti ^we flaall liy^ 
When thefe are rotten s. would we izugfat b^in oaoei 
Are you the Maftcr of the Corfepuny i ' "^ 
Troth you are tedious now. 
Fer. She does der^d^me. 
Jul. Thee and chy Power 4 if one poor Syllable 
Could win me an affurance of thy favouri • 
I would not fpeak it, I defire to be ^ . r 

The great Example of thy /cruelty^ 
To whet which on, know Ftrtfid^ I alone 
Can make difcovery where my Vtnkt i^ 
Whole Life I know diou aim*ft at ^ bat if TortiMTS 
Comp«l,i»ej!p1t, may bppe of Hearv'n fbrftke me i^ 
I dare Uhjt jWOtft^ . 
F&, Are we contemn'd J • .» 

Jul Thou art, ' 
. Thou *nd thy Minfters^ my Life is thine \ ' 

But in (10) the death ttie Viftory (hall be mine.* 

Pffid. We h&yefiich a Miftrefs here to tcack usOmrage, 
That Co\;^iuds might leam from her. 

Fer. You aije flow i [She is p^i $n tbe Rack. 

Begin the Scenf^ thou miiferable Fool, 
For (c)2l%nftakedife?t 

JuL ^Tis not in thy reach ; . 

Vm happy in my Sufferings, thou moft wretched. 
Fer. So brave! I'll tame you ycti (ii) pluck harder^ 
Villaiqsii 

{9) -; Properties'] A tcrin much ttfcd ^t the Playhoufes for 

the habits and implements necelTary for the reprefentation ; and they 
Who Jg^(h3,t^ttj( ire ^al^ed PripfrfjtMffi* This feems to have 
arifA 'from $i%t ii^fe of ;hc word Profertj, whicjh fignifies a Blinfd, 
a Tool, a^StdkiOg-fforfe. , 

(lO) -^— tht Death of Fiffory] The for of in this Vcrft is from 
the Ffijo.0f* 11647. The one makes ^nfe, the other confounds it. 

(11; pluek harJ, ^///i?i»j;] The Meafure here as well as 

Seofe call for the Alteration , which both Mr. 7hfp6fiUaind ^y ft]£ 
had lighted oii« a^d which I have thought proper to iiand in the 
Text. ^ 

H 2 Is 
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, 1 

ii6 The D^le Marriage. 

Is (he infenfible f No Sigh nor Groan ? 
Or is (he dead ? JuL No Tyrant, though I iJkt 
More than a Woman^ beyond FJefli and Blood % 
*Tis in a Caufe £> honourably that I fcorn - 
With any fign that may exprds a Sorrow 
To fhew I do repent 

Fer. Confefi yet, and 
Thou Ihalt be lafe, 

Jul. *Tis wrapt up in my Soul, 
Froni whence thou canfl not force it. 

Fer. I Will be 
Ten Days a killing thee; 

Jul. Be twenty thouland. 
My Glory lives the longer. 

Ron. 'Tis a Mirack ! 
She tires the Executioners, and me. 

Fer. Unloofe her, I am conquered, rmuft lake 
Some other way ; reach her my Chair, in hoowr 
Of her invincible Fortitude. 

Ron. Will you not 
Pifpatch the reft? 

Per. When I feem mercifu), 
Afiure thy fclfRonvere^ 1 am moft crud. l4/!de. 

Thou wonder of thy Sex, and of this Natioii, 
That has chang'd my Severity to. Mercy, 
Not to thy felf alpne, but to thy People, 
(In which I do include thefe Men,) my Enemies : 
Unbind them. 

Pand. This is ftrange. 

jRt. For your-lnt^t ,. 
Againft my Life, which you dare not deny, 
I only ask one Service. 

Cam. Above Hope. 

Fer. There rides a Pirate near, the Duke of S^^ 
My Enemy and this Country's, that in Bonds 
Holds my dear Friend Afamio \ free this Friend, 
Or bring the Pirate's H^d \ befides your Pardon, 
And Honour of the Aftion, your Reward 
Is forty thoufand Ducates : And becauie 
I know that Virokt is as bold as wife, . . 

Be 






Be he yOiir General. As pledge of your Faitb, 
'fhat you will undertake it, let this old Man 
And this moil: conftanc Matron ftay with me. 
Of whom, as of my felf, I will be carefiil« 
She (hall dire£l you where her Husband is. 
Make Choice of any Ship you think mc^ uieftil. 
They are rigg*d for you. 

[Exeunt Guards mtb Juliana utd FtnduIphOii 
\S!n^ We with Joy accept it. 

Cam. And will proclaim King Ferrand aierciful. 

\EMiMt. 

Ron. The Myftery of diis, my L^? or are you 
Changed in y(»]r Nature ? - 

Fer. ril make thee privy to it* 
The Lives of thefe weak Men, and defperate . Wonuint 
Would no way h^ve fecur^d me» had I took them i 
^Tis Virilei I aim at ; he has Pow*r, 
And knows to hurt. If they encounter S^^ 
And he prove Conqueror, I am a0ar*d 
They'll fifid no Mercy j if that they prove ViAors, 
I (hall recover, with my Friend^ his liesid 
1 mod de(ire of all Men. 

Ran. Now I hayc jt. 

Per. Vll make thee i)nderftan() the Drift of all^ 
3o we ftanc) iiirey thu3 much for thpfi: that fall. [Exeunt . 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enier Boat/wain and Gunner. 

Boat/. X AY her before the wind ; up with your Canvas^ 
A-' And let her Work ; the Wind begins to whittle: 
Gap fill her Screamers on, and let her dance. 
As if (ht were the Minion of the Oce^n. 
Letcher beftride the Billows 'till they roar, 
4nd curl their wanton Heads. Ho, below there. 
Sailors within. Ho, ho. 

Jl^aatf. Lay her North-Eaft, and thruft her Miflcn out, 

H 3 The 
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The Day^rWis fahriflcHfetW itid the Wlhir*lS&& u^ 

Oh for a lufty Sill ric^y td ^ivfc chafe to, ' 

Gun. A ftobborn BiVk^ ttSac wou'd but Bdtr uj) td m, . 

And change a Btoadfide feravcljr. ' i 

5^^/y; Wher^^s thcD^ke?- - ;, ij 

Gun. r have not feen hiito'ftir to Day, ' * , |j 

fiew// Oh Gunner, ^ '^ ^ ' * ^'' ^ U 

Wfc^Bwt^^ id<»lli-ib life Age, and ti^lwt^ V^our ? 

And to his Friends, what Gentfcrlefi a»id[ BbiW^ ? 

How long have iwlSkck SB**rifoitatit4 stt Sci' Herd? * : 
CrtiK.' Borne fourteen Years, ^ , . .!U . ' 

* This Element ne'er nourifli'd fiich a Piratev ^ 
So great, fo fearlefs, and* ft> fortunate, - ■ •' '^ ^ . 
SofMttterttifthisrWarit^iaAia^fo valiant./ ' ' * . ^ ; ^ 
How ^rtttlly Saifr bi WcfH indnn'ci Ships bcfore^'uli, \ 
As the Boneito does tfie fl/irfg Fnh( ' ;, * / ' ^ ^. 
Have we puP&^d undf&iur'di f hat ^o oiit-^Hp tis. 
They have been ftuiktb^hisng their very SA ires on ? . 
What Gallics have 1sr8 ban^d, and fank, and taken ; ' 
Whofe only I?raughtt were Ftre*, and fE^rn Dfefiaace? 
'And nothing fpoke but Bullets in all thefe. * , 

How like old Neptune have j[ fcen our General 
Standing i^th' Poop, and toffing his Steel Trident, 
Commanding both the Sea and Whids to ferve hitn ? 

Gun. His Daughter too; which is the HonpuivBoaj:- 
Of alt her Sex ; that martial Maid -— - ' pwain. 

Boat/. A brave Wench. 

G«;i. How oftentimes, a Fight being new begun. 
Has (he Icap'd down, and took my Linftock from me. 
And crying, ti&i9 fly (12) right, fir'd all my Chafers? 
Then hke the Image of the warlike Godde&, 
Her Target brac*d upon her Arm, her Sword drawn. 
And Anger in her Eyes, Icap'd up again. 
And bravely hailM the Bark. Pve wondred, Boatfwain, 
That in a Body made fo delicate. 
So foft for fweet Embraces, fo much Fire, 

(f2) right ZTid /r'dalf] The omiffioil of and is authonVd 

by the Copy of 1647, ^^^ M*"- TJbgotaAl had affix'd a d^U to it in 

And 
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And manly Soul, not fbrdng at ft DaAgel^. '^ 
Boatf. hmmtJ^^Hf got h<^ in his mf^ 
Andfaiheprt^ 

Taking fo many Strangers^s he tfeift,' 

He ufes them with th^c {lefpeft and Codih^& > 

NotmakinjKf«Hfei Wtthly boH^ , -^M J-^/i 

Wfilctt^.™flt^^ Want; hbr llttf »i- *«htegf ^- ^ 
But refiteiit^cfc iH)a» fKey may ftdHlO^ih MM c^ ^: ^ i^ 
XqcJ then parts lovingly., WhSas^, tf te ^k^ - - - - 
H& Country ncian,,|hAt fhtnrfd bi tifcarfcft » ^him^' *^ 
Art*fehd iiittift^(te Ir6<n Dat^efi Bfe Aire *Ays «S^t : 
He dfoi^tii or h^s tti Meri, rtifflidfe <ft^*Bark, ' ^ 
Then givet het lip ^ Bohfire to hh-FbrttittC^ flrjr, 

.S^o// The Wro^j^ejb^ recoiv 'dir<^fn that dull Coun- 
(That's all 1 know) have purchasM au Kis Cruelty. 
We fare the better; chcerfy, cheeti^ fiO|S4 ; ^ • ^, 
The Ship^ Mlnf nieffily^' my Oipcam*9.fii^]anQhQ[Uy^^ 
And nothing 4&mi that in him but ft Sda^fight { \ 

I hope to meet a Sail, B(^^ AUda ri^C Ope. : / 

Gun. That's my fiopKtoo^ Tmiie^yifor th« I^ime. 

^^^// Tth* -ftMtrti^me lct*$ beftow^ Song upop hinjj , 
To (hake htm frd»i!bis^1)utnp8^«ifa(ibidfp3ocl £>4y lohim. 
Ho, inlheHdd, .^; .: 






t^ . » ' . ■ - 

Boy. Here,' Iwre. -fl^w// Tpth' Mftm-Top,. ♦ . v; 
Boy, an* thdu kdf/d a Ship dmt dares defie us, _ 
Here's Gold. . ; ^ ^ 

5^. I'm gone; ^ . . .: ) [S^^:S^. 

BotiUf. Cbme, Sib, a ^qaint JLw^(. . {]7>/w»/>. <? t^vct. 
To waken our brave General. Theh -t* Diir Labptjr. . 

Enti)r Duki of Sefle atovCj and hU Daughter Nlartk 

like an Amazon. . 

" ' 1 ^ 
Sejfe, I thahk you, loving Mates, I thank you all ; 

There*s to prolong your Mirth ; and good mcirrow to you. 

Mart.Tzkt this from me, you're honeft,valiant Friends, 
And (iich we muft make much of. Not a Sail ftirring ? 

Ci^n. Not any within ken yet. 

H 4 Boatf. 
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Boaif. Widiout doiib^ ?Udy. 
The Wipd flanding ip fair and tull.upqn 

Wc fliall have Sport anon. But wA^^ C^, , 

Why are you ftifl fo fad ? You take our Edge o^f^ 
You make u$ dull, and fbiridels, 

Sep. V\\ tell ye, ' / , ' 

Becauie r will provoke you to be fortunat(i4 ./ 

For yrhen you know my Caufc, Will double arm yonj, 
This Woman, never knew it yet, my Daughter, 
Some Diftontents fhe has. / - ; 

Mar^» l^ray Sir, go forward. , ^S^ 

S^. Thefe loMrtcen Years, h 3) rire^bred it l^c(^c »t 
Where ihpfiic^ curious Thought could nevq-fin^ it* . 

fleatf. Call pp the MaflEer, and aU th* Mau;^ 

■.- .■V 

Entir Mffier and Smhrs. "- 

Sep. Good Morrow. 

A£S^. Good morrow to our General^ < jpod .011% 
And to that noble L«ly all good WlAes. 

Mart. I thank you Matter. 

Sep. Mark me, thus it is thm % 
Which I did never think to have diibovered. 
'Till full Revenge had wooed me ; but 10 fatisfif 
My fiiithful Friends, thus I caft off my Burthen. 
In that (hort time I was a Courtier, 
And followed that moft hated of all Princes, 
Ferrand^ the full Example of all Miichkfs, 
(CbmpelN to folbw to my Soul a Stranger,) 
It was my Chance one Day to play at Che& 
For feme few Crowns, with a Minion of this King, 
A mean poor Man, that only lerv'd his Pieafuurs } 
Removing of a Rook, we grew to Words 1 
From this to hotter Angpr : To be Ihort, 
J got a Blow. 
Mart. How, how, my noble Father ! 

( I ^) ■ ■ . ., . lbanfifi%rtd it here at Sea, 2 Thus the 0£lavo, aad 
it may be right ; the Edition of 1647 give^ it thus^ 

rn/g flared here at Sea, 
I conje&ure we ihouki read with a fmali addition, ftemoed. So .a 
little lower theMafttf fi^vs* Down 'with Var, flow Vj» in. 

Sep. 



.-^« 4B|qj^^.ay Cirl/wbw* I had fooii ftf^ii^i^ 
Anoiunk'the Slave for ever, had not odds 
Thruft in *cwixt us. ' I wcnt^way di^irac'd-^-p-* 

Mart. Fpi: Hpnoqrs (akc npf fo^ Sir, 

Siffi. JFqr th^ tiipc» Wench; 
But call'3 iipon hirn, Ijl^e 9 Gepttemw, 
By 9E^u)yj)r^e Fi^^ds ; knockt ac his Valour^ 
Courted ms Honour hourly to repair me ; 
And though he Wiprf a thing my Thoughts made fli^t oQ| 
And only worth the Fury of my Fopmuib 
Scitl I piurlu'd him 09bly ^ ■ i ' ;^» , . 

JJ&rA Di^ he •fcape you ? 
My old brave Fa|ji,c;r». could you fit down (b coldly ? 

SM. Have Paticncef and know all, Purfu'd him fairly^ 
'Tilll was laughed 9f^ Ipora'd, my Wrongs made May* 

gsimes. 
By him unjuftly wrongM, (14) flioqld be all /ufticc ; 
The SJavc ftfxg^ed 1 vet at length I found him, ^ r 
Found him, when he fuppos'd aH had been buried. 
And what I had recpiv^d, durft not be queftion'd i 
And then he fell, under my 3 word ^e fell. 
For ever funk ; his poor Life, Kke the Air, 
Blown in an empty. Bubble, burft, and left him. 
No noble Wind of Memory to raife him. 
But then began my Mifery, I fled. 
The King's Frowns following, and my Friends Defpair ; 
No Hand that durft relieve ; my Country fearful, 
Bafely and weakly fearful of a Tyrant, 
Which made his bad Will worfe, flood ftill and wondred. 
Their Virtues bed-rid in 'em ; then my Girl, 
A little one, I fnatch'd thee from thy Nurfe, 
The Model of tliy Father's Mifcries, 
And fome fmall Wealth as fit for prefent Carriage, 
And got to Sea, where I profeft my Anger, 
And will do, whilft that bafe ungrateful Councry, 

(1^) Jbou^d hi all Jufiice\] Mr. Theohald here has an 

ingenious reading, which he woaM have inferred in (his pace, *viz. 

Sbw/d by all Juftice. 
J have not howerer ventured to diiturb the Text, as I apprehend 
tjie prcfenc reading is good Senfe withoat any Corredliva at all. 

And 
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AndifMb^ Rii^i &a<4^ilk)od otMeamttf (|tipi^W 
Nowycknow all. ^ - : - . : -A 

Mqfi. We ktt«jr ftlFi anicf idfhfrc dt; - ' ' ' ^ - * 
Go on, and do all ftUl, iand ftill be fortuliate. 

Jkfor/. Had you done lefs, or loft this tibhlt An^i 
You had been worthy tften. Men* empcy Pifies, * - 

And noc their 'Wondci^s; Go on, ami ttftVouf Jiftke,* 
And ufe it ftil^ #}«h that fell Violtftce, ■' - O 

ft firll-appeattd to fou ) if you do Id"^, -*^ 

(15) Ortakeidotrng-Marcy t(^P^teaiflfii '-i^ 

Th' Honour of a Father 1 difclaiih inyd^i/^- \ 
Call back all Duty 3 and will be prooder of 
Th' infamous and bafe Nanf^ 6f a>WhO!te, 
•Than Daughter to a great Duke aiftd i Cowanf. : 
^ . S^Jff. Mine' own i^^tM4hiit^ ab; tl^ * Ihbv^'^ Sy 
It cannot, muft not be, [N^urc, 

Mart. I hope it flian- t^t ^ ^ . \ ^ 

But why. Sir, do you keep alivi ftiM, y0tihj^ • 

IVloft tJeloved ohe, you todk two Mdnthi agb? 
Why is not he flung over Board, ot* hani'd ^ 

^^/^. ni teir thee, <Srl. 
It were a Mercy in my Nature now,. 
So foon to (16) break the Thread of h« Affliftwrni i 
1 am not fo far recondl'd yet to him. 
To let him die ; that were a Benefit. 
Befides, 1 keep him as a Bait and Diet; • 
To -draw on more, and nearer to the King j 
I look each Hour to hear of his Armados; 
And a hot Welcome they fhall have. 

AUi-t. But hark you ? 
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{is) Or iah a dyatiftg Mercy] I cotiM Viot, afi*r elie too* qi«« 
re Deliberation upon this Paffage,* thhJc it was right, but tma- 
gin*(i that dating was the word the Senfe required ; and, upon con- 
lulting the Edition of 1647, found the Text fland fo. 

(16) break the Bid of his AffliaionsJi ] Here is another 

{Irangc Corruption, which runs thro* the Copies both ar.cient and 
niodtrn ; I hope I have reftored the Text to its original Puritf by 
reading Thread, which carries a congruous Senfe along with it, and 
(o evident, tiiat I need not jaraphraie the Paffage, to make it more 
plain/ 

■If 



If you were ovcr-fwajr^d'tt^fr dddk-^^ 

Seffe. I find you: 
I would QOt yield ; no Girl, no hoftoi yldding. 
Nor ting tn/filfrorie' fidutinto their Mercies, 
And give the Tyrant Hope to gaih his Kingdom. 
No. I qin fink. Wench, and fnafeeihlft to die; 
A thi^ilhd boors are open, i Ihkli ftftonb. . 
I'm no Niggard of my Life, fo it go nobly 5 ' 
All Ways, are equal, andallttdurs, I cafe pot: : 

Marf. Now you fpiak llkft ttiy fathen 

Maji. Nciblc General, 
If by our mtfatts tli^ irititrit bught but bang;?. 
The m^rcy of the IVEtift-j^ard light uphusi 
No. We.ciah fihk to^, Sit^ aAd (ijr) link lo*^ ctaoqgh, * 
T6pbfe^t^drd^uehfest6*fdlIo\^uS: '' 
Am h6 that thinks of lifk if th^ Wdrld go tliaf ^ay, * *^ 
A thoufatid Cowards Mk Kis BoneS, ' 

Gun. Let th' ^brft icomfc, 
I can iihbtecch S Cahnori, ' 'and Without much help 
Turn her into the Keel 2 and when Ih'as fplit it. 
Every Man knows his way, hi^ own trayers. 
And fo good Night, I think. 

Mq^. WeVe n^^d all v^th you. 
And will die with you, General. 

Seffe. I thank yOu, Gentlemen, 

JBoya^dve. A Sail, a Sail. 

Miiji. A cheafful feuhd. 

Boy. ASiil. 

Boaff. Of whence? of whence, Boy? 

Bey. Alufty Sail. 

MaH. Look right, and look again. 

Boy, She plows the Sea before her. 
And fomes i*th' Mouth. 

Boat/. Of whence.^ 

Soy. I ken not yet, Sir. 

Sejfel Oh, may fhc prove of Naples ! 

Mafi. Prove the Devil, 



^17) ,,^-^ and Jink low /««ii^^] Wc might very well fparc this 
htterJifjL and hurt nothing eiUier in the ^cnic 01 Qi^nticy of chis 
Vefft. 

Well 
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f 24 '^^ 'Potdd^ iiarriag&. 

W^U fpit out fire as thick as fl?^ 

Boy^ Hoy, 

Maft, Brave Boy. « ^ 

Boy: Gi Naples^ Naples^ J think of iWij^i Maft«. 
Mcthinks I fee the Arm^ 

Maft. Up, up another, " . 

And give more certain figns. \fi^i Smfor. 

Seffe. All to your buGnefe, 
And ftand but right and true— * / 

Boatf. Hang him that halts nov7. 

Boy. Sh'as us in chafe. ' 

Maft. Wf Ml fpjire her our main Top-fail, 
She (hail not look us Ipng, we are no Starters. 
Down with the Fore^faul too, wc*U fpoon before her/ 

Mart. Gunner, good noble Gunner, for my Honour 
Load me but thefe two Minions (i 8) in the Chafe there ^ 
And load *em right, that they may bid fair welcome. 
And be thine Eye, and Level, as thy Heart is. < 

Gun. Madam, Til fcratch *em out, I'll pi(s 'em out elfe^ 

Sail, ahove. Hp. 

Sejife. bfwhencpnow? 

Sail. Of Naples^ Naples^ Nc^tes. 
I fee her Top- Flag, hovy flie , quarters iVJipiiw. 
1 hear her Trumpets. 

Sejfe. Down, flic's welcome to us. 

[Exemt Maft. Boatf. Gun. Sail 
Every, Man to his Charge, Man her i'th' Bow well, 
(19) And place your Rakers right. Daughter, heiparing. 

('18) in the Ch^pe] The Ch»pc of a'Sword is no News, but 

I iancy that of a Ship will be fo to every curious Reader. Cbaf^ 
is applicable either to the Prow or Stern of p. Ship^ and *tis no 
matter in which of thefe Acceptations we underftand it here. 

{ 19) And flact your Rakers right, ^ And a little lower^the Mafter ftys* 

clap in hir Siern^ and ^#i# Viw.] Jf Rakers is the pri? 

mitive Word, Teke 'em I can't think to be right, nay eyen fappo- 
iing Rakers wrong, Toke, I*m afraid will Aand no Chance to r&r 
main in the Text. .What I imagine the true reading in both placet 
is this, 

Jnd place your ^Tktn righi. And then, 
— - clap in her Siern^ and rake '#«.] In the Sea Phrtfe, 
to rake is to fire the Cannoa into the Stern <A the Enemy*$ Ship, 
and (o ihoOl thro* the whole Length of her. 

Mart. 
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1[he vome Matriagf. ' ii^ 

Mart. I fwear 1^11 be above, Sr, in the thickefl^ 
And where moft danger is, ril feek for Honour. 
They have begun, hark how their Trumpets call us. 
Hark how the wide^moutVdGmnon^ fing amongft us } 
Hark how they fait ; out of oiir Shells for fliame, Sirs. 

Seffe. Now Fortune and my Caufe. 

Mart. Be bold and conquer. [Exeunt. 

[charge Jrumpets aniJbQt witbm* 

Enter M^fitr and BoatftKfcia. ^ 

Mefi. They'll board us once again, theyVe tuff and 
valiant. [thers^ 

Boe^f. Twice we have bbwn *cm into th* Air UkrFea* 
And made 'em Dance. 

.4 

Mefi. Good Boys, fight bravely, manly. 
Tbey come on yet, clap in her (tern, and yoke 'em« 

Enter Gwtner. 

Gun. (2o) You (hould not need, I have Provifion for 'em ^ 
Let 'em board once again, the next is ours. 
Soind bravely to your Pikes, away, be vaUant : 
I have a fecond courfe of Service for 'cm. 
Shall make the Bowels of theif Qark ake. Boy. 
The Duke fights like a Dragon. Who dares be idle? [Ex^ 

[Qbarge Trumpets^ Pieces go of. 

Enter Mafter^ Boatjwain foUowing. 

Mufi. Down widi *em, (low 'em in. 

Jo^ Cut their Throats, 'tis Brotherhood to Sing 
'cm into tb' &a» ^ 
The Duke is hurt, fo is his lovely Dau^tcr Martia. 
We have the day yet. 

JEnfer Gun^r. 

Gun. Pox fire 'cm, they have fmoak'd us, ne*er fuch 

Tlums yet flew. [holes, 

Boatf. They've leot the Ship, and bor'd a hundred 

{20} Tou Jhoi^d not nifi^ Tho' fimld and /»all^ which is the 
word 1 tkink the Context ot this pkce requires, be nothing alike i 
yet I caii*c help thinking bat it was the fleets ExpreiiiQn. 

She 
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She f^oi^OiiJl jl^ililv. M^fi. She ipifide fi i>iyivf j^t^ 
And fti? ii^jl bq m^4% ^ ca^kie a braver ysL, 
qfin. Pr^g us (proe Can§^i»p^ Tpi a^ hot as %. 

£«/#>* 5^ «f/r^ ^ir^ C^s, ■ 

" 5^^// I am fure I am none o*thc coolcft. ' 

Gw. MyCannons rung like Bdls. Hcrc?sto piyMiftrcls; | 

The daiaty f^t bra6 Minion fpKt their Fore-maft, ^ 

She never faH'd. Maji. Yc did all well and truJy, 

Like faithful hftocft M^n. Bo^tf JRul h flje rich, Matter? 

Enter Seffe, Martia, Virolct, and Smktj^, 

Ma/i. Rich for my CapTttnV porpofe howfeevw". 
And we are his. How bravely now iic lliowsy 

Heated in Blood and Anger t how do you. Sir f 

Not wounded mortally, I hope ? SfffSt, No, Mat^^ 

But only wear the Livery of fury. ^ 

(21) I am hurt, and deep. 

Ma^. My Miftrefi too ? 

J^ri. A fcratch Man, 
(21) My Ne^le wqpid ha* done a» much; Go^ Sir, 
Be provident and carefiil. 

Seffe. Prithee, peace. Girl ; 
This Wound is not the Hrtt Blood i have Wiiffit in t 
Ye fought aU like tall Men, my thanks among ye, 
Thatfpe^s not what my Purfc means,, b^t my Tongue, 

Soldiers. 
Now, Sir, to you that fought,me out, that faund mi. 
That found me what I amy the Tyrant's Tyrant 1^ \ 
You that were imp'd, the weak arm to Jiis folly. 
You're welcome to your Death. 

Fir. I doexpeft it, . 

(zi) i am hurt and deep."} Mr. Tieetiald would read hcre^ 

Tm iiurt not deep. 
But I am afraid it will not be true j for if it was, why ^i^ouM- iht 
Surgeons fay to him a little lower, 

Tom grow Jo angmy^ Sirfj/aMf JKttOul got^ ^aek^uard^ 
*Tis only fuppofing him to fpcak alide, and the Line is good. 
{zz) My iftedle tmit d have donei as math good. Sir, 

Bepromidtnt.'] The AUeration in iht pointing 1 End Kf. Tho0* 
hold had jnade be&te joie. 

And 
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Apd thorefom lie^ no coinplimeiit, but vmi it. 

Seffi. Thoa! ttUr^ the Ea^ ooce of a iNobk Qefulcftitii, 
Jfauik^'^^in ttheficftiile.o^ 
By erery .ho|vtfoi £f)im» flievBedaad poiatrd. 
Thy Country's Love } oneth^it adimoc'd har Hoikmit^ 
Not tainted with the bale and &rvi)e ufes 
The Tyrant tyes Mens Souls too. Tell mc f^neUi^ 
If fh^me have not forfdok ihst, VMth thy credit ^r^ 

J^» No fooit of thefe ]flacks; what I am, I anu 
I JhcfK pot to go free with poor Confellions 5 
Nor if 1 ihew ill, will I fcem a Monfter, 
By making my Mind Prifoncr 5 do your worft. 
W hen I came out ta d^l with yoH) I cad it 1 
Only thofe bafe iafli&iQfis fit for Slaves, 
Bccaufc I am a G^tlemw > i * ■■ >■. 

SeJJe. Thw'rtfK)n^. 
Thpu waft while thpu ftpodft good, thouV t ikw a Villain, 
And Agent for the Devil. 

Fir. That Tongue lies. 
Give me my Sword again, and fland all armM ; 
ril prove it on ye all^ I am a Qcjwkman, 
A M^n «s fdif m Honour 5 -^—- rai« your Prifoncris? 
How poor and like a Pedagogue i.c (hews i 
How far from Noblw<efs ? 'tis fair, yw may kill*$ ; 
^;ie dafanici your Vi^ry with feul Language,-.*'-^— 

.;P^JB. Gojiqghinfi oiw-bpardj, J'ii teach you. Sirrah— 

Vir* You ca^'t teach nie to die. Icould kill you now 
With patience, in dcfpifing ail yowr cruelties. 
And ^ake ydu choak wiih apg^r. 

Siffi. Away liij. . 

Marl. Stay, Sir, h*as giv'n y^ou fuch bold Language, 
1 am not rcconcil'd t' him yet, ^nd chciTtforc 
He Ihall not have his wifh obffrv*d lx> nearly. 
To die when hfi pleafe 5 I bef^ech yow ftay, Sir. 

SeJJe. Do with him what thou wilt. 

Marl. Carry him to th* Bilbdes, 
And clap him faft there, with the Prince. 

;ir. Do, Lady, 
For any Death you giv?, Tn^bpund to blefs you. 

, [^Exium^V ir. and Sailors. 

Mart. 



128 the l^okhk Mdrrk^i. - ] 

Mori. Vf6v9 to your Cabin, Sir ; pr^y lean upon tiitf^ ^ 
And take your teft, the Surgeons wait all for you. 

j'^.Thou mak'ft me blufh to (ee thte bdar thy FortuneiTi I 
Why^ Jur6 I have no hurt^ I have not fbugtfc (iire ? \ 

Mcfi. You bleed apacet Sin 

Mart. Ye grow cold toa 

^^r« I iliuft be rurd4 no leanings 
My deepeft Wounds fcord Crutches. 

AlU A brave General. \FlouriJh trumpets^ CDnkti. 

Enter ivoo Sailors. 

1 Sail Will they hot moofe her ? 

2 Sail. Not 'till we come td th* Fortj 
iThis is too weak a place for our defences. 

The Carpenters are hard at work ; (he fwims Welti 
And itiay hold out another fight. The Ship we took 
Burns there, to give us light. ^ 

. I Sail. She made a brave fight. 
2 SmU She put us all in fear. 

1 Sail. Bcfhrew my Heart did (he. 

Hek* Men are gone to Candy ^ they are peppei-'d^ 
All but this Prifoner. 

2 SmU Sure he*s a brave ]f ellow. 

1 Sail' A ftubborn Knave^but we have pull*d his bravery. 

[_He difcGvers Vitolet and Afcanio in the Bt&oes. 
Look how he looks now : come^ lei's go fcfve his Diet, 
Which is but Bread and Watcn 

2 5tf/7. .He'll grow fat on'ti [Exeunt Sdihrs. 
Afca. I muft confcfs I have endur'd much mifery^ 

£'en almoft to the ruin of my Spirit, 
But ten times more grows my amidioni 
To find my Friend here. 

Vir. Had we {%%) ferv*d our Country/ 

(23) ' " ferm^d our Country ^ 

Or Hone files !l This Sentence fcem3 to be jii Allafion to 
the Dying Speech ol Cardinal Wolfey^ and to make it fuUy fo I 
^imdgice we ihouM write chus» 

•'-•^ ftr^^d otr Country^ 

As Honeilly as 'wn ha've done, ttz. 

Or 
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Or If onefties, as we have fcrv*d our Follies, 
We had not been here now. 
^jifca. *Tis too true, Virolet, 

Fir. And yet my end in venturing for your fafety. 
Pointed at more than Ferrand\ Will, a bafe one; 
Some fervice for mine own, fome for my Nation, 
Some for my Friend ; but I am rightly paid. 
That durft adventure fuch a noble Office, ' 
From the moft treacherous command of mifchicf ; 
You know him now ? 

Afca. And when I nearer knew him. 
Then when I waited, Hcav'n be witnefs with me, ^ 
(And if I lie my Miferies ftill load me) 
With . what Tears I have wooed him, with what 

Prayers, 
What weight of Reafons I have laid, what dangers ; 
(Then, when the Peoples curfes flew like ftorms. 
And every Tongue was whetted to defame him,) 
To leave his Doubts, his Tyrannies, his Slaughters, 
His fell Oppreflions : f know I was hated too. 

Fir. And all Mankind that knew him ; thefe Con- 
feflions 
Do no good to the World, to Heav*n they may. 
Let's ftudy to die well, we've liv*d like Coxcombs. 

jifca. That my misfortune, fliould lofe you too, 

Vir. Yes; 
And not only me, but many more, and better : 
For my life, 'tis not this ; or might I fave ydurs. 
And Ibme braviC Friends I have engag*d, let me go 5 
It were the meritorious Death I wifli for. 
But we muft hang or drown like Whelps. 

Afca. No Remedy. 

Vir. On my part I expeft none. I know th* Man, 
And know he has been nettled to the quipk too, 
1 know his Nature. 

Afca. A moft cruel Nature. 

Vir. His Wrongs have bred him up. I cannot 
blame him. 

Afca. He has a Daughter too, the greateft fcorner. 
And moft infulter upon Mifery. 

Vol. VIL I Vir. 
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Vir. For thofe, they're Toys (24) to laugh 9Xy poC 
to load Men : 
A Woman's Mirth or Anger, like a Meteor, 
Glides and is gone, and leaves no crack behind it; 
Our Mifcrics would feem like Matters to us. 
And fhake our manly Spirits into Fcavers, 
If we refpeded thofe; the more they glory. 
And raife infulting Trophies on our Ruins, 
The more our Virtues mine in patience. 
Sweet Prince, the name of Death was never terrible 
To him that knew to live ; nor the bud Torrent 
Of all Afflidions, finging as they fwim, 
A Gall of Heart, but to a guilty Confcience . 
Whilft we ftand fair, though by a two-edg'd Storm 
We find untimely falls, like early Rofcs, 
Bent to the Earth, we bear our Native Sweetnefi. 

Afca. Good Sir, go on. 

Vir. When we are little Children, 
And cry and fret for every Toy comes croft us ; 
How fweetly do we (hew, when Sleep fteals on us ? 
When we grow great, (25) but our Affedtion greater. 
And ftruggle with this ftubborn twin, born with us ; 
And tug and pull, yet ftill we find a Giant : 
Had we not then the privilege to fleep, 
Our everlafting Sleep, he'd make us Idiots ; 
The Memory and Monuments of good Men 
Are more than lives, and tho* their Tombs want TonguesJ 
Yet have they Eyes that daily fweat their loffes. 
And fuch a Tear from ftone no time can value. 
To die both young and good, are Nature's curfes. 
As the World fays; ask Truth, they're bounteous Bleffings: 
For then we reach at Heav'n, in our full Virtues, 
And fix our felves new Stars, crovvn'd with our goodncfs. 

(24) - — » To lauzb at, not to lead Men : ] Here again Mr. Thio* 
hald was beforehand with me, and reads load in his Margin, which 
is undoubtedly the right word. So Afcanio a little above fays. 

And if I lie, my Mi feries ftill load mt, 

(25) -^ but our AJfedions greater,] AffeSiony as I read. Of 

Paftion, is the ftubborn fwin born <witb us, which nvou'd make us 
Idiots, if we gave way to it, rather than free ourfelves from its Tyr 
ranny by the Sleep of Death. Mr. Seward. 

jffca. 
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jifca. You've double arm'd me. 
(26) Hark, what noife is this? 

{^Strange Mufick within^ Hobpys. 
What horrid noife is the Sea pleas'd to fing ! 
A hideous Dirge to our deliverance ? 

yir. Stand faft now. 

\lVithin ftrange Cries ^ horrid Noife^ Trumpets. 

Afca, I am fixt. 

Vir, We fear ye nor. 
Let Death appear in all (hapes, we fmile on him. 

EfUer Martia. 

Afca. The Lady now. 

Vir. The Face o'th* Mask is altered. 

Afca. What will fhe do ? 

Vir. Do what (he can, I care not. 

jIfca. She looks on you, Sir. 

Vir. Rather (he looks through me. 
But yet Ihe ftirs me not. 

Mart, Poor wretched Slaves, 
Why do you live ? or if ye hope for Mercy, 
Why do not you howl out, and fill the Hold 
With lamentations, cries, and bafe fubmiflions. 
Worthy our fcorn } 

Vir. Madam, you are miftaken. 
We are no Slaves to you, but to blind Fortune 1 
And if (he had her Eyes, and durft be certain. 
Certain our Friend, I would not bow unto her ; 
I would not cry, nor ask fo bafe a Mercy : 
If you (ee any thing in oqr Appearance, 
Worthy your Sexes (bftnefs and your own glory, 

(26) Harhy lohat noife is this ? 

JVhat horrid noife is the Sea pleased to fing, 
^ An hideous Dirge to our Deliverance ^ ] 1? the Reader can 
pafs over Afcanio\ asking one Queftion, and anfwering himfclf which 
another, he has his Liberty i but I rather imagine, that by Mil- 
take what was Virolet\ Part has been given to Jfcanio^ and think 
the Speeches (houM be feparated thus, 

Afc. Hark ! 'what noife is this f 

What horrid noife is the Sea pleas* d to fing ? 
Vir. An hideous Dirge to our Delinfermnce, " • . 

I ft - Do 
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Do it for that, and let that good reward it: 
We cannot beg. 

Marl. Vl\ make you beg and bow too. 

Fir. Madam, for what ? 

Marl. For Life ; and when you hope it. 
Then will I laugh and triumph on your Bafene(s. 

jffca. Madam, *tis true, there may be fuch a favour, 
And we may ask it too, ask it with Honour; 
And thank you for that favour, nobly thank you. 
Though it be Death ; but when we beg a bale Life, 
And beg it of your fcorn 

Fir. You're cozen'd. Woman, 
Your handfomnefs may do much, but not this way ; 
But for your glorious hate ' 

Mart. Are ye fo ftubborn ? 
S'Death, I will make you bow. 

Fir. *T muft b* in your Bed tfien ; 
There you may work me to humility. 

Marl. Why, I can kill thee. 

Fir. If you do it handlbmly. 
It may be I can thank you, elfe < 

Marl. So glorious? 

ylfca. Her Cruelty now works. 

Marl. Yet woot thou ? 

Fir. No. 

Marl. Wilt thou for Life fake ? 

Fir. No, 1 know your fubtilty. 

Marl. For Honour fake ? 

Fir. I will not be a Pageant; 
My Mind was ever firm, and fo I'll lofe it. 

Aldrl. 1*11 ftarve thee to it. • 

Fir. ril ftarve my felf, and crofs it. 

Marl. I'll lay thee on fuch miferies — -^^^ — • 

Fir. ril wear *em. 
And with that wantonnefs, you do your Bracelets. 

Marl. Pll be a Month a killing thee. 

Fir. Poor Lady, 
Pll be a Month a dying then ; what's that f 
There's many a Calenture out-does your cruelty. 



Marl. 
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Mart. How might I do in killing of his Body, 
To fave his noble Mind ? Who waits there ? 

Enter a Sailor with a rich Cap and Mantle. 

Sail, Madam. [you; 

Mart. Unbolt this Man, and leave thofe things behind 
And fo away : Now put *em on. [£x// Sailor. 

Vir. To what end ? 

Mart. To my End, to my Will. 

Vir. I will. 

Mart. I thank you. ' 

Vir. Nay, now you thank me, Pll do more. Pll tell ye, 
I am a Servant to your courtefie. 
And fo fai^will be woo'd ; but if this Triumph 
Be only aim*d to make your Mifchief glorious, 
Lady, you've put a richer Shroud upon me. 
Which my ftrong Mind fhall fufFer in. 

Mart. Come hither. 
And all thy Bravery put into thy Carriage, 
For ril admire thee. 

Vir. Whither will this Woman? 

Afca. Take heed, my Friend. 

Mart. Look, as thou fcorn'dft my Cruelty, 
I know thou doft. 

Vir. I never fear'd nor flattered. [ricd. 

Mart. No, if thou hadft, thou'dft died, and I had glo- 
I fufFer now, and thou which art my Prifoner, 
Haft nobly won the free Power to dcfpife me. 
I love thee, and admire thee for thy Noblenefe ; 
And, for thy manly Sufferance, am thy Servant. 

Vir. Good Lady, mock me not. 

Mart. By Heav*n I love thee ; 
And by the Soul of Love, am one piece with thee : 
Thy Mind, thy Mind ! thy brave, thy manly Mind, 
That like a Rock, ftands all the ftorms of Fortune, 
And beats 'em roaring back, they cannot reach thee: 
That lovely Mind I doat on, not the Body 5 
That Mind has rob'd me of my Liberty 5 
That Mind has darkened 'all my Bravery, 
And into poor defpis'd things turn'd my Angers. 

I 3 Receive 
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Receive me to your Love, Sir, and inftrpdl oic 5 
Receive me to your Bed, and marry me j 
rU wait upon you, blefs the hour 1 knew you. 

Fir. Is this a new way? ^ 

Mart. If you doubt my Faith, 
Firft take your liberty j I'll make it perfedt, 
Or any thing within my power. 

Vir. I love you. 
But how to recompence your Love with Maitiage ? 
Alas, I have a Wife. 

Mart. Dearer than I am ? 
That willad venture fo much for your fafety ? 
Forget her Father's Wrongs, quit her own Honour, 
Pull on her, for a Stranger's fake, all curfes ? 
, Fir. Shall this Prince have his freedom too ? Elfe all 
I love is gone, all my Friends perifli. Marf. He fhall. 

Fer. What fhall I do i 

Mart. If thou defpife my courtefie, 
When I am dead, for grief I am forfaken. 
And no foft Hand left to aflwage your Sorrows ; 
Too late, but too true, curfe your own cruelties. 

Jfca. Be wife ; if fhe be true ; no thread is left clfe. 
To guide us from this Labyrinth of mifchief 1 
Nor no way for our Friends. 

Vir. Thus then I take you, 
I bind ye to my Life, my Love. 

Mart. I take you. 
And with the like Bond tye my.Heart your Servant \ 
We're now almoft at Harbour, within -this hour. 
In the dead Watch, I'll have the Long-boat ready. 
And when I give the word, be fure you enter, 
I'll fee ye furnifh'd both immediately, [you \ 

(i-j) And like your felres; fome trufty Man fliall wail 
The watch 1*11 make my own -, only my Love 
Requires a ftronger Vow, which I'll adminifter 
Before we go. 

Vir. I'll cake it to confirmi you. 

Mart. Go in, there are the Keys, unlock his^ Fetters, 
-\ 

(27) And like your felf \'\ The Grammar of this PaiTage requires a 
Chjange of Numbers to keep Martia f.om uttering Nonienfe. 

- And 
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I And arm ye m^ly both ; PU be with you prefcntly ; 
I And fo this loving Kifs. 

jifca. Be conftant, Lady. [Exeunt. 

^ Enter the Duke of Sefie, by fhrb ligi/^ Ma^ 

and Surgeon with bim. 

Surg. You grow fo angry, Sir, your Wound goes 
backwai'd. 

Sejfe. I*m angry at the time, at none of you. 
That fends but one poor Subjeft for Revenge 5 
I would have all the Court, and all the Viiiany, 
(28) Was ever pradis'd under that foul Tyrant 
Ferrandy and all to quench my Wrath. 

Maft, Be patient. 
Your Grace may find occafion every Hour 
(For certain they'll feek you) to fatisfie. 
And to the full, your Anger. 

SeJlfe. *Death they dare not : 
They know that I command Death, feed his Hunger, 
And when I let him loof e - 

Surg. You'll never heal, Sir, 
If thefe extreams dwell in you ; you are old. 
And burn your Spirits out with this wild Anger. 

Sejfe. Thou lied, I am not old, I am as lufty 
And full of manly heat as them, or thou art ' " ' -* 

Maji, No more of that. 

SeJfe. And dare feek out a Danger 5 
And hold him at the Sword's Point, when thou tremblefl: 
And creep'ft into thy Box of Salves to fave thee. 
Oh Matter, I hurt had a dreadful Dream to Night ! 
MethougKt th' Ship was all on Fire,and my lov'd Daughter 
To fave her Life, leapt into th' Sea 5 where fuddenly 
A Stranger fnatcht her up, 2^nd fwam away with her. 

Maft. 'Twas but the heat o'th' Fight, Sir. 

[Boatfwain within^ and Sailor. 

Boatf. Look out, what's that? 

Sail. The Long-boat, as I live. 

(28) Was ever fraSii'd under that foul Per rand 
^yranf.'l Thefe two laft Word$^ have changed their places; wc 
muft read z& I havealtCiM the place. 

I 4 ^ ^ Boatf. 
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Bmtf, (29) Ho, there i*thV Long-boat, 

(30) Seffe. What Noife is that! [Hey. 

I hear Sir , [Exit Mqfter. 

Boatf. The Devil or his Dam ; Hail her again Boys. 

SaiL The Long-boat, ho, the Long-boat. 

Seffe. Why, the Long-boat ? » 

Where is the Long boat? 

Boatf. She is ftol'n off. 

Enkr Mafter. 

Sep. Whoftoleher? 
Oh my prophetick Soul ! 

Mafi. Your Daughter's gone. Sir : 
The Prifoners and fix Sailors, Rogues ! 

Sejfe. Mifchief, fix thoufand Plagues fail with 'em. 
They're in her yet, malce out. 

Mqft. We ha* ne'er a Boat. 

Enter Gunner. 

Gun. Who knew of this Trick ? 

SeJfe. Weigh Anchors and away. 

3oat/. We ha* no Wind, Sir, 
They'll beat us with their Oars. 

Seffe. Then fink 'em Gunner, 
Oh fink 'em, fink 'em, fink 'cm, claw 'em Gunner 5 
As ever thou haft lov'd me. 

Gun. IMl do reaibn. 
But . ril be hang'd before I hurt the Lady. {Exit Gun. 

(29) Boatf. Ho, there Pth^ Leng-hoat,'\ The Edition of 
i647> ^^ xsoAt SL Stage Diredion of what might poffibly have been 
the Text it fclfonce. 

She claps on all her Oars, 
To which I wouM prefix the Sailor, who anfwers the Boatfwain a 
Speech as before, then the whole will run thu8» 

Boatf. Look out, nvhat^s that ? 

Sail, ^he Long boat, as I live i 

Boatf. Ho, there Pth* Long- boat. 

Sail. She claps on all her Oars* 

{30) Seffe. What Noife is that ! 

I hear Sir ] So the Other Copies ; the Text 

is horn the oldeft Folio. 

Sep. 
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Sejfe. Who knew of this ? {A Piece cr two go of. 

Mafiy We ftand all clear. 

SeJfe. What Devil 
Put this bafe trick into her Tail ? My Daughter, 
And run away with Rogues ! I hope (he's funk, 

{A Piece or two go eff. 
Or torn to Pieces with the Shot. Rots find her. 
The Leprofie of Whore ftick ever to her, ^ 
Oh (he has ruinM my Revenge. 

Enter Gunner. 

Gun. She's gone. Sir. 
I cannot reach her with my Shot* 

SeJfe. Rife Winds, 
Blow till ye burft the Air, and fwell the Seas, 
That they may (ink the Stars, Oh dance her, dance her i 
She's impudently Wanton, dance her, dance her. 
Mount her upon your Surges, cool her, cool her j 
She runs hot like a Whore, cool her, cool her ; 
Oh now a (hot (31) to fink her, come cut Cables, 
I will away •, and where (he (ets her Foot, 
Although it be in Ferrand^s Court, I'll follow her. 
And fuch a Father's Vengeance fliaJl (be liiffer — 
Pare any Man ftand by me ? 

Af#. All, all. 

Boat/. All, Sir. 

Gun. And the fame Cup you tafte ■ 

Sejp. Cut Cables then ; 
For 1 fliall never fleep, nor know what Peace is, 
'Till I have pluckt her Heart out. 
AH o'main there. [Witbin. Exeunt. 

(31) To fink her: Cut Cables,'] The Folio of 1647 gives the troo 
reading. 
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ACT ni, SCENE I. . 

SmUt Fenand, Ronvere, Caftruccio, Villio, and Guard. ■ 

Ron. V O U are too gentle. Sir. [Flourijh Cornets. 

-*" Fef. You are too careleis : 
The Creatures I have made, no way regard me; 
Why fhould I give you Names, Titles of Honour, 
Rob Families to fill your private Houfcs > 
For your Advancement draw all Curfes on me, 
Wake tedious Winter Nights, to make them happy 
That for me break no flurober ? 

Ron. What we can, 
We dare do. 

Fer. Why's your Sovereign's Life then 
(In which you live, and in whofe Fall your Honours, 
Your Wealth, your Pomp, your Pride, and all muft fuffcr) 
No better guarded? Oh my cruel Stars, 
That mark'd me out a King, raifmg me on 
Thi^ Pinack of Grcatntefs, only to be 
The nearer blading ! 

ViL What think you now, Cqfiruccio ? 
Is not this a merry Life ? 

Cajl. Still thou art cozen*d y 
It is a glorious royal Difcontentoient ; 
How bravely it becomes him ! 

Fer. To be made 
The common Butt, for every Slave to (hoot at; 
No peace, no reft I take, but their Alarms v 
Beat at my Heart j why do I live, or feek then. 
To add a Day more to thefe glorious Troubles ? - 
Or to what end, when all I can arrive at. 
Is but the fumming up of Fears and Sorrows ? 
What Power has my Command, when from my Bofom 
jljcamoj my moft dear and lov'd AjcaniOy 
' Was fnatch'd, fpiteof my Will, fpite of my Succour ? 
And by mine own proud Slave ret^n'4 moft miferable ? 

And 
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And ftill that Villain lives to nip my Pleaforcs, 

It being not wkhin my power to reach him. fbear 

Ron, Time may reftore all this: (32) and would you 
Whofe Counfcl never fail*d you— — 

Fer. Tell me no more, 
I faint beneath the burthen of my Cares ; 
And yield my fclf moft wretched. 

Ron. On my Knees 
I beg it, mighty Sir, voiichfafe me hearing. 

Fer. Speak, fpeak, and I thus low, fuch is my Fortune 
WiH hear what thou canft fay. 

Fil. Look but on this, 
Has not a Man that has but means to keep 
A Hawk, a Greyhound, and a Hunting Nag, 
More Pleafure than this King ? 

Caji. A dull Fool ftill : 
Make me a King, and let me fcratch with care. 
And fee who'll have the better 5 give me Rule, 
Command, Obedience, Pleafure of a King, 
And let the Devil roar : The greateft Corrofive 
A King can have, k of more precious tickling. 
And handled to the height, more dear Delight, 
Than other Mens whole Lives, let *em be lafc too, 

ya. Think of the mutinous People. 

Caft. Hang the People, 
Give me the Pleafure, let me do alt, awe all. 
Enjoy their Wives and States at my Difcretkjn, 
And peg 'em when I pleafe, let the Slaves mumble. 

Fil. But fay they fhould b^ex'd, and rife againft thee ? 

CaJi. Let *em rife, let 'em rife ; give me the Bridle here, 
And fee if they can crack my Girths : Ah Fitlio^ 
Under the Sun there's nothing fo Voluptuous 
As riding of this Monfter, till he founder. 

Fer. Who's that fo loud ? 

(32) Suppofe we fapplied the Pronoun here, which might eafily 
have been dropt by the not over-carious Comjpo&Cor, and wric« 

fhus, 

" and nuoffd you hior him, 
Whofe Counfel^ &c. 
The Paffage wott*d be more explicit. 

Cafi. 
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Cqfi* Tm Dumb : Is not this rare ? 
Kings Looks make Pythagoreans }, is not this 
A happinefs, Villip ? 

Vil. Yes, to put to filence 
A fawning Sycophant. 

Fer. Thou fpeakeft truth in all^ \^o Ronvcre. 

And Mercy is a Vice, when there needs Rigour, 
Which 1 with all feverity will praftice ; 
And fince, as Subjects they pay not Obedience, 
They fhall be forc'd as Slaves: I will remove 
Their means to hurt, and with the means, my fears ; 
Go you the fataLExecutioners 
Of my Commands, and in our Name proclaim. 
That from this hour I do forbid all meetings. 
All private Conferences in the City : 
To feaft a Neighbour Ihall be Death ; to talk, 
As they iueet in the Streets, to hold Difcourfe 
By Writing, jjay by Signs; fte this performed. 
And I will call your cruelty, to thofe 
That dare repine at this, to me true Service. 

1 Guard, This makes for us. 

2 Guard, Ay, novv we have Employments, 

If wc grow not rich, *twere fit we fhould be Beggars. 

Fer, Ro)rvere. [Exit Guard. 

Ron. My Lord. 

Caft. Thou Enemy to Majefty, 
What thinkeft thcoi of a Kingdom ? 

Fil. As of a NIan 
That hath power to do ill4i^ 

Caft. Or a thing rather 
That does diyide an Empire with the Gods ; 
Obferve but with how little Breath he fhakes 
A populous City, which would ftand unmov*d 
Againft a Whirlwind. 

Vil, Then you make him more 
Than him that rules the Winds. 

Caft, For me I do profefs it. 
Were I offer'd to be any thing on Elarth, 
I would be mighty Ferrand. 

Fer. Who names me ? ' 

Deliver 






The Douhle Marriage. 141 

Deliver thy Thoughts, Slave, thy Thoughts, and tnriy. 
Or be no more. 

Cajl. They rather will ddfervc 
Your Favour than your Fury ; I admire, 
(As who does not, that is a Loyal Subjed ?) 
Your Wifdom^vPower, your perftd: Happinels, 
The mod bled of Mankind. 

Fer. Did ft thou but feel 
The weighty Sorrows that fit on a Crown, 
Though chou (houldft find one in the Streets, Caftnucio^ 
Thou wouldft not think it worth the taking up^ 
But fince thou art enamour'd of my Fortune, 
Thou fliak e'er long tafte of it. 

Caji. But one Day, 
And then let me expire. 

Fer, Go to my Wardrobe, 
And of the richeft things I wear, cull out 
What thou think*ft fit : Do you attend hitn. Sirrah, 

ViL I warrant you I fhall be at his Elbow, 
The Fool wiJl never leave him. {Eic. Vii. andC^tt. 

CaJi. Made for ever. [^4 Shout witlnn. 

Fer. What Shout is that, draw up our Guards. 

£»/^r Virolet, Afcanio, and a Servant. 

Ron. Thofe rather 
Speak Joy .than Danger. (33) Vir. Bring her to my Houfc. 
I would not have her feen here. 

'Fer. My Jfcanio! 
The moft defir'd of all Men, let me die 
In chefe Embraces 5 how wert thou redeemed ? 

jjfca. Sir, this is my Preferver. 

Fer. At more Leifurc 
C34) I will enquire the Manner, and the Means : 
I cannot fpare k> much time now from my 

(33) Ron. Bring her to my Houfe^ 

I nv^u'd not hwve her feen here.'] This is evidently 
« Diredion of Virolef% relating to Martia^ and to him it fhou*d 
be reflored. Mr. Seward. 

(34) IiAJtll enquire the Manner and the Means, 

I cannot /pare fo much time nonxJ] I fufpedl that / canuct 
ihou'd be read let cannot. The reafon is plain. 

More 
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More ftrifl: Emfc^races : Virolet^ welcome too, . 
This Service weighs down your intended Treafon. 
You long have been mine Ertcmy 5 learn now 
To be my Friend, and loyal ; I ask no more. 
And live as free as Ferrand. Let him have 
The Forty thoufand Crowns I gladly prdmis'd 
For my Jfcanio*s Freedom ; and deliver 
His Father and his Wife to him in Safety. 
Something hath pafe*d which I am forry for, 
But 'twill not now be help'd. Come, my Afianio^ 
And reap the Harveft of my Winter- Travels. 
My beft Jfcanioy my lov*d Afcanio. 

[Flourijh Cornets. E^. Fer. Afcan 

Vir. My Lord, all former Paflagps fwgot, 
I am become a Suitor. 

Ron. To me, Firolei ? 

Vir. To you, yet will not beg the Courtcfie, 
But hrgely pay you iot it. 

Ron. To the purpofe. 

Vir. The Forty thoufand Crowns the King hath gi\ 
I will beftow on you, if by your means 
I may have Liberty for a Divorce 
Between me and my Wife. 

Ron. Yont Juliana ? 
That for you hath endur'd fo much, fo nobly ? 

Vir. The more my Sorrow j but it muft be fo* 

iCon, I will not hinder it. Without a Bribe, 
For mine own Ends, I would have furthered this. 
I will ufe all my Power. ♦ 

(35) Vir. 'Tis all I ask. 
Oh my curs*d Fate, that ever Man fhoiild hate 
Himfelf for being belov'd, or be compeird 
To caft away a Jewel Kings would buy, 
Tho* with the Lofe erf Crown and Monarchy ! [ JEaw 

(35) Ron. ^Tis ail I asL] That Ronvere can't be the Speaker \ 
is too i^ain; Firolet is the real Perfon, and to Kim I have g 
this Speech, and was confirmed in it by the Folio of 1647, 
that of 1679. 

Er 
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Enter Sefilb» Mafier^ Boatfwam% md Gwfntr. { 

Sefft. HowdoIJobk? 
Mafi. You are fo ftrangeFy altca-'cf^ 
We fcarce can know you; fo young again, and utterly 
From that you were. Figure, or any Favour ; 
Your Friends cannot difcem you, 

Sejfe. I have none, [ 

None but my fair Revenge, and let that know me! ; 
You're finely altered too. 

Boat/. To pleafc your Humour : 
But we may pa(s without Difguife^ our Living 
Was never in their Element. 

Gun. This Jew fure, 
That altered you, is a mad Knave. 

Sep. Oh ! a moft excellent Fdlow. [Snow ofi; 

Gun. Hc^w he has mew'd your Head, has rubbed the 
And run your Beard into a Peak of Twenty* 

Boatf. Stopt all the. Crannies in your Pace. 

Maft. Moll rarely. [fparkling^ 

Boatf. And now you look as plumps your Eyes tf 
As if you were to leap into a Lady's Saddle, 
Has he not fet your Nofc awry ? 

SeJJe. The better. 

Boatf. I think't be th* better, but 'tis awry fiirc ; 
Nerth and by Eafi^ ay, there's the Point it ftands in ; 
Now half a Point to the Southward. 

SeJfe. I could laugh, 
But that my Bufine^ requires no Mirth ndw« 
Thou art a merry Fellow. 

Boatf. I would the Jew^ Sir, [in% 

Could fteer my Head right ; for Pve fuch a Swimming 
Ever (ince I went to Sea firft. ^ 

Mifi. Take Wine and purge it. 

Boatf. Pve had a thoufand Pills of Sack, a thouSuidt 
A thousand Pottle^PiUs, 

Gun. Take more. 

Boatf Good Doftor, 
Your Patient is eafily perfwaded. 

Mqft. The next fair open Weather. 

Methinks 
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Mechinks this Jewy 

If he were truly Icnown to founder*il Courtiers, 
And decay'd Ladies, that have loft their Places 
On ev'ry Bufli, might pick a pretty Living. [him : 

fiaatf. The beft of all {36) our Gallants now be glad of 
For if you mark their Marches, they are tender. 
Soft, fofc, and tender -, theo but obferve their Bodies, 
And you fhall find them cemented by a Surgeon, 
Or fome Phyfician, for a Year or two. 
And then to th* Tub again, for a new Pickle, 
This Jew might live a Gentile here;. 

Enter two Gtizens at oppofite Doors^ fainting afar off. 

Seffe. Who're thefe ? 
Stand clofe and mark. 

Boatf. Thefe are no Men, th* are Motions. 

Sejfe. What fad and ruthful Faces ! • 

Boatf How they duck ! 
This (enfelefs, filent Courtefie, mcthinks, 
Shews like two Turks fainting one another. 
On two French Porters Backs. 

Seffe. They are my Country- men. 
And this, fome forc*d Infliftion from the Tyrant ; 
What are you, why is this ? Why move thus filent. 
As if you were wandring Shadows ? Why fo fad ? 
Your Tongues feal'd up : Are ye of feveral Countries ? 
You underftand not one another ? 

Gun. That's an Engli/hman. 
He looks as though h'ad loft his Dog. 

Seffe, Your Habits 
Shew ye all Neapolitans ; and your Faces 
Deliver y 00 oppreflcd Things : Speak boldly. 
Do you groan and labour under this ftifF Yoak ? 

Maji. They (hake their Heads and weep. 

Seffe. Oh Mifery ! 
Give plenteous Sorrows and no Tongue to fhew *em ! 
This is a ftudy*d Cruelty. 

(36) So the Folio of 1647. Tlic Editions of 1679 and 171 \, 
■ ■ our Gallants fhouM be glad of him. 

I G/. 
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2 QV. You wonder here at us ; as much we wonder 
To hesif you fpcak ifo openly and boldly, 
The King's Command being publifh'd to the contrary ; 
*Tm Peach hci^ a^re two to ts4k together; 
Ap4 tbac ipufi be Nt common Salutation neither* 
Short) and (6 part. 

Soatfi How Ihould a Man buy Muftard, 
If he be forcM to ftay the making of it ? 

Within. Cliear aU the Streets |)^fore the King* 

I Of. Ge? off, Sir, 
Andihifty aa wc n^ft do* [Exetfnt Citizens. 

Seffe. I will fk^ i|is Glory. 

J14#. $cand f^i^^i^pWi 4nd h1ce Men. [Flourijh Colours. 

Ent^ Caftruccio, Ith the J&V, in the midjl of a 

Gimd\ and viflie>. 

Caft. Begin the Game, Sir, 
And ptuck me dowp the Row of Houlb there, 
They hide the View p*th' Hill j and fmk thofe Merchants, 
Their Ships are foul, ^nd ftink. 

Mafi. This is a. fwoet Youtb. 

C^. All that m taken in Afieinb^ies, 
Thf 11^ Hpulcs ^d their Wives, theijr Wealths a^e forfci.t, 
Tbctf L|v€3 at yair Devotion. Villains, Koaves, 
ni make you bow and fliake, 1*11 ojake you knc^l, flogues,. 
How brave *tis to be ^ Kic^ ? 

Cftn. Hn'e's/^ne Tumbling. 

Q^. No Man (hall fit i'th* Temple near another*. 

Boat/. Nor lye with his own Wif(p. 

Cqft. All upon Pain 
Of prefect Pl»^h, jforget tp writ?« 

Boatf. That's ;«cce|knt;. 
Carriers and Footppfts will he arrant Rcbeb. 

. Cafi. No Charaflber, Xff ^mfi9% that pay ddGver 
This Man's Intention, to that Man i'th' Country. 
, -XSwr. Nay, and you cue off, Afoer my hearty ComnEien- 
Youf Friend and 0*wr, No more. [dations^ 

Cafi. No Man fmile, 
, To i. VII, K And 



J46 The^ P6ibU Ma^^ 

And wear a Face of Mirth : That FdlQ#*s cuimihgi 
And hides a double Hdirt \ he's your Prize, fmoke hinu 

• Enter Virol^, Ronvere, Afcaniot and Martia, 

p^i wer. 

Sep. What bafe Abufc b this ? Ha ? 'tis her Face (int. 
My Prifoncrs with her too? By Heaven, (37) wild Whoi*^ 
Now is my time. 

Mqfi. Do what you will. 

Se£e. Stay, hold yet< 
My Country fliall be ferv*d firft, let her go; 
We'll have an Hour for her, to makeiier tremble. 
Now Ihew our fclves, and bicfs you wfth your Valours; 

Guard. Here's a whole plump of Rbgues. 

lV\to\ti^(dc. go eff again. 

SeJJe. Now for your Country. 

Caft. Away with 'em and hang *em ; ihew no Merqr^ 
I fay no Mercy. 

Sejfe. Be it fo, upon *em. 

Guard. Trcafon, Treafon, Treafon.' * 

Moatf. Cut the Slaves to Giggets. 

Gun. Down with the Bullbecfs. - * * • - 

SeJ/e. Hold, hold, I command youv •^^-^— look here. 

C?jl?. A miferable thing ; I am no King, Sir, 

Seffe. Sirrah, your Fool's Face has preferv'd your Life. 
Weaf no more Kin^s Coats, you have fcap'd ^ IboUfing. 

£oatf: Is*t not the King? 

Seje. No, 'tis a prating Rafcal, • 
The Puppy makes him Mirth, d/. Yes, Sir, I am 
A Puppy. Boat/. I bdccch you let me liang him,' 
ril do't in my Beft (iraight. 

Caft. As you're honourable, ■■ 
It is enough, you may Jiang me. Oun;VR hang 
A Squib at his Tail that fhall blow both his 
Buttocks, like a Petard. C^. Do Anything; 
But do not kill me. Gentlemen. « 

. ■ • • 4 ■ > 

• ' (S7)r" •'-i— wT/^iJ^/,] Ihavc a fmM Siifeicion hero thu^iUf h 
the true reading, buc 1 have ngt vencur*d fio oifturb the Text* 
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Enter Gtizm^ 

Boaif. Let^s flea hifA, [Lvmi 

And have him Fl^-blown. Gt. Away, and (ave your 
The King himielf is coming on \ if you flay. 
You're loft forever; let not f^ much Nobiaielf 
Wilfully pcrifli. 

S^ffi. Hownear^ 

2 G/. H^s here behind y6u. 

Seffe. We thank you. Vanilhu {Exeunt. 

Enter Ferrand, and Ronvere. Pkutifi Comets. 

Fir. Double the Guards, and. take in Men that dare^ 
.Tfade Slaves are frighted ; wl^ere are the proud Rebels? 
To what PitHcftioa fled ? What. Villain leads 'cm ? 
Under our Noifc difturb'd our Reft ? 

Ren. We ihaMliear, ^ 
For fuch a Search Pve lent, to hunt the Traitonu 

Fifr. Yet better Men I fay» we ftand too open. 
How now, Cq/trucdo f How d*you like our Glory ?, 

Caft. I muft oonfefi, 'twas fomewhat more than my 
This open Glory agrees not with my Body ; [Match, Sirs 
But if It were i*th' CalUe, or fome Strength, 
Whei^ Ir^ight have my fwing. 
- ,¥H. You Ijavc been fwing'd. Brother % 
How thefe peljghts have tickled you? You itch yet ? 
Will you walk out again in Pompf 

Caft. Good Fool. 

ejni. Thefe Rf^es mud be rebuked, they are too fa wcy, 
Thefe peremptory Knaves. Will you walk out, $irj - 
Aiid taJce the Remnant of your Coronation ? 
The People (lay to fee it. 

Fer. Dp not yqc him, 
H*as Grief enough in's Bones; you fhall to th' Citadel^ 
And like my felf command, there ufe your PleaTure i 
But take h^ to your Perlbn^ 

Vil. The more Danger, 
Still the more Honour, Brother. 

C^. If I reign not then. 
And like a King, and thou (halt know it, Fool» 

K 1 And 
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And thou (halt feel it. Fool, ■ ^* 

Vil Fools ftill arfe Freetiieri, 
PU fl^ for a Proteftion, »till thy Rcign% dtifc ' 

<ftn The Peopte havt abus'd the Liberty 
I late allow'ciy I now proclaim it ilraittfr. 
No Men {toJi Wa}k togetb^i^ nor falate %- 
For they that do (hall die. 

-Rtwr. (38) You hit the right. Sir 1 
That Liberty cut off, youlre Irec frt)inPra&ldb.. ^ 

jFrr. Renew my Guards* -^ . . 

Ron. I fliall., 

F(pr. And keep i^rififc Watches 1 
Okie Hour <a(f Joy T ask. 

Ren. You Ihall have tms)f, lEkimM. Mur^-Chmkii: 

' _ '■ ■■ . » 

£)f/^ t^andulpho, aW Juljana, lei 6jf two 0/ibe Guards^ 

as not ye$ fultjf ncavared. 

1 Guard. You're how it Liberty, in youl* dwn Houlty 
And here our Charge takes end. \S^T% 

Pan. »Tis now t Gufto A, ^ 

We muftVen woe thofe Men defend Worftt^f us, : 
And fo we thank your Labours ; that's to dpink, • ' 
For that afld Mifcliicf are your Occupations, 
And to mean well to no Man, your chief^ HarMftSi 

2 Gtftfr J. You give Irberally; wehopeySirscr^ibcJdng^ 
To be ofmer acquainted with your Bounty, 

And fo we leave yoii. 

Pan. Do, for I dp4t pot on ye. 

Jul. But whereas my Husband ? W hat fliould t do hcrc^ 
Or ¥*at Share have I in this Joy, calPd Liberty, 
Without his Company ? W hy did you flatter tM^, 
And tell me he was returned, bis Service honour*^ ? 

I Guard. He is fo^ and ftands high in the King^s Favour, 
His Friends Redeemed, arid his own Liberty, 
FrOTfi which yours is derived, confirmed y hii Service, 
To his own Wilh, rewarded : So farewell Lacfy. 

l^Exe. 4iluird. 

($8) Tou hit the right. Sir ; ] The moft isfiial Expteffion is 
m/hit$9 b^ I ^vis ^bcca ttwfeti&ig (o iO|kc aay AlcaraUOD, 

Pan. 
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Pim. Go perfecute the Good, and hunt, ye HcH- houndti 
T? .Lcedics of the Tioie, fuck •«!! ye bur ft> Skm h 
How does my Girl ? 

Jul. Weak yet, but Ml of Comfort 

Pap. Sit down, ind take ibme Reft. 

5W» Wy HcatV whole, F*tker •, 
Tbatjoys and Icapi^ to heir my Fir^let^ 
My Uear, my Life, has conqaer*d his Affli£tioni 

Pan. Thofe rude Hands, and that bloody Will that did 
That durfl: upon thy c^nd[er Bddy print [this^ 

Thefe Charadters of Cruelty | he^^r me iisav*n» 

Jul. O Sir, be fparing. 

Pm. ril fpcak't, thp- 1 J)iKft V 
And tho' the Air had Ears, and ferv'd the Tyrant, 
Out it ifaouid go : O hear me thou great Jufticei 
The Miieries tpat wait upon their Mifchiefs, 
Let 4tbem be numberleis, and no Eye pity 
Theoi, when their Souls are loaden, and in labour. 
And wounded througli^ and through, with guilt and 

horrour, 
As mine is now with Grief j let Men laugh at 'em [*em^ 
Then, when their monftrous Sins, like Earth-quakes, fhake 
And thofe Eyes, thac forgot Heav'n, would look up ward^ 
(The bloody Alarms of the Confcience beatingj 
Let Mercy fly, and Thy ftruck into Darknels, 
]>ave thpir blind Souls, to hunt ouc their own Horrours. 

Jtd, Enough, enough, we mufl: forget dear Father ; 
{59) For then we*reglork)us Forms of Hcav'n^ and live. 

When 

(39) For thin w/*r# fkrious Forms ofHeatj'n ; n*/ Hve^ If we 
are glorious Fonns of Heaven, then we live fuch to be fare ; tho* by 
/fv/ here joinM to art one wouM imagine the Poets deiignM to affix 
different Senfes to thefe two Verfes, and be underllood chos, -— we 
nuft forget^ for then we not only are, but continue pr remain to 
be gUrioUt' Formi ofUfani^m nuhtn^ &c. Yet. I fafpedt (and Mr. ^#- 
njoardtoo) that the Line might be wrote originally th^» 

jFcr thfti lije ghrious Forms of Hea'irn Ivvi^. 
true here anfweriaa t<y the JLatii^ */i/a, which c^entimes is no 
snore th^in Sum t Thus Pkmtm, in the Prologue to 4^fhytrio^ 
Line j^, and elfewhere has» 

Viriuio^ dixh noi nSiis vivtrt^ 
Km amhitioni meaiti. pirfidia. 
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When we can fuflfer, and a$ foon forgive. " 

But where*5 my Lord? Mediinks Vvt feeti this Houfi^ <^ 
And have been in't before. 

Pan. Thine own Houfe, Jewel. 

7tf/. Mine, without him f (> his, without mjr Company 
I think it cannot be, it was not woot. Father. flHteti^n 

Pm. Some bufmeis with the Kio|^ (let it oe good, 
Retains him fure. 

Jul. It muft be good and noble. 
For all Men, that he treats with, tafte of Virtue i 
His Words and Adtions are his Qwn, sind Honpur^ 
(40) Not brought, nor compelN from him. 

Pan: Here's the Boy. 
He can confirm us more ; how fad the Child looks? 
Conie hither, Ijicio^ how, and whcrc*s thy Mafter ? 

Jul Speak, gentle Boy. 

Pan. Is he returnM in lafcty ? 

Jul. If not, and that thoq knoweft is mifcrable. 
Our hopes and happing d^clin'd for ever j ^ 

So too Horaet in hb SirmoHfj^ * Lib. 2. 5. st. 

Vivec tttir Uptfles fine wmtis^ iw^r^us mliro 

— ■ !>■■ . I ■ ■ illitti efto 

Bifeufir. ^ l 1 ■ , ■ . ' 

And that our Authors alone mty not be charged with the Crint 
of inuovatlng in their own Language ; the great Spimftr^ their Cdo 
temporary, has us'd dwell in the Senfe ot /f k0% more than onci 
So F^lfy ^ueen^' B. i. C. 2. 26. 

In tbi$fad Flight, friendlifs, trnfirtuMati^ 
Now mferahU I ^deifa duell« 
Craving of jfoUf in pity of ny Stat4t 
To do pone ill, if pleafe yon not do well. 
He in great PaffionaU the while did dwell, iSc. 
So agaitt» B. g. C. 10. 49. 

^0 elofily as be r««V (Malbecco) to them be ereft. 
When weary of their Sport to Sleep they feOl 
And to bis fFife^ that norva full fonndly fltpi^ 
He whifyeid in her Ear, and did her tell. 
That it was be which by her Side didiw^p 
Jnd therefore fre^d ktf^ wabi to bear iimpl^m^ 
(40} So the oldeft FoUo. The other Copies, 
Not hrou^t, or tompeltdfrm bim. 

Study 
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Study a Sorrow exc^knt as thy Mafta*> 
Hicn if thou caoft live, leave us. 

Luc. Noble Madam, 
My Lx>txl is fife returned, iafe to bis Friends, and Fortune, 
Sate to his Cduhtry, entertained with Honour, 
b here within the Houfe. 

Jul. Do not mock me. 

Imc But fuch a Melancholy hangs on's Mind^ 
And in his Eyes inhabit fuch fad Shadows i 
But what the caufe is —— — 

Pan. Go tell him we aire here, Boy, 
There muft ht no caufe now. 

}W. Haft thou forgot me ? 

Jaic. No, nobleftllady. 

Jul. Tell him I am here. 
Tell him his Wife is here, finiod my Name to hini» 
And thou flialt fee him ftart ; j^k Juliana^ 
And like the, Sun that labours through a Tcmpeft« 
How fuddenly be will difperfe his ladnefs ? ; 

P^in. Go I comoiand thee inftaiitly. 
And jcharge him on his Duty« 

Jul. On his Love, Boy : 
rd fain go to him. 

Pan. Away, away, you're foolifh. 

Jul. Bear all my Servi^, fwect Boy ■ i - 

Pm. Art thou here fijli ? Uhl^ 

Jul. And tell him what thou wilt that iba)l become 

Pm. Tth* Houfe, and know we're here« [£^i/lAicio. 

Jul. No, no, he did not > 
I warrant you he did not : Could you think 
His Love had lels than Wings, (had be but feen me,) 
His ftrong A0e£tk>n any thing but Fire 
Confumiog all weak lets and rubs before it. 
Till he had met my Flame, z^ made ooe Body (^ 
If ever Heav'n's high Bleffings met in one Max^ 
And there ere^ed to their holy Ufes . 
A iacrpd Mind fit for their Services, 
Built ^l of polifht Honour, 'twas in thi$ Man: 
14ifdoubt him not. * 

Pm^ I kaowhftl truly NoW^ii. . . 

K 4 But 



But why jhis fadnefs^ when the gbneml CMfe- 
Requires a Jubile of Joy f 

Jul. I know not. » 

Enter Virokt d»i Lucio. 

Pan. Pray Heav*n you find it not.. 

Jul. I hope 1 Ihall not : * 
O here he comes, and with him all my (fap^efs; 1 
He (tays and^thinks^ wc may be tod umqahnerly ; 
Pray give him leave. [J^^Jhmd^^ 

Pan. I do not like this ladn^. 

yir. O hard Conditiion of my Miieryf 
Unheard of Plagues ! When to behdld that WdmlB^ 
That chafte and virtuous Woman^ that preferv'd m^ 
That pious Wife, wedded to my AfiKftonfc, 
N(uft be more terrible than all my Dangers. 
O Fortune, thou haft robb'd me of my makings , 
The «oblc Building of a Man demoliflb^d. 
And flung me headlong^ on a Sin fo ba(e 
Man and Mankind contemn, e^en Bea(b aUidr k^ . 
A Sin more dull than Drink, a Shame beyond it^ . 
So foul, and far from Faith, I dare not name it» 
But it will cry it felf out loud. Ingratitude, 
your Blefling, Sir. 

Pan. Yoii have it in abundance ; ^ . 
So is our Joy, to fee you fafe. ^ 

ySr. My Dear one. 

Jul. H*as not forgot me yet : O tafce me to you. Sir, 

Vir. Muft this be added to encreafe my Mifery, 
That Ihe muft weep for Joy, and lofe that Goodnefs f 
Mi'^lianaj e*en the beft of Women, 
Of Wives the perfe&eft ; let me fpcak this, 
And with a Modefty declare thy Viirtuc^, 
Chader than Chryftal, on the Scythm Clifts, 
The more the proud Winds court, tlie more the purer. 
Sweeter in thy Obedience thah a Sacrifice ; 
And in thy Mind <^ Saint, that even yet living, 
Produceft Miracles \ and WomeA daily. 
With crooked and lame Souls crc«p to thy Goodnefi^ - 
Which having toucht at, they bcoomie E«ampl*. - 

The 
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The Fortijudcpf all their 6cx (41) is fobk,^ 
Compar*d td Chine 5 and they thit filPd up Gtory, 
And Admiration, in the Age behind na. 
Out of i^eir cdebrilcd UmsMoe ftartcd^ 
To ftare upon the Greatncfs of ihy Spirit ; 
Wondring what i>pw Martyr Hesiv*n basf bego^ 
To 611 the Timet with Trulh, and eafe their Storicit 
Being all theie^ and excellent in BeaiiCf « ^ 

(For noble things dwell in the ftoblcft Buildiligs) 
ThOu haft undone thy Husband^ made htm wretchedt^ 
A miftfi^le Man, my ya&ma^ 
Thou'ft made thy *7r^i^. 

Jul. Now Goodncfs keep rtie ; 
Oh ! my dear Lord. 

Pan. She wrong you ? What'f the meaning ? 
Weep not, but fpeak, I charge you On Obedieooe ; / : 
Your Father charges you ; Ihe make you mferable i 
That y6u your felf confefs. 

Hr. I do, that kiUs file i 
And far lefs \ hkve fpoke her than- her Merit* 

yuL It is fome fin of Weakneis, or of Ignorance ? 
For lure my Will — 

J/$r. No, *tis a fin of Excellence : ' 
JForgive me H^at*ii, that J pnophane thy Blcfllngs : * 
Sit ftUI, rii fliew you all. [£^// Vk* 

Fan. What means this Madnefi ? 
For fiire there b no t^e of nght Man in it 1 
Griev«$ he OQr Liberty, our Prc(enRation \ . 
jOi£ \m the greatoeis of the deed he has donp. 
Made \km torg)et, for whotn^ and how he did it. 
And looking down upon us, fcota the benefit? 
Well Virokt^ if thou bceft proud, t)r treacherous—— 

Jul. He damioc. Sir, he cannot; he V^U Aew Us, . 
Ami with that fcafon ground his Worck p-^-*** 

(^i) ..^h fkUe,'] Tho' a flt^hVCd^ruptiOn hts quite chtngM 
the W^^ yet as «( ki^ tefc Ibfae^enie remaintng, k has eiclipM clie 
Qbfervation of former Editors ; b^t feehh being in proper Antitke- 
$s (0 ForCitadC;, is Ma40ttbt9dty the tcue fi,e9Miin;- Mr. Si^ward. 

Enter 
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T54. fh iMh Mantel 

EfHer Virolet, Martia, and Ronvcrc. V 

JR«. Hccomcs.^ 

What Maique h tWs? what adminUe Beaqty ^ 
pray Hcav'n bis Hieait be true. 

Jid. A goodly Woman. . 

fl^vTclT me, my Dear, and tell me without flattery^ ' 
As you arc nobly honeft, fpcak the Truth 5 
What think you of this Lady f 

Jul She's moft excellent. [oiw^ 

Fir. (42)MiRhtnot this Beauty, tell me that, it's a iweet 
Without more fetting ofF, as now it is. 
Thanking no greater Miitrefs than meer Nature, 
SXMOffx a conllant Heart ? 

\FSi. Shc*8 foil of wonder I 
But yet; yet Vhrokt^'--''^ 

Vir. Pray by your leave. Sir ! 

Jul. She would amaze. 

f?r. O! would Ihe (b ? I thank you. 
Say to this Beauty, fhe have all Additions, 
Wealth, noble Birth 
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Pan. O hold there. 

Vir. All Virtues, . - * 

A Mind as full of Candor as the Trudi isi. 
Ay, and a loving Lady. . ^ 

Jul, She muft needs \ 

(I'm bound in Confctence. to confefi^ deferve mudi* - 

Vir, Nay, fay beyond all theft, the fee lb pioos^ '-^^ 
That e'en on Slaves condemned fhe fhower her Benefitk, 
And <nelc their ftubbom Bolts with her fiift Pity, 
What think you then f 

Pan, For hicb a noble OiBce, 
At theft Yeara I Ihoutd dote my fclf. Takeheed, Boy. 

Jul. If you be he that have received theft BlefllRg% 

;<4i) Mtgif n&i Ms Bnmiy t$U mu tb^ ifsa/weei •«#» ]Tliiti 
jea4s .t)ie>olto of 1647* The Copies of 1679, and 1711J in ihis 
:|iificiiier«- 

MigJbt not this Btamt]^^ till me ^ ii*i a/wiitone, 
Bat I have redified the Pouiting in th« prefent Text, wh'ch the 
•1^ Edttioas greatly wanted, to make the liac both elm and eafy. 

And 
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And di» the lisidjr, love her, honour her; 

Tou cannot do too much to fhew your Gratitude, 

Your greateft Serrice will fhew off, too flender. 

yir. This is the Lady, Lady of that Bounty, 
That Wealth, that noble Name, diac all, I fpoke of: 
(43) The Prince Afcmo^ and my fe!f, the Slaves 
Redeemed, broi^hc home, ftill guarded by her Goodne^ 
And of our Liberdes you cafte die Sweetnefi. i 

^^cnyoa (he has preferv'd too, Iengd»n'd yoor Lives* 

Jul. And what Reward do you purpofe ? Ic muft be a 
main one 1 
If Love will drft, we'll all fo love her, fervc her — • 

f^. k muft be my Love, 

7«/. Ha! 

Vsr. Mine, only my Love, 
My cverlafting Love. 

Fan. Haw f 

yir. Pray have Patience. 
The Recompence fhe ask'd, and I h^ve rendered. 
Was to beccmie her Husband. Then I vow'd ix^ 
And fince I've made ic good. 

Fan. Thou durft not. 

JPSr. Done% Sir. [with tnt. 

Jul. Be what you pleaie, (44) this Happanels yet &if% 
Tou have been mine : Oh, my unhappy Foitujo^ * . 

Pan. Nay, break and die. 

JuL It cannot yet: I muft live, 
^Till I fee this Man hleft in bis new Love, 
And dien ■ 

Pom. What haft thou done, thou bafe one, tell me ^ / 
Thou barren thing of Honefty, and Hodour, ^ 

Wtat haft thou wrought? Is not this ihe, look oh ber« 
Look on her with the Eyes of Gratitude, 
And wipe thy falfe Tears off: Is not this (hc^ 
That three times on the Rack, to guard thy ^fety, 

(43) ne PrittcicJ Afcanio.] I have omitted ^ttpmi dU A«v 
thoriiy of the Edition of 1647. 

(44) , ^h Hufpinefi, &c.] The omiflieo of t fingle Let-* 
: ter l^s made Nonfenre of thi5« in all c^ iqrxQer Editions. 

Mr. SewapJ, 

When 
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When thou f^ood'ft loft^ and naked to^ the Tymnt % 
Thy aged Father here^ that fhamcs eo.kndw thec^ 
In^g'di'ch' Jaws of Danger ; wa$ not this ilie. 
That then mvd up her Body to the Tortort ? 
That tenderBody, tha( the Wind fings throi^h % 
And three times, wt«n her Sinews> cracked and tortuf Vf, 
tThe Beauties of her J^y turn'd co Ruins ; 
Even then, within h^r patient Heart (he lock'd thee. 
Then hid thee from the Tyraar, then pEelerv^d thee 1 
lAnd canft thoii be thac Slave ? 

Mart. This was but Duty, 
She-did it for her Husband, and (he ought itf 
She'as had the Pleafure of him, many an Hour, 
And if one Minute^s Pain cannot be (iifFered -*«^. 
*Mine was above ail thefc, ,a nobler Venture, 
I fpeak it boldly, for I loft a Father, 
(45) She has one ftiU, I left my Friends, ihe^iBany ; 
Exposed my Life and Honour to a Cruelty, 
That if it had i'eiz'd ori me, — racks and tortunes, 
Alas, they are Triumphs to*t ; and had it hit. 
For this Man's Love, it flKwld have (hew'd a Triianpli, 
Twice loft, I freed him; Rojfana loft before hiim 
.His Fortunes with him, and his Friends behind him : 
Twice was I rack'd tAy felf for his Deliverance^ 
In Honour firft and Name, which was a Torture 
The Hangman never heard of ; next at Sea, 
In our Eicape, where the proud Waves todc Ple^^!^ 
To tofs my little Boat up like a Bubble, 
Then like a Meteor in the Air he hung, 
T^en catch*d and flung him in the deptb of Darknefi; 
The Cannon from my incens'd Father's Ship, 
Kinging our KneH, (and ftill as we peepM upward^ 
^eating the raging Surge,) with Fire and Bullet, 
And 1 ftoQid £ix*d for this Man*s fake, and fcorifd its 
Compare but this. 

Vir. * ris too true ; O my Fortune ! 
That I muft equally be bound to either. 

(45) Bi ha* ont fiill -^— he has many ; ] Martia is p)rsd]||| 
tKat her Mci's are fuperior to thofe oi Juliana, it was uitxthn 
A grofs ^ ill^ke ta let He ftand in this Line. Mr. Seward 



Jul Vpn JM9r< tbe^Mlfr^ wd i^m^ l-ady^ 
And now Vm foiic'df A lorcr of bqr Gpodac6 : 
An^ £> f^r have |(hi wrought for his dfslivcraiice^ 
That is n^y Lord, fo lovingly and nobly^ 
Thac flow medunk^^ I ftagger in my Tick. 
But how wichboncftjr? (for(4d)rip poor, Lady^ r 
In all my duteous knm but your Ihadaw^ \ 

Yet would beji^ij) how. with fair Fanjc apd Crcdit|;^ 
May I go off? I wo^yd oot be a Stf^mpet : ] 

O my.doMr Sir, yo« k«iow---~ 

Vir. O Truth, thou knowcft too. . 

Jul. Ijlor have thi; World fufp«ft, I fell to miichicF. ^ 

Law. Tskt you no care for th^t, bore's that has doQc ir, 
A fair Divorce, 'tis honeft tpo. 

Pan. The Devil, 
Hopeft ? to ^t her off? 

Law. Moft hooeft. Sir, 
And in this point moft firong. 

Pan, The caufc, the paufe. Sir ? 

Law. A juft caufe too ' . 

Pan. As any is in Hell, Lawyer. . 

Law. For Bah-ennel^ (he never brought him Childrcf « 

i^^Why arc thou not divorced ? tbou caoft not ^ 'em, 
Tiur NeigUmirs, thy rank Neighboucs^ O baijb jug^ngt 
Is fnc not young? 

5S1L Woihai at more Years, Siii ) 

Jtbvfe iaft that Bleffing^ 'tis in Heir'^*s high Power. 

Law. You never can have any. 

Pan. Why, ^oick Lawyer? 
Why Philoib|>hic Lawyer. 

Law. TW Rack has 4)oil*d her. 
The diftention of thofe parts hath floftt ail Frdtfiiliiers. 

Pan. O I could curfe* 

Jul. And ami grown Q> aufertble. 
That (47) mine own Piety muft vmlac ne WVMcbed ? " 

No 



f ^^ uii^ 7^ pggr, Laijf,] So ^e Cdpy t»f 1647. "At Idl, 

X j^j^ kuUM ,'imikU^%fm ^it^ By dik Tcidilif tttt Vcrfe hv loft 
oac of tti SjrUaUn 1 aAd ai iht iiMndiidsscf EaqpftSm too was ^ 

. tkit 



No Canfe againft mc, but iny Loire indDikjr?' 
Farcwd» Sir, like ObedieiKe, thus I leave yoa. 
My long Farevrel. I do not gpxdgc% I grieve^ Sir % 
iliid if that be ofienfivei I can die^ * 
And then you'^re fairly free. Gobd Lady, love faiin^ 
Tou have a noble and an honeft Gentleman 1 
I ever found him fo,* the World has fpoke hioiy 
And kt it be your jiart ftill to deferve him. 
Love him no kls than I have done, and ferve him. 
And Heav*n (hall blels you : You ihall bleft my Afhesi 
I give you up the Houie, the Name of Wife, 
Honour, and all RefpeA I borrowed from him. 
And to my Grave I turn : One Farewel more,^ 
Nothing divide your Loves, not ^urant of Children, 
Which I (hall pray againft, and make you fruitful : 
Grow like two equal Flames, rife high and glorioo^ 
And in your honoured Age burn out together. 
To all I know, Farewel. 

Ron. Bcn*t lb griev'd. Lady, 
A nobler Fortune 

JhL Away, thou Parafite. 
Difturb not my fad Thoughts 1 I hate thy Greataeft. 

Ron. I hate not you -, I'm glad ihe*s off the Hingea, 
Come, let's ourfue. [fy. Roavere Mdljxw^ j 

Pan. If I bad Breath to curfe thee, "^ 
Or could my great Heart utter •-— Farewel, ViUaiii,, 
Thy Houfc nor Face again — [fiwr Parf. 

Mart. (48) Let 'em all go. 
And now let us rgoyce, now freely take me^ 
And now embrace me, Virolet% give the Rites 
Of a brave Husband to his Love. : 

Vir. PU take my Leave too. . /x 

4£fr/. How? me your Leave too ? 

Vir. Th' Houie is furnifh'd fw you s 
You*reMiftr(^ snaycommi^nd. . 

thii metnt a little difconcerted, I foppofed Phtj^ was the tnie Wofl^ 
ami found Mr« fbeolaUrtud foi ana Mr. S€<ward waumudiCMUd t# 
ine the fame Corredion. 
f (48) La^m^^g^l So F6liotofi647, 1679, The other Copip^ 

Mart. 



Mart. WiH you to bed. Sir? 

yir. As foon to Hell, to any thing I hate moft t 
ToQ muft cxQ$k me, I hire kept nay Word. 
Yod arc my Wife, you now cnjdy ihy Fortune, 
Which I have done to reoonmnce your Bounnr : 
But to yield up l^ofe chaftc Deliphts and Picalurei, 
Which arc not mine, but my firft Vows ■ 

Mart. You jcft. ' 

Krt. You will not find it lb —— to give you thofe 
I have Divorced, and loft mthyulianaj 
And all fires of that Nature* - 

Mart. Are you a Husband ? ^ 

J/ir. (49) To jeft on hers, and fetfsfie your Ramcsi 
That held an equal Beauty, equal Bounty -~— — « 
Good Heav*n forgive ! no, no, the ftri(5t forbearance 
Of all thofe Joys, like a full Sacrifice, 

I oEkr to the Sufl^bings of my firft Love. .• .y ^ "^ 

Honour, and Wealth, Attendance, State, all Duty, V- \ 

Shall wait upon your Will, to tnakfe you happy. 
Bat my aflliocd Mind, (you muft give leave, Lady,) vV'[ 

My weary Trunk muft wander. 

Mart. Not enjoy me? ^ 
Go from me toor 

Vir. For ever thus I leave you :; ' 
And howlbe'er I fare, live you ftill happy. lExil Yir. 

iWbf/. Since I am fcom'd, I'll hate thee, fcorn thy gifts 
Thou mifcrablc Fpol, thou Foor to pity; Qoo* 

And fiich a rude, demolifh^d thmg, Pll leave thee^ 
In my Revenge; for foolifh Love, farewel now^;. * 
And Anger, and the fpite of Woman enter, 
That all the World (hall fay, that read this Story, 
My Hate, and not my Love, begot my Glory. 

[ExitMartk. 

(49) 9V faifti^n hers, &c.] If . the Reader can iAat aay 
clear Idea to jthe old Text* he will do more than I can. The Senfe 
xeqiiir*d (cems to be an Exclamation at the Thought of quitting 
Jhh f^Txatt Wife* s chade Embraces, to (ati&fy Martians Flumes. A^ 
her fttpposM Barrenncis was the Caafe alledgM, my Conjedare 
makes good Senfe, and keeps very clofe to the trace of die Lettefs* 
f9 jcft on bits 9 and fatisfy your Flames. Mr. Siward. 
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E that fears Death, or TbrtureSj^ let him Ijeave 

The flops that we have met with, crown our Cooqutft* 
Common Attempts are fit for common Men % 
The rare, the rareft Spifils. Can we h^ daunted ? 
We tb^f have fmil'd at Sea at certain Huif|s» \ ^ 
Which Men on Shore but hazarded would fliakief it : - 
Wq that have liv'd free, in de^ite of Fortune, ^ , 

Laught at the out-ftretch'd Arm of Tyranay^-iiL 
As ftill too fhort to reach US| jQuU wc faiflt ppw ? 
No tpy bra^e Mates, I know your £07 Teniper> 
And that you can, and dare, as tiiuch M Men i 
^, Calamity, that fevers worldly Friendlhips, 

TT/^ Could ne'er divideusj^ou are ftill the Tapie 4 \^ 

Jm^ ^^^ conftant followers of my haniiht Fortunes 5 . 
'^^Ai^ The Inftruments of my Revenge, the Hands 

By which I work, and faihion aU my Proje^ J 
J^fqfi^ And fuch we will be ever. / ,> 

<?«»^ ^Slight Sir, cram me ' . 

Into a Cannon's Mouth, aiid fhooC me at 
'Proiid fVrr^»^s Head ; may only be fall with toe, 
My Life I rate at noticing. 

5^^// CQuldl but get 
Withm my Sword's length of him, and if then 
He fcape me^ may th' account of all his Sins 
Pe added unto mine. 

Maji. 'Tis not to die, Sir, 
But CD die u»reveng*d, Hhat fiaggers me: 
For were your ends ftrv*d, and our Country free, 
Wc would fell wiHing Sacrifices. 

Seffi. Toj-ifcup 
ftdoft giorioQS Martyrs. 
Boaff. But the reaibn why 

Wc 
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We w^su* thele Shapes ? 

SeJJe. Only to get acccfs ; 
Like honeft M^t we never ifaatl approach hrm. 
Such are his'fi^i% but thus attired like ^witzersy 
And iiifliioning our Language to our Habits, 
(BoXdy bloody, defp^rate,) we may be admitted . 
AmoDg his Guard. But if this fail, I'll try 
A thouiand others. Out- do Proteus ,, 

In various Shapes, but I will reach his Heart, 
And fial my Anger on*t. ' 

• 

finier Roavere and the Gmti. . . 

Mqft. The Lord Ronvere. \ 

Boatf. Shall we begin, with him ? 

Seffe. He is not ripe yet, , 

Nor fit to fall : As you fee n^e begin. 
With all care imitate. 

Gun. We are inftruded. 

Boatf. Would we were at it onceJ * ^ 

/?(?». Keep a ftrift Watch, 
And let the Guards ht doujbled, this laft I^ight 
The King had fearful Dreams. 

Sejfe. 'Tis a good Omen 
To our Attempts. 

iS^. What Men art chefe? what (cck you ? 

Sejjfi. Imploymeni. 

Rm. Of what nature ? 

SeJfe. We are Soldiers; 
We have feen Towns and Churches fet on fire v 
The Kennels running Blood, coy Virgins ravi(h*d \ 
The Altars ranfack'd, and the Holy Relicks, 
Tea, and the Saints themlelves, made lawful Spoils 
To th* Conquerors ; but thefe good days are pad. 
And we made Beggars, by this idle F^eace, 
For want of A^ion.' I am, Sir, no Stranger 
To th* Government of this State, I know the King 
Keeds Men, chat only do what he Commands, 
And iearch no farther : it is the Profefliion 
Of all our Nation, to ferve faithfully, 
Where they 're belt payed j and if you'll cnteruin us, 

Voj.. VII. L I 
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I do not know the thing you o^i. qpijmii^j - .-- ^ 
Which wc*ll not put in ad. :^ : - 

iJe>». iVgP<>4lyPcrfomgjBL ^ ;^ , . . 

A«5*. ^nd if vou have an Enemy^ or lc?f, . : 
fhat yo6 would hpve dilpatchM 



•^ - 



Gi^;i. 'ilf'hey'rc here caa fit you. 

BmJ. Or if there bean Itch, though to a Mzxyi^m- 

Sejfe. You fliall tyc ^ , 

Our Confcicwjp in your Pittfe* firings. 

Rem. Gentlemen^ 
I like your frieedom } I am now in hafb^ 
JBot wait for my return. I like ibelUfoib^ 
They may be ufeful. , 

SeJfe. We'll attend you^ Sir. 

Rmi, IXh and be confident of Entertainment ; 
t hope you will def^rve it^ ' [Exe.Visxit^and.OuarA 

Stji. O, no doubt, Sirt 
Thus far we*re profperous j wtfll be his Guard ; 
'Till Tyranny and Pride find full Reward. [Exeunf. 

Enter Pandulpho^^in/ Juliana. 

Sftwf. My Blefling? no, a fajther^ heavy cuffc, 
Puriue and overtake him. 
Jul Gentle Sir. 

Pan. My Name, an4;Bamil5r, end if iiqy^ f^v 
Rather than live in him. ** \ . 

Jul. Dear Sir, forbear; .^ [\ 

A Father's curfes hit far off, s^ncj kill too. ; 
And like a murthering piece i^irps ngt at (wicj ^ 

But alL that ftand, within the dangerous Iqvel. 
Some 'Bullet rnay return jyon your felf tooj 
Though again ft Nature,.' if you ftiU go on . -( 

In this unnatural courfc . j^^ 

Pan. Thou art not made ^ i^^ 

Of that faoie fluff as other Wpmienare: ; { 

Thy Injufjf^s vvQujd teach^ Patience to blafpl^tnjff^ 
Yet ftiil thou art a Dqvjc^ yul. I H^^w nc^ Malke, 
But like an rnnocent^ fuffef .\ /^if»vMore rfjir^culotts^ 
I'll have a Woman C^ronicJedi^and^for Gq<^ 
Whiciiis the.greateftwwdqr.. X^ , 
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I have ho Son t* inhcHt after te*| ' ^ ^'^ ^ ' *^ 
film I difclaim. ttj - ^ 1 

What then ? Til make tl^y \f;^K!P my fole Heir ; 
Thy Story I'll have written, and in Gold too ; 
In Profc and Verffi and by «he {^o) abteft D6 
A wordiar two of a kind ^p- father ' - *'! 

ril have put in^ i^dod Kings and (Qilbens ih^kAypilL * 
And if the Afiuons of ill great Women,' ' * 

And. of the modern tim6s too^ ara remeiMt^^ - < ' T 
That have undone their Husbahdti ahd their Fa^ifie^ 
What will oar Story do f k Jk^ be ib^ • t .>%! 
And I will ftraight abait it;- »pExfe1?an. 

J«/. Sudiaitove ' J r 

teoodnefs for Glory, have it for *^ward i ^ • / - ' 
Ilovefliinc &r itfclft let Idhoc^ncfe ' ' ^^ 

fie written on ihf Tomb, thdi^h ne^er Ib'hiMhb!^- ' > 

aUeft Doers :] The B^glifi wwrd I^^v her^* » « 




vogue in our Aothbrs Tiirtej Spikfer has tiot objy jaktn.^l^B .W- 
berty to do fo with jthe onftft Nttt the <^tt t09:j89 Stifk^r<f&^C€' 
lender^ June\ Colin lays to Hobhimlp 

the God of Shepherds TityiM U Jead^ ^ 

^i^ taught me, homefy as lean, h make. ^ . ^ 

And for the ufe 'of Efgg/f/b Wocde in a Latin Senfe, (^e this In- 
fiance from the fame Eclogue. Colin {2cyt to Hohhinef, 

Thy lovely Lays here me^eft thoufrtefy bofte. 
Tsken from Ftrg.Jlijcis, line ^, 

■ ' i hi here intondita fitus 

Montihus ^ Jil<vlsJiudio y£t?hxtittMnt, 
But this pradice was not confinM to oor Ai|thor's Qdy; { l^hon 
has made a fine ufe (tho* fomewhat fparing^y) of it in h^Paradife 
Loft : That the Latins took the (ame Privilege before lis of ufiug 
their Words in 2l Qreei Stnk take two Inftances, out of thef m&h/ 
chat might be brought to prove my ^^ertion. Phadrd in her 
Lettci" to Hippolyius, Line y^, fays thus, 

Sint prdcul a nobis ju'venes, ut fcemina compti : 
Fine coli modico forma <virilis amat. 
And Virg* ^n* 7. 766. fpeaking of the iame, Hippofytus has 
thcffe Lines, . . 

Namque ferunt forma Hippofytum, poft^uam ^rte eioyerc^ 
j^ccideritf pa$riafque expterit fanguine panas^ 

Turhatis dtftraBus e^uis, ad Jidera rurfus 

^t her in ^ fuperas cceli 'Oinifft fuh auras , &C* 
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1^4 The Dmlfk Marrufi. 

'Tis all I un ambidoMS of. But! « 

Forget my Vows. 

< Enter Lucio. 

J . . . - ■• , -■ ' ' 

Luc, 'Fore tn€ you are not modeft, 
Nor is this Court Jike. Would you take it wdl. 
If &t (bocild rudety prels into your Clo&t^ . 
When fix>m your fevcral Boxes you chufc Paint, 
To make a tnis days Face with f 

3W. Wh«*s the iii^attcr ? 

Luc. Pray know her Pleafure firft. v 
. . 7«iL To whom fpeak you. Boy ? 

Ii«r. Your Ladylhip's Pardon. That proud Lady*Thie^ 
That dole away my Lord from your Embraces, T 

(Wrinkles at two and twenty on her Cheeks for't. 
Or il^^^ry unallayedy make Blifters on it). 
Would force a Vifit. 

yii/. And dare you deny her. 
Or any eUe that I call mine ? No more. 
Attena her with all Reverence aiid Rcfpe6l ; 
The want in you of Manners, my Lord may 
Conftrue in me for Malice. I will teach you 
How t* efteem and love the Beauty he doats on : 
Prepare a Banquet 

Enier Martia. 

Madam, thus my Duty 

Stoops to^the favour ;you vouchfafe your Servant, 

In honouring her Houfe. 

* Mari. Is this in fcorn ? 

Jul No, by the Life of Virolet : Give me leave 
To fwear by him, as by a Saint I worfhip. 
But am to know no farther, my Heart fpeaks that : 
My Servants have been rude, and this Boy, doating 
Upon my Sorrows, hath forgot his Duty ; 
In which, that you may think I have np (hare. 
Sirrah, upon your Knees, defire her Pardon 

Luc. I dare not difobey you. 

Mart. Prithee rife ^^ 

My Anger never looks fo low : I thank you. 

And 
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And will deferVi; \t 5 if we may he private ■ '"^ .^-^ 
I came to (ee and fpeak with you. 

Jul. Be gone. {Exit B^. 

Good Madam fit. 

Aftfr/. I rob you of your place then. 

JuL You have defer vM a better, in my Bed ;^ • 
Make ufe of this too : Now your Ple^ure^ Lady» 
If in your Bread there be a worthy Pity, 
That brings you for my Comfort, you do nobly 1 
But if you come |o triumph in your Conqueft, 
Or treM on my Calamities, 'twill wrong ' \ 

Your other Excellencies. Let it fuffice. 
That you ak>ne enjoy the beft of Men, 
And that I am fomken* 

Mart. Hte the beft? ' ^ ^ '^ ^ 

Thefcum and (hame of Mankind; Jul ViroUf^ 
Lady ?• Mart. Bled: ia him ? I would my Youth had 
Chofen confuming Fevers, Bed- rid Age, 
For my Companions, rather than a thing. 
To lay wl<o(e Ba(ene& open, would e*en poilcHi 
The Tbngue thjft fpcaks it. 

Jul. Certainly from you — 
At no part he ckferves^this ; and I tell you, 
Durft I prwend but thclcaft mie 10 him, : ^ : ' 

I-. flioiiH not hear this. ' 

Mart. He's an impudeht Tillasn, 
Or a malicious Wretch ; to you ungrateful ; - 

To me beyond Expreffion barbarous. 
F more. than hate him ; from you he defcrres ^ 
A Death mod horrid : Frotn me, to die for «ver ^ 
And know no end of Torments. Wbuld y*^have Comfort i 
Would you Wa(h oflFthe ftiiih that Clicks upon you, 
In being refus'd ? Would you redeem your l4nie, 
Shipwrack'd in his^^bafe Wri^ngs?- If you defire this, 
It is not to be done with (laviih fuffcring. 
But by a noble Anger, nuking way . 
To a moft brave R^vcnge| we may call Jufticc j 
Our Injii^ies are equal ; join with me then, 
And (hare the Honour.^ • 

JuL I ibarce underftand you, 
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And koDW I ihaU be mod raapt to le^rn f 
To hate the Man, t'^itl muik love and hcwiQi^, , / 
,- ,^l4iir/i. This foolifli Dotage in fofc-hearte4 Women f 
Makes proud Men infolcnt i but take y9iir wajfj^ / , .\^ 
ril run another Courfet / / .. i 

Jul. As you are noble, 
Deliver fcis Offence, 

iliir/. He has denied , 
The R|t€8 due to a> Wife. . , , > r , . 

7«A b me moA habpy, . . , ^ ^. ^ ^l 

How largely am I paid fof all my ^uftrings^ ,. .. (^ 
Mod honeft Virolet^ tfaou juft Performer . ; : -, > / 
Of all thyPromlfcs: I ^U to mind naw^, v .-J. ^l^^^ 
When I was happy in thofe Joys you fpeaknCfTj^ ; b.iA 
In a chafte Bed, and warranted by Law too|^; r * 

He oft would fwcar5 th|itifhe;flKHild furv|ve fnc^j , vr 
(VSIlii^b' jhciT I .knew he wilht not) never! Wopan ^ ^ , ; 
Should tafte of his I^mhraccs ; this one ad^. 
Makes me again hi^ DebDor. 

Mart, ^ncf was«.tl|is . , ^ 

The caufe my Youth and Beauty wont con ttp^^d' • d I 
If I fit down here I well - 

Jul. I dare thy ^ijfti, , , ., . 

Plot what thou canft^^ my Piety {hail gutrd H^. i ; ,, r, 
(50 A^ainft thy Malice. Leave my Hflufe and qaicWj^ 
Thou wilt infeft thciynnqpem Wall?. rJBy^Vattu^ \ 
I will inform lym o/t^yyoody pufjaoi^ i i r O 
And turn it on thin^ own ap^qricd He^ i- > , ^ [■■ . |- 
Bclieve't I wilk , : ;, v : ' r {^JnliW^ 

A/jr/^,;ButAis not jn^li^r.pQwer . i, . * y 

^^}^\^^1^mhAt I have decreed ^inj^ him, - 
ril fet^^y f^lf to Sale, .and Jive a Strumpet^ 
Forgetjipy Birth, my F^tjier, and .bis Honour, 
Ratj^H^tbw.w^nt aniaftrumcnt to hdp me 
In my Revenge. .iTfaj»C4ptaiq of tbeQuvd.j 
Bleft Opportunity courts me. r 
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(51) So the Folios. Oaa?o, . Againft my Maj^ci, 
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How bf^wH^r Ai^f IhtM r^Hdw }r liW'dflP 

Her natural Bertl^ T ^lyhdei* #hfct»ftftjp)f^ Sfcft - 
Was mmt^m^^^hAdf^znA foogbc ftH 
By two incoMpar^^ W^Hi^ill Nbbldt £4djr;^ 
JVe heaJd^^odr-W^bngs, afia^^J^thcmr^M^tf^* - 
The ib^«^i# rajr Life c66l»^^^ 
Tq gaiV:f^M» Favour, I IbouM^bfe n^ 
To bJB crtWttaWdrf. * -^ ^^ ' « 

Mart. ^fejA^yoii, h# LoW^ » 4\ '^^^ ^ ! t 

a^^hnli**^ J^^tar glad Sjjfvanr/ >^' J ' 

Man. Name tfttiiftcarts. -^ . ^^ > ir^^ ji H 

He that dcfiftS Ift rckp the Hartteft of ^ - ^^ ■ >^ 

My Yd«H aticf Beamyj iniSft bk^ft iti Blboiii ; - '[ 
And right m^r Wrongs. ' ' ^ ' '^ 

Ron. 1 S^jpi^hend you/ MtttfeftfV 
And reft affur'd •tis dbnej I suhi^ " ' ' 

Of Inftruments to fi( yoii : To the l^ng 
i'Jl inftantly prcfcnt you j if 1 fail. 
He Ihall make good your aims; fib's Ie& than Mun^ 
That to atphievc your Favour, would not do 
Peeds,/Fiends would fear td put their Agents tq. [ExtMit. 

Emer VirqH^ Re0^. 

Yir. ^d im^mfach^ noHepfctlus. *Tfs an Ajciomfe. 
Now whether \triliingly I l)aVe departed 
With that I lov'd \ with that, abbve her Life , - ^\' 
J^v'd me again, crowned ni^ a happy ttuisb^nd ; 
Was full of Chifdrfcn, her Afflidiohs, 
That I begot ; that when our Age muft pcrilh. 
And ail our painted Frailties (52) turn to Afhcs, 
Then (hall they ftahd and propagate our Honours. 
Whether this done, and talcing to protcftion 
A new ftrarige Beauty *tWas an ufcful one —-• 
How ?^cd my Luft ? If it be fo, l^rii finful. 
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And guilty of that Crime I wpi}|il fling from me. 

Was mere not in it this fair courfc of Virtue, 

This pious Courfc? to lave n»y Friwids^ jny £0mtsj^ 

That e'en tbea^d pat pn a i^t^urning Garawitr ' . r 

And weptthe.defolaijoQ ofber Chiidreo^ 

Her nobleO; Children. Did mtt fte thruft nsiedii, , 

And to my Duty dapt the ifxir ef Honour ? 

Was th^ a way, widioi^t this Woman, kftme 

To briiig 'enwo^? Tm maaryuig of t^< Woii)»q f r 

If not, why ap ( ftui^thus? Why toi«^^ 

0^ had there been a wild Defire joined with it^ ) ' 

How eafily, both thefe^jnandraU their Bt»u^^^^^ 

Mi^t I have made min^x)wn ? Why am I coqcht thin^ 

Having performed the grwit Re^niptjoQ^ a 

Both qI njy-Frrcnds aq4 family ? Fairly dopt it^ . 

Without bafe and Jafciviou^ ends \ O Heaven, ; t 

Whyaml.ftillatWaribui; WhythitaMite^ 
That Honefty and Honour had propounded, i ^ 

Ay, and abfolv'd my tender WiU, andjcbidnic^ ^ ; 
Nay then unwillingly flung me on ? 

jE»/^r Juliana tfWLucio, *' ' 

Lfi^. He's here, Madam ; \ , 

This is the jD^lancholy Walk he lives in, , 
i)fcnd chufes ev^r to increafc hi$ fadne6. , - ., ^ 

7«/.1Stand by. 

yir. 'Tis (he; how I (hake now and tremble ? 
The Virtues of that Mind are .Tornicnts to me. 

Jul Sir, if my hated Face ^11 ftir yoyr Anger, 
Or this forbidden Path I tread in vex you j 
My Love and fair Obedience left behind me, , ..\ 
Your Pardon asked, I (hall return and ble(s you* . 

Vir. Pray (lay a little, I delight to fee you j 
Mav not we yet, though Fortune have divided us. 
Am fet an envious flop between our Pleafures, 
Look thus one at another ? Sigh and weep thus ? 
And read in one another's Eyes, the Legends, 
And Wonders of our old Loves ? Be not fearful. 
Though you be now a' Saint, I may adore you: ' 
iAx^ I not tal^ thisHaod^ and on it &crifice 

The 
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ThtSmomxifmfmmi Wbiie faPof ttrtu^I 

Jul. My Lardiffou Wfoog youir Wedlock* 

yir. Wcrp (he tere,' , 
And with h^ all fevelft Ejrcs ta behold us. 
We might do this i I wmhi name Juluma^ 
And ta the reverenoeof «hat Name, bow thus : 
I cniftht iigh Julkmaj fiie was mine once ; 
But I too w«ak a Gmd for tfaitf ^^ett Trcafiire n 
And vbilATihe hat a Name, belief me. Lady, 
This broken YUaut fliall never want a Sorrow, 

Jul. Forget her. Sir, yc^* HonoiH' now commaodayoiSy 
You are anoiher^s^ keep Ibofe Grieft for her, 
Ste richly can reward 'em. Td have (poke with you. 

Phr. What is your WiU? For nothinb yoil com ask. 
So foil of Goodneft are your Words and Mdanings, 
Muft ber denied : iSpeak boiily. 

Juh I diank you, Sh*« I come not^ ^ 
To btsu or flatter, oiAj to be bdiev'd v 
That I defire: Fdri Ifiall tell a Story, 
Sp far hx>m feeming Truth, y(% a moft true onr ; 
(^3) So horrible in Nature, and fo horrid ; < 
So beyond Wickedneis, that when you hear it. 
It OHift appear the pradtice of another, 
Irtie Caft a6d MaHcexif fomeone you've wrongM muchi 
And me you xmay. imagine, me accufe too, 
Unlefs you cs^I to Mind my daily Sufl^rings, 
The infinite Obedience I have borne you. 
That hates all Name and Nature of Revengie, 
My ifOve^ that nothing but my Death can ifever, 
Rather than hers I fpeak of, 

Vir. Juliana^ 
To make a docibt of what you (hall deliver. 
After my full experience of your Virtues, 
Were to diftruft Providence ; to think you can lie, 
Or being wrong'd, feek after foul repairings ; 
To forge a Creed againft my Faith. 

(53) So horrible in N-t^rt, mnd fo horrid ; ] This is (b wretchel 
and tautological a Line, thac 1 caa*t think K our Authors. Tiia 
place wou^d be much betttr without 1%, as the judicious Reader will 
eafily perceive. 

Jul. 



^nd if that Vf Old iwy^ftir yotJt .hcar^aod Jii)f^ : -^X 
I (hould be dumb elfe, were not yqvtm mkc here.. . . ; 
T/r. What fey FFi^f^ hayf I ^uad^ that date^deKiste 

This loaden Tf«pJji:'(r«Ri tt^^ ^ ,i /», 

What pitying Hjwd, of: 3(U j^^ 

Brings ftich a Bei^i^ ?_ : acv? Jil .; u .\ ^ ., it jtl;^» ^ r 

^J^L^Be wife and wanljife i ;-ii« .; : ; --^ oo: J -*ai 

A nd w i th y^iir ^pnour f^l„ wkeiL HeemfntttM ail bpot^ 

Not by a helj^i^h IV^fchicf. i ^ ^ >u . . ^:i. V 



How weak atjcf p^W; I att^> n<w JW^fioAi imf? ^ t/lT 
3f«/. .Y<^r Wife- . : /r.v-7f ". . v'^-- ♦j^^ 

i^r. ,How*$,that|t . : , i ^u-:- - ^/, .^t^ 

]J^ YcMir Wife* = . -ircr- : •::. ??bf v. v> i -li o2 

ip7r. Be tender of her, J (haM fieli^te .-dfe-niH-^ u ^M 

y»/. I miift be tniei».your£ar^:$ir, \ I ^u\T 
For 'tis fo horribly,' if the Air oateh it^ . - ^ ' ^ ,grj oT 
Into a thoufand Pi«gu<?s, a . thoa^d lefonflerlfl 1 J^nT 
It' will difperfe it j€^, ami frigkt Refiftanoei {f^tK^efi^ 

Vir. She feck my JL vfe Wilh jxml {yldcs yon tec^^e%ji^ 
Another Love? QXpeakbutTruih. .. ^ • f^* c^ 

7«/. Be patient^ . , - . :; -? : , . Ocoi A 

pear as I lojye yppv ^Ife IJeiur«:y&ii:«retehM.. /J -ii^* 

F/r. Forwa-rdf "^is w^y, itihaJl beiMfc^ 
IVe liv'd tOQ lof)g» ittitpbred tod^jiiiEUly^^ D^ ict >:i U 
Yet never found the bienefit ot Jitingj j . : * •...; f 

J^ow when rwmi^tQreapit.Witkitiy S^ .^* P 

And hi^t \ov > thar my^YijuthLahd Hoooiar aio^ a^I >» \ 
The Sun fets on my Fortune? jod and^Uoddy, i rjav H 
And everlafting Night begins to clofc me,i \ * t % 
?Tis time to pi$, / $..*.<> r 

jBiif^ Martia j»i Rohyere/ • ^ " ^^ '^ 

7«/.* She comes her felf^ 

Aon. Belitfve Lady, ; . 
And on this Angel Hand your Servant feals it, 
iYou AaJl be Wiftcefs of y pur whole Defirps, 
«^And what ye (hall command, 
•'ifef^f?. Ha Minion, '"" 
^ - \ ^ My 
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3^ i>«ffii^ <ifH^^ 1^ I 

Mfy precious EhuMi^Mf lid thdrdPl Nieiy go Ibrvifard, 
Make your Compkikiti^ and (piiirduc 5^r feign^4 puJAI^ 
(54) Slave-like to Wm you ferye : Vm riiefiinic ftiH; : 
And what I purppfer let the Worid lake witncfi, 
Shall be fo fimfihtt «d fo ftdi Example, 
Spite^of your poorpiMtiitkxM^ my^ d^r^GcMJeixlan^ 
Nly hi9b(»i-4ble Mfn,, iit you fhere^^^^^^ ' ^ 
l^ou and your hot Dtfoe ^ Yoor m^rcyi Sir^ 
I had forgot yttur QKittnerSb ' 

%/. 'Tisiior^lU L^; ' : ^^ 

Mir/^ lioiti; how I hftCetbisrFdlbw t|ow ^ how dtf^ 
My Stomach ftand^ againft bim^ thbinfe Fellow, < : A 
Thisceldcrt RidJ - * » 

K^Jw^ Did yita ne^r hear of Modbftj' t 

Ma^t. Yes, whM I hdird cff fM^ ai)d h b6Jiev*4 '^ ^ 
Tiiibii bio«dl^fir^ btfbikft f 6^^^ : ; 

Thou only Sign ot Mail, how I doncetim thee I'' 
Thou woven Worthy in a Piece of< Arras, < 

Ht oidytto c%sy i^ WStf ; ih6u Scaft 

Beaten tp ufe 2 ^ Hatte L preferyM a B^allty, 
A Youths' a Lio*6, xfO have my W^^ ' I 

My Dotings, and the Joysi came-to offer, < 
Muft i^ey be loft, and^fli^ted by H DoffffioMi : ^ 

Jtd. Ufe mori Refpeft) and W&mkD/tWiU^becoiTfe yoiAi 
At leaft, lefs Tongue. " 1 

Afar/, ril ufe all Violence, 
Let 1^10 k)ok ^r it. . . 

7«/, £hre flni (kin thofe Beauties, f 

Thojfe Aeav'nly Stamps, that raife up Mw to WobderJ 
With harfh aiid crooked Motions? Are you (he 
That overdid ill Ag«, Wfth yOu^ Honour: * 
And in a lirtkj ttour dire lofe this Triu/iiph .^ • ' > 

Is not this Man your Husband? ' ' i ^ ' 

Marl. Ht*s my Halter 5- • - ^ 

Which (having fued ffijf Pirdoh) Iflmgoff thus,' 
And with him all I brought him, butmyAngei^ 
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' (54} All the Bdotd r€ad/f /sov-//^ #• i^/Vw. 
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1 7 s 1f>^ DwMe Maltfia^el ' 

Whifch I w81 nouiiflt to the D^biiQnt^ ^ ^ r 

Not only of hisFoUy, but his Frtm(ls» 
And his whole Name. 

f7r. /TiswelU I have dcferv'd Jt^ 
And if I were a Wonaani I would fi^iiioo. . 

A|iv/. Nature ne'er prqniifed thee a thUigib nofaie. . ^ 
Take back your Love, your Vow, I give it fiedyi . \ 
I poorly fcorn it ^ graze now wheie you pleaTe^; ^ 

That, that the dulnefi of thy Soul ii^lc£{eid» ! 

Kings fue for now. And mi^ me» iFirakff 
Tbooi' image of a\Mao, oblerve tny^ Words. well. \ 

At fuch a bloody rate I'll. fell this. Beauty t 
This Handfomnefs thou fcorn'ft dnd fling*A away; ( 

Thy proud ungrateful Life fhaU (bake at ; takeyqnr Bomfe^ 
The petty things you kft me, g^ve another ; ^ '^ 
And laft, ukc home your C55) Triftfcet; Fart yOMWl^SifP 

Jion. You have fpoke like your felf ^ y *are a bmve l^M|y« 

[ExefM Rimwi ami hkUXi^. 

Jul. Why do youfinile. Sir? . i 

Vir. Omy JuSmai f ; , ^ r 

The Happincfs this> Woman^s Scorn has giv^n>ii!e, ,♦ ' 
Makes me a Man againi; proclaims it fcjl^ . . ; ; 

In fuch a gprteral Joy» through all my Miferie^ : ' /; 
That now m^thinks— -: — — ^ .; . / 

7k/. Loote to yoijyr felf, dear Sir, ^ : : i^^:^ 

And .tri6e not with Dangier that attends you j , ? < v \ 
Be joyful wheny*are free. .; f - > 

Vir. Did you not hear her ? , 4^^ ' 

She gave me back my Vow, my Love, my. Freedom j* { 
1 am free, free as Airj and though to marrow , . 
Her t)l0pdy Will meet with my Life #ndifink il^ i 

And in her Execution tear me picf^^nifeal : 
Yet have I time once more to meet my ; WHhes, t 

Once more t* dmbrace my bed, my nobkft, trued. 
And Time that's warranted. * ; . 

Jul. Good Sir, forbear it ; . 1 » • ^ 

Though I omfefs, equal with your Dcfircs 
My V^ifhes rife, as covetous of ypyrLpye, , A 

(cc) Trinktt:'] Htifi. means the Divorce he had procured a Kttk 

■' . And 
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And to as warm Alarms fpur my WtU to i 
Yet pardon ttk^ tlieSeal oW Church dividing us. 
And hanging like a threatning Flame l^tween us. 
We muft not meet, I dare not. 

Vir. That poor disjoiliting. 
That only ftrong Neceffity thruft on you, 
Nat Crime, nor ftudied Caufe of mine ; how Tweedy, 
And nobly I will bind again and cheriih ; 
How I will Focompence one dear Embrace now. 
One free Aflb£tion? How I burn to meet it ! 
Lode now iqpon me. 

y^. I behold you willingly. 
And willingly would yield, but for my Credit 
Tilt Love you firft had was prefervM with Honour, 
frke laft fhall not cry Whore ; you ftiall not purchafe 
From me a Pleafure, that have equally 

IjQPf*4 y^^^ ^^^^ Fame as you, at fuch a Rate, 

Your Honefly and Virtue muft be bankrupt \ 

If I had lov'd your Luft, and not your Luftre, 

Th^ glorious Luftre of your matchlefs Goodneis, 

I (56) would compel you now to Bed : — forgive me, 

Forgive me. Sir, how fondly ftill I love you ! 

Yet nobly too ; niake the way ftraight before me. 

And let but holy Hymen once more guide me. 

Undo* the Ax, upon the Rack again. 

E'en in the Bed of all Afflidlions, . 

Where nothing fings our Nuptials but dire Sorrows, 

With all my Youth and Plealure, V\\ embrace you. 

Make Tyranny and Death ftand ftill affi-ighied, 

And at our meeting Souls amaze our Mifchiefs \ 

•Till when, high Heav*n defend you^ and Peace guide you. 

Be wife and manly, make your Fate your own. 

By being Mafter of a Providence, 

That may controul it. 

{56) — wouV compil yok nonn to hi! —3 T^ ^ whf ? 

* There we liave a Dalh, and a very nnkappx one it is. fiat by the 

good Leave of my Readers, if we muft have a Dafh, let na redore 

Senie firft, and tiien our Dafh may he lengthened to what iize you 

pleafe 9 I read therefore, and Mr. fbiobaUmih me, 

> comfil you urw to Bed: 

Vir. 
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Vir. Stay a littte with mc. ^ . 7 . 

My Tbooghts hive chidthemlelves : Mayl A0t kiis yottf 
(57) Upon my truth l*m honcft; 

Jul. I believe ye ; , . 
But yet what that may raifc in both pthr Pkncies» ^ 
What Iffues fuch warm Parents breed *^^ 

Vir. I obey you, » 
And take my JLeave'^ from the Saint that keeps tiie. ^ 
I will be right again, and dnce nicire happy * 

In thy unimitable Low; *t ^ 

Jul. V\\ pray for ye, ! 

And when you fall, I have not long to ijillow. [E$ctunt: 

EnUrStQhj Mi0er^ hoafjwain^ dndGuHner^atdne^jyi^f^k 

Martia and Ronvere, at another. ■ 

Sejfe. Now we have got free Credit with the Ca^in. . 

Maji. Soft, fofti he*s here agaih : Is not that jLady-^^ 
Or have 1 loft mine Eyes? ^ lalt Rhumb feizes ^ertii 
But Iftiould know th^t Face. 

Bdatf. Makis him not madder^ ; - ^ 

Let him forget the Wd.man \ fteer a Jjir-board. 

M^. He will not kill her. ^ 

Bi)atf. Any thing he meets; . i 

Hc*s like a Hornet now, he hums, and btizzes i ^ ' * 
Nothing but Blood and Horror. * 

Maft. rd iave the Lady, 1 'J. 

For fuch another Lady -i-i—^ ,', 

^b^//; There's the Point ; ' i • / 

And you know there want Wdmen of her Mettle. 

Mnft. ^Tis; true, they bring fuch Children ndw, ; ^ 
Such Demi-lancies. ' 
Their Father's Socks will make th^m chriftning Cliiia 

Gun. No more, they view us. 
, SeJfe. You ihall play a while, 
And fun your fclf in this felicity, 




* (;7/ t^^^ wj truth. 1 am an hone ji,"] This reading the 'Octavo 
on^y exhibiif. The true one is from the Folio's. 

You 
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toa (hall y6u glorious Wiieto) I tattxi ryw^i li; 9 

But I fhall pick an Hour wkcn mdft feaiudy •— ^ ■ 

Ilay no..05i*rfc|- rj«' -' ■ '' •• ' '' '* 

y?^. . Do you fte Ihoft ? thofe arfe they ' I 

Shall aft your .Will 5 .come hither my good FeHo^» 

You're now ihe iiif^Sw Aoe they not .^oodty Fclkws^jT 
Mari. They've Bohi cnK^pgh^^ if diey have Bamsk 
Mi/i. Still tbf! 9ld Wench. [HeartT»if. 

S^Jfe. Pray Captain, let me ask you . • ■ ■ -^ 

What noble Lacjy^s thiti *Tis a rude Queftioii, 

But I defire to know. 
Ron. She^s for the King, Sir ; 

Let that fuffice for Anfwer. 

. 5#. h Ihe fo. Sir? 

In good time may flie curfe it 

Muft I breed Haeknies for his Grace ? ^ ' <\ 

Ron. What wouldft thou do 

To merit fuch a Lady's Favour ? 
Seffe. Any thing. [tuncs^ 

Rom That can fopply thy Wants, and raife thy jFbr- 
SeJJe. Let her command^ and fee what T dare executt!>k 
I 1 keep my C<Hifcience here j if any Man 

Oppofe her will, and (he would have hitn humbled, «. 

Whole Families between her and bqr ^A^ilhes -^ — ^ ^ 
Afqj^Mt have ften bkeding Throatsi Sir, G?ties fack^d, 

(58) And Infents ftuck upon their Pikes *-i~- 

Bo^fi lioufcs a. firCi and handfom Mot herS' weeping.' 
^ejffe. Which we have hcap'd upon the pile like 
Sacrifices. 

* — _ • ^ 

Churches and Altars, (59) Priefts and all Devotions^ - 

Tumbled together into one rude Chaos. 

Gun. We knqw no Fear, Sir, but want oF f mployriiehh 
Sejfe. Nor other Faith but *hat our Purfcs preachi ^ 

To gain our Ends we cap da any thing. 

And t^frt our Spuls into a thoufand Figures; - ^^ 

(58) "Jnd hfannfiuck vfm thrr fihsi\ If 1 might te sflltwlfi 
Kberty, I w.ou'd prppofe readiog eithf r , 

%'" ' ufon thfefe» orjche, <7r cur Ptlet. '• ' ■ \ 

(59) -—^ Ppi^fii ^f*^ M De^votioi^i.l DcTOti ns hereilicaiis'll^jl 
jEyne as ^v»f#^ or holy .Tlun|». * *• ^ 

But 



fj6 tlfi PMe Mkffiagt, 

But wh«#c«P!mci3aa6------«^" '^- ^^ ""' 

3/<w^.Hjkc thcfc Fellows. ' * ^ 

iim. Be ready and wait here, witliin ihh Hduf' 
Pll (hew you to the King^ and he ihail like'y^ : 
And if you can devife £bme Entertainment ^ - - 

To fill his Mifth^ fuch as. yoiir Countfy ufes, 
Pndent it, and Pll fee/it.^ac'd« 
After this Comick Seine we ihall employ you. 
For one muft die. 

Seffe. ,What Is he. Sir? fpeakbpldly, '^[ 

For we dare boldly do. 

JS(7;/. This Ladv's Husband ; 
His Name is Virolet. 

Seffe. We (hail difpatch it. [Exi. Martia andK^imtx. 
O damned, damned thing : A bafe Whore firft. 
And then a Murthercr! Til look to you. 

Boatf. Can (he be grown (b ftrange ? > . 

Seffe. She has an itch ; ^ 

IMl (cratch you my dear Daughter, 1*11 (9 daw you ; 
ni curry your hot Hide ; married and honoured ? 
^nd turn thote holy Bleflings into Brothels ? 
Your Beauty into Blood ? Til hunt your Hotnefs. 
ril hunt you like a Train. 
Mafi. W^ did all pity her. 
Seffe. Hang her, me is not worth Man's Memory ^ 
She's talfe and bafe, and let her fright all Stories. 
Well, though thou be'ft mine Enemy ru right thc^ 
And right thee nobly. 

Boatf. Faith, Sir, fince (he muft go, 
Ih^c's (pare as few as may be. 

Seffe. We'll take all. 
And likfc a Torrent fwcep the Slaves before us. 
Yoy dare endure the worlt ? 

Maji. You know our Hearts, Sir, 
And they (hall bleed the laft, e'er we ftart from yc. ' 

Gun. We can but die, and c*er we come tQ that. 
We (hal! pick out fQme (ew Examples for us. \ . 

Seffe. Then wait the firft Occa(ion, and like Curlius^ 
ru leap the Gulph before you, fcaricfs leap it : 
Tbcq tbilow me like Men, and if our Virtues 

May 
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May buoy our Couotty up, and fee her Ihinli^ 

In her firft State; our fair Revenges taken. 

We have our noble Ends, or el(c our Aihes. [Exeunt. 



A C T V. SCENE I. 

lEnter AlcaniO| and Martia dbtm. 

Mart. A S you are noble, keep me from di(covery, 

^x And let me only run a Stranger's Fortune; 
For when the King (hall find I am his Daughter 
He ever holds moft Ominous, and hates moft % 
With what Eyes can he look, how entertain me. 
But with his Fears and Cruelties ? 

AJca. Fve found you 5 
Sufpeft not, I am bound to what you like be(t % 
What you intend, I dare not be fi> curious 
To queftion now ; and what you are, lies hid heit. 

Entn" Ferfand, and Ronvere abovt. 

« 

The King comes, pake your Fortune, I (hall joy \Ti\. 

Ron. All things are ready. Sir, to make you merry % 
And fuch a King, you fhall behold him .n9w. 

Per. I long for't, for Pve need of Mirth. 

Ron. TheXady, Sir. 

Per. Now as I am a King, t fpriehtly Beauty,' 
A goodly fweet Afpeft ! M^ Thanks Ronvere^ 
My beft Thanks^ on your Lip© I fcal your Wifhes, 
Be^ what you can im^ine, mine, and happy. 
And now fit down and fmile ; come^ my Jfcanio^ 
And let this Monarch enter. 

Enter Sefle, Mafier^ Beatfivainj Gwmer^ and Sapors* 

Ron. Thefe are th* Switzersj 
I cokl your Grace of. 

Per. Goodly promifing Felk>w8, 
With Faces to keejp Focds in awe^ I like 'em 1 
Go guard the Preience well, and do your IHirie% 

yoL. VII. • M T9 



1 



17$ Ihe IMh Marriott: 

To Morrow I (hall take a farther View, 

Sefe. Yoifffhs^ Sir, 
Qrl fliall lofe my Will ; how the Whore's oiojintad ? 
How fhe (its thron'd ? thou blazing muddy Meteor, 
That fright'ft the under World with luftfiil Flafhes, 
How I Ihall dafti thy Flames ? Away, no Word more. 

[^Exe. Seilfe and his Con^an^. Flouri/h Cornets. 

Enier Villio, Caftruccio, BoSor^ and a Guard. 

Ter. Now, here he comes in Glory ; be merry,^MafterSt 
A Banquet too ? {J^at brought in. 

Ron. O, he muft lie in State, Sir ! 

Jfca. How rarely he is isfher^d ? Can he think now 
He is a' King indeed ? 

Ron. Mark but his Countenance. 

Cafi. Let me have Pleafurcs infinite,, and to the Height, 
And Women in abundance, many Women : 

Etaer LaOeSi 

I will difport my Grace^ ffand there and kmg for mr: ^ 
What, have ye brought me here i U this a^Fcaft 
Fit for a Prince ? a mighty Prince I Are thcfe things, 
Thefc Preparations, ki? -^- ; 

DoS. May^e pleafe your Grace? fMarchpanes, 

Cq/i. It does not pleafe my Gvaoe ; wlief^ are the 
The Cuftardsi double Royals and d» Subtilties ?" 
Why, what weak things are you to &rvc a Prin^ thus^? 
Where be the deUcaics oPth' Eartk and Air.^ 
Th' hidden Secrets of the Sea ? Am I a Ptow-nnan, 
You pop me up with Porridgef Hang the Cooks* 

P!t. O moft Kingly : 
What a Majeftick anger ? 

Cqft. Give me fome Wine. 

jffca. He cools again now. 

Cqft. Fool, where are my Players ? 
Let me have airin Pomp ;. let '<nn play fomeLove matter, 
To make the Ladies itch. Pll be with you anon, Laidies i 
You black Eyes, Pll be with yot* : 
Give me fome Wine I iay^ 
And let me havear Mask of Cuckolds enter. 

Of 
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Of mine own Cuckolds, ^ 

And Jet them come in, peeping and rqoicing, 
Juft as I kifs their Wives^ and fomewhat glorying. 
Some tVine I fav, then for an excellent Night-piece, 
To (hew my diory to' my Loves, and Minions» 
I will have fome great CMle burnt. 

Fit. Hark you. Brother j 
If that be to pleafe thefe Ladies, ten to one 
The Fire (irft takes upon your own, look to that ^ 
Then you oiay (ixtv^ a Night-piece. 

G0. Shire's this Wine? 
Why, (hall I choak ? d'ye long all to be torturM ? 

Doff. Here, Sir. 

Caft. What is this? (tqfies) why, Doftor. 

Doll. Vy'ine and Water, Sir. . 
*Tis Sovereign for your heat, you muft endure it. 

f^l. Mo(t excellent to cool your Night-piece, Sir. 

Doll. You*re of a high and cholerick Complexion,, 
And you muft have allays. 

Cdjf. Shall I have no (heer Wine then ? 

Do3f. Not for a. World : I tencfer your dear Life, Sir } 
A pd he*s no faithful Subjeft------ 

f7/. No, by nd means 5 
OF'this you may drink, and ne*er bang, nor cjuarter. 
Nor never whip the Fool j this Liqjuor's mercibjl. 

Caft. ril (it down and eat then : ICings, when they're 
May eat, I hope ? . i^^B^Yt 

Doff. Yes, but they eat difcreetly. 

Caft. Cothe, talle this Di(li, and cut me liberally^ 
I like Sauce well. 

Doff. Fie, it is too hot, Sir ; 
Too deeply (ealbn'd with the Spice, away wither ^ 
You muft acquaint yOur Stomach with thofe Diets 
Are temperately nouri(hing. 

Caft. But pray ftay, Dodlor, 
And let me have niy Meat again. 

1^0^. By no means : 
I have a charge concerns my Life. 

Caft. No Meat neither ; 
Do Kings never cat, Doctor ? 

M 2 Do^. 
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Boll. Very little. Sir, 
And that too very choice. 

ViL Your King ne*er fleeps, Brother, 
He muft rrbt flcep, his Cares ftill keep him waking. 
Now he that Eats and Drinks much, is a Dormoufc s 
The third part of a Wafer's a Week's Diet. 

Caft. Appoint me fomething then. / . 

Don. There. 

Caft. This I feel good. 
But it melts too fuddenly ; yet — how, th^t gone too ! 
Ye are not mad! I charge you. [Take away. 

Do£l. For your Health, Sir, 
A little quickens Nature, much dcprefles. 

Caft. Eat nothing for my Health l^ thaVs a new Diet. 
Let me have fomething, fomething has fomc favour. 
Why thou uncourteous Doftor, (hall I hang thee ? 

DoSi. 'Tis better. Sir, thah I ihould let you furfcit : 
My Death were nothing. 

ViL To lofe a King, were terrible. 

Caft. Nay,then I'll carve my felf, I'll ftay no Ceremonies. 
This is a Partridge Pye, I'm fure that's nourifhing. 
Or Galen is ap Aft : 'tis rarely (eafon'd : 
Ha, Dodor, have I hit right ? a mark, a mark there ? 

ViL What ails thy Grace ? [Take awof. 

Caft. Retrieve thofc Partridges. 
Or as I am a King — 

tioH. Pray Sir oe -patient, 
Tbey^re fiown too far. 

VtU Thefe are breath'd Pies an'r plcafc jrou. 
And your Hawks are fuch Buzards. 

Caft. A King, and have nothing. 
Nor can have nothing ! 

ViL What think you of a Pudding .?^ 
A Pudding Royal ? 

Caft. To be royally ftarv'd ; 
Whip me this Fbol to Death, he is a Blockhead. 

ViL Let 'em think they whip me, as we think you a 
•Twin be enough. 1 [King: 

Caft. As for you dainty Doctor, th* Table ta'cn away, 
AH gone, all fnatch'd away, and I unfatisfied, 

With^ 
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($9) Without my Wits, being a King and hungry ? 

Suffer but this thy Treafon ? T tell thee Dodtor, 

I tell it thee, in carneft, and in Anger, 

(60) I am damnably hui^y, my very Grace \$ hungry, 

Vil. A hungry Grace is Htteft to no M^al, Sir*. 

DoEl. Some twp hours hencei you fhall fee more : but 
You mud retain an excellent and Arid Diet, [ftill, Sir, 

Vil. It fharpens you, and mak^s your Wit fo poy oant,Sarf 
your very words will kill. 

DoS. A bit of Marn(ial9de 
No bigger than sv. Pea, 

Vil. And that W5Ubuttcr'd, 
The Air thrice purifiecj, a^d three times fpirited. 
Becomes a King : your rare Conferire of nothing 
Breeds no Offence. 

Cafts Am I turnM King Camclion^ 
And keep my Court i*th' Air ? 

Fer. They vex him cruelly, [the Women, 

Jfca. In two djays more they'll ftarvc him, Fer^ Now 
There's no Food left but th^m. jilfca. They'll prove 

fmall Nourilhment ; 
Yet h*as another Stomach and a great one, 
1 fee by'a £ye, 

Cqfi. ($1) I'll have mine own Power here j 
Mine own Amiiority ; I need, no Tuc^r, 
Dbftor, this is DO Diet. 

(59) Witbmi ^ 9^3 '^'^ ^^ Paffage gitres room /or Sufpn 
cioo, that it has Ji^ fmit$ f9ul Play Richer from the Tranfcriber 
or Editor : I^t the .Rea4cr cpnfider ir» and then think if, wi^h 
Mr. Seward and xnyfelf. jt ibou*d not nm thus, 

mthoMt my Wm, — 
Tho* there are two or tluce inbre ways of altering it, but none of 
*em futisfaftory. 

(60) Tm damnably bi^ry^ my very Qrs^ce is hungry.} A flight 
Tranfpofition will fe^ this plaee right. 

Mf Gracf is viry buugry t . m 
To which anfwers Villht right enough, 

A hungry Graa is fitted to no Meal. 
{61) /•// havt mint vivn Powtr herf ;] The' havt is not cafily 
corrupted into u/e^ yet I cannot help imagining but it has undergone 
fudi a Change. To bavi ont'siViil, is cooAmoa 1 To bavi ont'iPower^ 
not iq. 

M 3 ^^- 
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Do£i. It may^be, Sir. 

FiL By'r Lady, it may turn t6 a dry Diet; 
And how thy Grace will ward that*-^— 

Caft. Stand off, Dodtor ; ' 

And talk to thofe that want Faith. 

jF^r. Mot and mighty. 

Afid. He will cool apace, no doubt. 

Gaft. Fair^ plumps ondred^ ' ' 
A Forehead bigbf an Eye revives ^e dead *, 
A Lip like ripeft Fruity inviting JNU. 

Vil. But O, the rujhy fFelij kkm the Nilk 
Take heed of tbat^ for though it never fail^ 
Take heed I fay^ for therefy hangs a Tale. • 

Caji. Pll get ye all with Child. 

Vil. With one Child, Brother, 
So many Men in a Blue Coat* 

Caft. Had I fed well, 
'And drunk good ftore of Wine, ye had been blefl: ilf, 
^Bleft all witn double Births; come kifi me gtt^ily, 
And think no more upon your fooliih Husbandk, 
They're tranfitory things 5 (62) a King's Fame meqts you. 

DoSf. Vanifti away. ^Ex. l^om^p. 

Caft. How, they gone too? my Guard there;; 
Take me this Devil Doftor, and that Fool there, , 

And fow *em in a Sack ; bring back thcf WiWien, 
The lovely Women 5 drown thefe Rog<teii' V hang "cnii. 

Afca. (63) He is in carncft. Sir; ^"' - ^ ' 

(62) A King^s Fame meets you."] The. ft^er is kfc to interpret 
Fame here in what Senfe he pleafea ; bf^''*f n^th^r think that Fiajju 
is the true reading ; the miflaking of one ibr the other was ^jr« 
and fo probably gave occcafion to this flighf Corruption* 

■**'"■ 

(63) Afca. He is in earneft^ Zir, 

1 needs mufi take him off, 

Ettter^t^^i Maftefj Boat/waim, Gunner and Satiors. 
Fcr. In feri9us earneft."] From this and inch Hke Miftakes one 
wouM imagine that the Editors of the O^vo Edition had collated 
the iiril Folio in a very negli^t manner. The Change of the 
Speakers, as well as Tranfpofition of the Speeches, which are on* 
doubtedly right, in the prefcnt Tejct, arc from the Copy of 1647. 

Fer. 
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Fer. In ferious earned, 
I needs mull take him off. 

EnUr $efle, Mafier^ Boatfwm^ Gunner and Sailors. 

Seffe. Now, now be free, - 
Now Liberty^ now Councry-mon fliake from ye 
The Tyrant's Yoke. ^ 

All Liberty, Liberty, Liberty 1 . 

Guard. Treafon, Tfeafon, Truafbrt. 

Fer. We «re bctmyM, ^y to the Town, cry Treafon, 
And raife our faMvfol Fnends ; O my Jfcme. 

Jfea. Make hatte, we have way enough. 

Guard. Treafon, Treafon. - 

[Ex. Fet. Afca. and Guard. 
/ iS^ Spare none, put all to th* Sword : A vengeance 

fliake thee, 
Art thou turnM King again ? 
• (^; I^mirRaftal: 

Spare me but thiitime, if e*er I fee King more. 
Or once believe in King, 

5^. The Ports are ours. 
The Trtaifore and the Port, fight bravely Gentlemen 1 
Cry to the Town, cry Liberty and Honour ; 

[S$meg$ (paying Uberty and Freedom. 
Waken their perifecuted Souls, cry loudly. 
We'll ftiarc.thc Wealth among ye. 

Q^. Do you hear, Gipcain i 
If e'er you hear me name a King ■ ' " , ,. 

Sejfe. You ihall' nor. 

Caft. Or thou^ I live undei one, obey him •— 

Gun. This Rogue again. 

Seffe. Away with him, good Gunner. 

Gj/f. Why look ye, Sir \ Vll put you to no charge ; 
ril never e^t. 

Gun. VW take a courfe, you ihall not \ 
Come, no more words. 
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Enter Boatfwain., 

Cqlt. Say nothing when you kill me. 

(64) Sep. Hc*s ta'cn to th* Tower's ftrengtb ; * ' 
Now ftand fure Gentlemen, 

We have him in a pen^ he cannot (cape us» v^ 

The reft o'th* Caftle's oursj Liberty, Liberty ! ' ; 
"What, is the City up? . -. ^ 

jB^/z//; They are.up aiKl:glorious,r , 
And rouling like a ftprm they troine^ their Tcnti 
Ring nothing but Liberty and Freedom. 
The Women are in Arms too. 

^(^. Let 'em come all 5 • / 

Honour and Liberty. 

JlL Honour and Liberty. - {Extunt. 

Enter Juliana. --'■ ^ '- ^ 

. •.'»•- . • ■ . i . ■ 

Jul. This Woman threats, her £ye$^ eVa red lirith fiiryt 
Which like prodigious Meteors foretdd , 
AfTur'd Deftrudtion, are ftill before me. 
Befides I know fuch Natures unacquainted 1 ^ 
With any mean, or in their Love, pr Hatted ; 
And fhe that dar'd all dangers to pofleis itioif 
yjiW check at nothing, to revenge the lois 
Of what fhe held fo dear. I firu diicover'd 

Her bloody purpoles, which ihe made good. 
And openly profefsM 'em ; that in me 
Was but a cold Afiedlion ; Charity 
Commands fo much to all \ for Virplet^ 
Methinks ( fhould forget my Sexes wei^nefi. 
Rife up, and dare beyond a Wonun's fircngth 1 

(64) Seffc. IJe^s ta'fn fo tb* To<(v*rs finngtb j J^ But how coo'J 
^effe know that? Si^rely by notlung but Inrpiratioii : I can't help 
thinking but the Stage Diredion, two Lines above« of 

Enter Boatpwain^ is wrong, and that he flioo'd cone in ahd bring 
the News of f errand*^ having retirM into the ftroogeft part of tho 
Citadel, and then we fhail have the Dialogue go on clear and eafv. 
Thus, 
Caft. Say nothing nvbenyou kill me. 

Enter foatjwain. 
Boatf. ///i faUn to tb^ Tower's ftrengtb^ 
Scife. Jiiw ftand /ure GentUmen, &c. 

Tbea 
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Tha do, not counTel : He is too fecure. 
And in my judgmentf 'twcr<e a greater ScrWce 
To free him from a deadly Encmy^ 
Than to get him a Friend. I undertook too 
To^cpofs.her PJou ; opposed my Piety^ 
Againft her Malice; and Ihali VInue fufier? 
No9 Mariia^ wer^t thou hero equally armec^ 
I have a caufe^ jpite of thy malcuJine Breeding, 
That would aflijire thot Viadry : My Angel 
Dircd and help mc. . 

Emter Vimlet Wui RoAt^ic^ 

Jfhr^ The State in Combuftioij* 
Tart of the Citadel forced, the Treafure feizM on ; 
The Guards corrupted, arm them(elve$ againfl; 
Their late protefted Matter j f^rr^W Bed too. 
And with fmail ttrength, into the Cattle's Tower, 
Tlie only Aventine^ that now is, Jeft him ? 
And yet the Undertakers, nay. Performers, 
Of fuch a brave and glorious Enterprize,' 
Arc yet unkpown ; they did proceed like fylcn, 
I like a Child \ and had I never trufted 
So deep a praftice unto (hallow Fools, 
BeHdes my Soul's peace, in my Julkina^ 
The Honour of this Aftioh had been mine. 
In which, accurs'd, I now can claim no Ihare. 

Jul. Ronvere! *tis he, a thing, next to the Devil 
I moft deteft, and like him terrible -, 
Maria's right Hand, the Jnftrumcnt I fear too. 
That is to put her bloody Will in aft. 
!Have I not Will enough, and Ca\jfc too mighty ? 
Weak W omens fear, fly from me. 

l^. Sure this Habit, 
This lAkcnt& to Ronvere^ which I have ftudicd. 
Either admits me fafe to my defign. 
Which I too cowardly have halted after. 
And fuffcr^d to be ravilh'd from my Glory 5 
Or finks me and my Miferies to^^ther s 
Either concludes me happy— 
' '^¥l Wc ftands mufuig^ 

Some 
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Some MIfchief is now hatching.- 
In the full meditation of his Wickcdnefs, ' \ 

V\\ fink his curfed Soul : Guide my Hand, Hcav*q, . „ 
And to my tender Arm give Strength and Fortune. .'. \ 
That I may do a pious deed, all Ages' /:; 

Shall blefs my Name for ; all remembrance crown ittier ^ 

Vir. It fhallbefo. ' ' • k. 

Jul. It fhall not ; take that Token, ^ ISiaishfnf. 
And bear It to the luftful Arms of Martia^ ' ' 
Tell her, for ^r^&/^s dear fake, I fcnt it. 

Vir. O I am happy, let me fee thee, that I ' 
May blefs the hand that gave me Liberty ; 
O courteous Hand, nay thou haft done mpft nobly. 
And Heav'n has guided thee, *tWas their great Juftlc^ 

blcffed Wound that I could come to kife thee I , X 
How beautifut and fweet thou fhew'ft \ ; 

>^ohi \ : V 

Vir. Sigh not. 
Nor weep not| Dear, flied not thofe fovercign BaHjffn| 
Into my Blood, which muft recover nilei ' : ' 

Then I fhall live ajgain to do a mifchie^ ' 

Againft the mightinefs of Love and Virtue, ' / 
Some bafe unhallowed JFiand (hall rob thy right i£ ; '; ^ 
Help me, I fainr: fo. ^*^^ '^' 

JW, O unhappy wench! * >' 

How has my Zeal abused me ; yoy that guard Viftue, *, 
Were ye afleep ? or do you laugh at Innocence, 
You fuffer'd this miftake ? p my dear FiroUt ! , 

An everlaftin^ curfe follow that form 

1 ftruck thee in, his Name be ever blafted j ;^ 
For his accurfed (hadow has betray*d ^ \ 
The fweetnefs of all Youth, the Noblenels, 

The Honour, and the Valour ; witherM for ever 
The Beauty and the Bravery of all Mankind : 

my dull Devil's Eyes. 
Vir. I do forgive you, 

By this, and this, I do : I know you were cozened j 
The Shadow ofRonverCy I know ypu aim'd at. 
And not at me ; but 'twas moft neceflary 

1 (hould be (Iruck, fome Hand above direded you ; 

For 
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For Juliana could not fhew her Juftjcc, 
Without depriving high Heav'n of hi$ Glory, 
{65) Or any $ubje(a fit for her, but JTirQlef : 
Forgive me too, and ta)ce my laft Breath, fwcct one, 
This the new Marriage of oyr Souls together ; 
Think of me, Jufiana^ bqt not often, 
For fear my- Faults fhoiild burthen your Affeftipn^. 
Pray for me, for 1 faint;. 

Jul. O flay a little, 
A iittle, little. Sir. [OjB^ers to kill berfelf. ' 

Fir. Fie, Juliana. 

Jul. Shall I out-live t;he VirtWfi, I have murdcPd ? 

Vir. Hold, or thou hajt- ft my Race j give mc the Daggei-, 
On your Otj^dlMce, a^d yowr Love,, deliver it. 
If you do thus, we fhall not meet in Hiew*n, Sweet ; 
TTo guilty Blood comes there; kill your Intentions, 
And then you cQnqqer; ihere where I am going, i 
Would you not meet me, Dear? 

Jul. Yes. 

Vir. And ftill love me ? i 

Jul. And ftill behold you. 

Fir. li.ve ^f n *<ill Hpav'n calls yon. 
Then npQ s^4 CmH of S weetnefi you rife ^'nted. 
Then I that ^nt b^fiwre you to prepaiW, 
§^1 ine«t aM welcome you, and daily court you 
(66) With Hynins of holy Love -^ I go out : 
Give mp ypur JH^i^} i fkrewel, in Peace forewel, 
Remem^f Qie, farewel. [pies. 

(65) Or anj SuhfiSi, kc. 

This the new Marriage,} We fliould certainly read, 
On ^gy SuBjiff, &c. 

*Ti8 thi new Marriage^ or the Sentence wiH be as much 
Bonfenfical, as elliptkal. ^ 

(66) IVitb Hymns of bolj Lrvt — — / go out : ] The Cq1qi\ at the 
end of the Line feems greatly to injure the Senfe of this PafTage, 
as the - to have f wallowed up a Wprd which is req^uiigce ta 
complete both that and the Meafure : I imagine we ihou'd fill ujp 
and poiixt thos, 

JFttb Hymns ofJbofy Lpve — — 'fore I go out 
Qhfi miymr Hand; &c. 
The judicious Reader will eaiily fee the Reafon of both. 

7uf. 
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Jul C67) Sleep you fwcet Glafles, 
An cverlafting Slumber crown thofc Cryftals ; 
All niy Delight adieu, farewel, dear Virok$^ 
Dear, dear, moft dear ; O I can weep no more. 
My Body now is Fire, and all confuming. 
Here will I fit, forget the World and all things. 
And only wait what Heav'n Ihall turn me to. 
For now methinks I (hould not live, {^beJUs down. 



Enter Pandulpho. 



A: 



Fan: O my fweet Daughter, 
The Work is finifh'd now, I promis'd thee: '^ 

Here are thy Virtues Ihcw'd, here r^ifter'd, 
A/id here ftiall live for ever. , 

Jul. Bloc it; burn it, 
I have. no Virtue, hatcfulTm as Hell is. 

Pan. h not th\^ Virokt ? 

Jul Ask no more Queftionsj 
Miftakiiig him, I kilPd him. 

Pan. O my Son, 
Nature tufns to my Heart again, my dear Son, 
Son of my Age, would'ft thou go out (b quickly ? 
So poorly lake thy Leave, and never ftc mei 
Was this a kind Stroke, Daughter? Could you love him> 
Honour his Father, and lb deadly ftrike him ? 
O withered timelefe Yduth I are all thy Promifes, 
Thy goodly Growth of Honours, come to this ? 
Do I halt itill i'th' World, and trouble Nature, 
When her main Pi^ce? founder, ancl fail daily ? 

Enter Lucio, and other Servants. • 

Luc. He does weep certain : What Body's diat lyes by 
him ? 

(67) This Paflion of Juliana calls for, and dcfcrvcs our highdl 
Admiration: Ms drawn with fo maftcrly an Hand, tlMt'A Perfon 
muft be endued with 9 vefry fnaall fliare of Tallc not to be touch 'd 
at the reading of it : Our Poets, flill in the Pathetic, appear fuffi- 
cienily plain thro* the Body of their Plays, that here it flames oatv 
and perhaps has not its fuperior in any part of their Mailer Shake- 
Jftafi Compofitions. 

How 
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(68) How do you. Sir ? 

Pan. O look there, Lucio^ 
Thy Mafter, thy beft Matter ! 

Lac. Woe is me. 
They've killed him, flain him bafdy ; O my Mafter ! 

Pan. Well Daughter, well ; what {6g) Heart had you 
to do this ? 
I know he did you Wrong j but 'twas his Fortune, 
And not his Fault ; for my fake that have lov'd you«-« ^ 
But I fee now you (corn me too. 

Luc. O Miftrefs ? 
Can you fit there, and his cold Body breatblefi i 
Bafely upon the Earth ? 

Pan. Let her afone. Boy, 
She glories in his end. 

Luc* You ihali not fit here. 
And fqfFcr him you loved, — ha I Good Sir, ^me, 
Come hither quickly, heave her up j O Heav*n I Sir, 

God, my Heart I file's .cold, cold and ftiff too. 
Stiff as a Stake, file's dead. 

Pan. She's gpne, ne'er bend her. 

1 know her Heart, fiie could not want his Company : 
BlcflSng go with thy Soul, fweet Angcb fliadow it, 
O, that I were the third now, what a Happinefs i 
But I muft live, to fee you laid in Earth both, » 
Then build a Chapel to your Memories, 

Where all m^ W6ilth fiiall fafiiipn out your Stories. 
Then dig a htde Grave befides, and all's done. 
How fwciet file looks, her Eyes are open fmiting, 
I thought fii'ad been alive. You are my Charge, Sirs» 
And amongft you, PU fee his Goods diftributed. 
Take up the Bodies, mourn in Heart, my Friends, 
You've loft two noble Succours 5 follow me, 
And tht>u, iad Country^ weep this Mifery. \Exeimt. 

{68) Hrw d^you do. Sir f) The latter d§ which fpoili the Mea- 
fare, I have dropt upon the Aachoritx of Folio 1647. 

(^^y !■ Heart had y9u\ So Oajiiro Edition of 1647, thas, 

' " ■ ■ what Heart jmv had. 
^TiM no matter wliich wajr we readj either will do. 

Enter 
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Enter Sefle, Boat/wain^ Mafier^ Gunner ^ titizens^ and 

Soldiers. 

Sep. Keep the Ports ftrongly mann'diand let n(]fne enter 
But fucfa as are kfidwn Pktriots# 

^/A Liberty/ Liberty! 

Sejfe. 'Tis a fubftantial Thing, and nof a Wbrdv 
You Men of Naples^ which i£ once takc^ ftofta us. 
All otho: Kefltngs leaVe OS I 'tis a Jewel 
Worth purchafing, at the dear rate of Life^ 
And fo to be defended. , O remembA* 
What yoti have fuffer 'd^ fiit(!e you parted with it % 
And if again you wifh not to be Staw^ 
And Properties to Ferrani% Pride and Luilr^ 
Take noble Courage, and make pei^ed what 
Is happily begun. ^ 

iGV. Our. gr«at PfdetFdr, 
You have mfranchii*d us, from wtetoheld Bonddgd. 

2 Cit. And mi^^bfc known, %o whotn w6 6wc our Free- 
We to the Death would follow hi<n. [dodo^ 

3 Cit. Make him Kin]g» 
The Tyrant once rcmov*d» 

Sejfe. That's not my end. 
'Twa$ not Ambition that brought me hither^ 
With thefe my faithful Frieilds^ nor hope of Spoil: 
For when we did pofifels (he Tyrant's Titafurt, 
By Fottt &ttmt!od from you, and employed^ 
To load you with itioft miferable Thraldoih, 
We did not make it oursy but with it purchased 
The help of thefe, to get y6u Liberty, 
That for the faihe Price kept you k Subje£)!kxi« 
Nor are we Switzers, worthy Country MeU, 
But NeapoUtam : Now eye me wfll y 
And tht>' the reverend Emblemi^ of mine Ag^ 
My filvcr Locks are Ihorne, (70) my Beard cut off. 

Partaking 

(70) ■' - fiiy Beard eut off^ 

fariakingyet of an aiutterate Coldltr i\ 'ftih is a glaring 
Contradi^Uon indeed, for if his Beiird was cat 08, die Colour of it, 
couM not poffibly bef adulterate : If we d6 but renifenibef i^hat we 
are told of this Duke's having his Beard run into a Pe^ •/ 
TnviHif, ff9 may read the Pafiage thus with Mr, Sewant, ^ 
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Partaking yet of an adulterate Colour ; ' 
Tho' fourteen Yeers you have nof fecir this Pace, 
You lii^y reflicmber it, and call to Mind 
There was a DUke ofSeJe^ a much wrongM Printe, 
Wrong'd by this Tyrant FhroHd. 

1 C/. Now I know Wm. 

2 GV. 'Tis he, long live the Duke of Sefe. 
Seffe. I thank you. 

The Injuries I reeeit'd, I nnift confcfi, 
Made me forget the Love T owed this Cdudtry, 
For which I hepc, Pve given Satfsfe6Hon, 
In being the firft that ftir*d, to give it Frcidom ; 
And with your Lbves and ftirtherance, will call back 
Long bttiiflit Peace, and Plenty, to this Ptople. 
2 C//. Lead where you plcafc, well follow. 

I C/7. Dare all Dangers. 

. ■ . ' ■ ' ' 

JSnter Pandulpho, the Bodies of Vixokt imd JuliMa^ 

, upm a Heoffe* 

Sejfe^ What folemn FuneraFs this ? 

Pan. Thiere reft a while, 1 

And if*t be poflible there can be added 
'Wings to your Iwift defire of juft Revfinge^ 
He^i" (if tny Tears will give way to my Words) 7 
In brief a inoft fad Story. - 

Se£i. Speslk,, what arc they ?. 



fny Beard cutjharf^ 



Or as I think nearer the traces of theLetCiers thai, 

'Tis well known that dyings of Beardh was t freaueni OAika^ in 
our Poets Time, and upon this Praftice I will onaertake to cefredt 
a corrupted Paflage in Shake/pear^ Meafure for Meafure^ J^& ^ 
Scene 7. 

Duke. Ob 9^ei0k*f V gwMMf difpdfaf^ and yo» majr add to iri 
Shave the Head jand,/!^ the JB^rd^ and % it Was,. &fr; td nudtf^ 
it appesnr tMt tieh a Cormptlon here, and that dye is the os^ginad 
Word^ we need only ^otT another place ^6m Scene 9. of thl» 
fiunc Act. The Pro*voft (ays^ 

^ f;&iMr» dfd^ this Htmh/g 

One Ragozin e t 

J Man 9f Claadio*/ Teeirt ; his Beard and Head j 
Juft of lus ColoQT. 
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I know thee welly Pandulpbo. 

Pan. My bcft Lord ? 
As far as Sorrow will give Leave, mod welcome ^ 
This Virolet was, and but a Son of mine, 
1 might (ay, the moft hopeful of our QenO'y } \ 

And though unfortunate, never ignoble : | 

But ril fpeak him no further. Look on this. 
This Face, that in a Savage would move Pity, 
The Wonder of her Sex, and havit^ iaid 
•Tis Juliana^ Eloquence will want Words 
To fet oiit her defervings ; this bleit: Lady^ 
That did endure the Rack to faye her Husband, 
That Husband^ who, in being forcM to leave ber. 
Endured a thoufand Tortures; by what Pra6tice» 
I know not, (but 'twas fure a cunning one) 
Are made, the laft I hope, but fad ^camples 
Of Ferran^s Tyranny. Convey the Bodies hence. 

f^.E?qprefs your Sorrow 
In your Revenge, not Tears, my worthy Soldier i 
That fertile Earth, that teem'd fb many Children 
To feed his Cruelty, in her wounded Womb 
Qin hardly now receive 'em. 

Boatf. We are cold, [vered 

Cold Walls fhan't keep him from us. Gun. Were he co- 
With Mountains, and room only for a Bullet 
To be fent level at him, I would fpeed him. [con's 

Mfi. Let's fbale this pretty Tower s at Sea we^rc Fal- 
And fly unto the Main- Top in a Moment. 
What then can flop us here ? 

1 G/. We'll tear him Piece-meal. 

2 G/. Or eat a Paflage to him. 
Sejfe. Let Difcretion 

Direft your Angpr ; that*s a Viftory, 

Which is got with leaft Lois, let us nuke ours fuch : 

And therefore Friends, while we hold parley here, 

Raife your Scalado on the other lide. 

But enter'd wreak your SufPring$, 

[Exmit Saibrs and Soldiers. 
I C//. In our Wrongs 
There was no Mean ■ 

2Gt. 



7^^ I>ouhle Maniagt. 193 

2G/. Nor in our full Revenge 
Will if«e know any. 

Sejfe. Bca{^)cas'd, good Man, [To Pandulplp. 

No Sorrow can redeem tbcm from Death's Prifon i , 
What his inevitable Hand hath feiz'd on. 
The World cannot recover. All the Comfort 
That I cart give to you^ is to fee Vengeance 
Pour*d dreadfully upon the Author*s Head, 
Of which their Afes may be fcnfible, 
That have fain by him* [SSund a Parity^ 

Enter Ferrand, Martia, Afcanio, and Ronvere above. 

Pan. They appear. • 

Per. 'Tis not that we efteem rebcHious Traitors 
Worthy an Anfwer to their proudeft Summons, 
That we vouch(afe our Prefence, or t* exchange 
One Syllable with 'em \ but to let fuch know. 
Though circled round with Treafon, all points bent 
As to their Center at my H^art, 'tis free. 
Free from fear. Villains, and in this weak Tower 
Ferrand commands as abfolute, as when 
He trod upon your Necks, and as much fcorns you. 
And ^hen the Sun of M^yefty fhall break through 
The Clouds of your Rebellion, every Beam, 
Inftead of comfortable Heat, (hall fend 
Confuming Plagues among you, and yOu call 
That Government which you term*d Tyrannous, 
Hereafter, gentle. 

SeJfe. Flattter not thy felf 
With thefe deluding hopes, thou eruel Beafl:, 
Thou art i'th* toil, and the glad Huntfman prouder. 
By whom thou'rt taken, of his Prey,' than if 
(Like thee) he (hould command, and Ipoil his Foreft. 

per. What art thou ? 

SeJfe. To thy horror, Duke of Sejfe. 

Per. The Devil. 

SeJJe. Referv'd for thy Damnation. 

Per. Why Ihakes my Love ? * 

Mdrt. O I am loft for ever 5 
Mountains divide me from him, fome kind Hand 

Vol. YIL N Prevent 
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Prevent our fearful mteting : Or lead me 
To the fteep Rock, whofe ru^ed Brows aie bent 
Upon the (welling Maiq ; there let me bide me: 
And as our fiodies tlien (hall be divided^ 
May our Sods never meet. 

Fer. Whence grows this, Swecteft ? 

Mart. There are a thoufand Furies in his Looks 5 
And in his deadly filence more Joud Hormr, ]; 

Than when in Hell the tortarM and tormentors 
Contend whofe fhricks are greater. Wretched me! 
It is my Father. 

Sejfe. Yes, and I will own her. Sir, 
* Till my Revenge. It is my Dau^tcr, Ferrand^ 
My Daughter thou haft whor'd. 

Fer. I triumph in^t : 
To know fhe's thine, afibrds me more true Pleafure, 
Than the Aft gave me, when e'en at the height, 
I cracked her Virgin Zone. Her (hame dwell on tHec, 
And all thy Family 5 may they ne'er know 
A female Iffue, but a Whore; Afcanio^ 
Romper By look cheerful ; be thou a Man too. 
And learn of me to die. That we might fall, 
And in our Ruins fwallow up this Kingdom, 
Nay the whole World,- and make a fecond Chaos. 
And if from thence a new Beginning rife. 
Be it Recorded this did end with us ; 
And from our Duft hath Embryon. 

Ron. I liv'd with you, 
And will die with you ; your Example makes me 
Equally bold. 

Afca. And I refolv'd to bear 
Whatever my Fate appoints me. 

Sejfe. Thqr are ours. 
Now to the Spoil. 

Boatf. Pity the Lady, to all elfe be deaf^ [Exeunt.^ 

Within. Kill, kill, kill. 

\^AIarum^ Fkurijh Trumpets^ Retreats 



Enter 
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J^r Sefle wiik Fepand'i /f^^i^ /^e Qtizm^^ M^fipr^ 
Boatfwain^ G^mer^ Soldiers bringing in Afcawo ifnd 
Martia. 

$4!£e, Cxm\ begiiuxi^s meet sddi xrud ^ends ; 
And the beft Sacrifice to Hcar!n fiar Beace, 
Is Tyrants Blpodj and thorfc t^at ftuck faft to him, 
Fleflx'd Inftruments in his commands to Mifchie^ 
With him dilpatcb'd. 
Boat/. They are cut off. 
Sejfe. 'Tis well. 

^//.'•Thanks to the Duke of S^. 
Sep. Pay that! to Heaven, 
And for a general Joy, give general Thanks i 
For Bleffings ne'er defcend from Heav'n, but when 
A grateful Sacrifice afcends from Men. 
To your Devotion •, leave me, there's a Scene 
Which I would aft alone ; yet you may ftay, 
HFof wanting juft Spedators, 'itwill be nothing. 
The reft forbear *me. 

Cit. Liberty, liberty, liberty! 
Mart. I would I were as far beneath the Centre, 
As now I ftatid above it ; how I tremble ! 
Thrice happy they tha* died, I dying live 
To ftand the Whirlwind of a faAer's Fury. 
Now it moves toward me- 

SeJJe. Thou I want a Name 
By which to ftile thee : All articulate founds 
That do cxprels the mifchief of vile Woman, 
That are, or have been, or (hall be, are weak 
To fpeak thee to the height. Witch ! Parricide ! 
For thou, in taking leave of Modefty, I 

Haft kiird thy Father, and his Honour loft 5 
He's but a walking Shadow to torment thee. 
To leave, and rob thy Father 5 then fee free 
His Foes, whofc Slavery he did prefer 
Above all Treafure, was a ftrong defeazancc 
To cut off e*en the fureft bonds of Mercy. 
After all this, having given up thy felf 
Like to a fenfual Bcaft, a flaye to Luft, 
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To plaj; the Whore, and then (high Heav'n, it racks md 
To nnd out none to quench thy Appetite, 
But the moft cruel King, whom next to Hell 
Thy Father hated, and whofe black Embraces 
Thou Ihouldft have fled from, as the whips of Furies 5 
What canft thou look for? 

Enter Pandulpho, and the Bodies borne on the Hearfe. 

Mart, Death ; and 'tis not in you. 
To hurt me farther ; my old Resolution, 
Take now the place of Fear ; in this I liv*d. 
In this ril die, your Daughter. 

Tan. Look but here ; 
You had, I know, a guilty Hand in this ; 
Repent it. Lady. 

Mart. Juliana dead ? 
And Vtrokt? 

Pan. By her unwilling Hand. 

Mart. Fates, you are equal. What can now fall on mi 
That I will flirink at } Now unmov'd I dare 
Look on your Anger, and not ^nd a Knee 
To ask your Pardon \ let your Rage run higher 
Than Billows rais'd up by a violent Tempeft, 
And be, as that is, deaf to all intreaties ; 
They're dead, and I prepared 5 for in their fall 
All niy defires are fum'd up. 

Se^e. Impudent too? 
Die in it. Wretch. 

Boatf. Stay, Sir. [Boatjivain kills be. 

Sejfe. How dar'ft thou. Villain, 
Snatch from my Sword the honour of my Jufticc ? 

Boatf. I never did you better Service, Sir, 
Yet have been ever faithfiil. I confefi 
That (he deferv'd to die, but by whofe Hand ? 
Not by a Father's. Double all her Guilt, 
It could not make you innocent, had you done it. 
In me 'tis Murder, in you 'twere a Crime 
Heav'n could not pardon, Witncls that I love you. 
And in that Love I did it. 

SeJfe. Thou art noble. 
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I thank thee for'c, the thought of her die 'with her. 

jtfca. My turn is next; finccllie could find no Mercy, 
What am 1 to expcft ? 
, Cit. With one Voice, Sir, 
The Citizens lalute you with the Stile 
Of King oi Naples. 

Sejfe. 1 muft be excus'd. 
The Burden is tooheavy for my Shoulder, 
Beftow it where 'tis due. Stand forth Afaam^ 
\i does belong to you ; live long and wear it. 
And warn'd by the Example of your Uncle, 
Leai^n that you are to govern Men, not Bctlls ; 
And that it is a mod improvident Head, 
That ftrivcs to hurt the Limbs that do fupport it. 
Give burial to the Dead i for me, and mine. 
We will again to Sea, and never know 
The Place, which in my Birth firft gave me Woe. 

. ' \Flomjb trumpets. Exeunt eames: 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

* 

M E N. 

DON Philippe, King <?/ Spain. 
Otrante, a Spanift) County in love with Florimd. 
Julio, a Nobleman^ Uncle to Antonio. 
Bellidef, Father to Ifmenia, Enenrf to Julio. 
Lifauro, Brother to Ifmenia, Bellides* Son. 
. Terzo, Kinfman to Lifauro, and Friend to Bcllides. 
Antonio, in love with Ifmenia, an Enemy to BefMes* 
Martino, Friend to Antonio, and his fecret Rivd. 
Gerafto, Friend to OtX2Lntc. 

MtSdo. j ^~ «^'*«'«-'- 

Goftanzo,^ 

Giraldo, > Three Gentlemen^ Friends 'to Julio. 

Philippo, 3 

Vertigo, a French Taylor. 

Lords attending the King in Progrefs. 

Franh^ a Miller ^ fuppofed Father to Florimel. 

Buftopha, Frafnio bis Son, a Clown. 

Pedro, a Songfter. 

Conftable. 

Officers. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Ifmenia, Daughter to Bellidcs, Miftrefs of Antonio. 
Aminta, Coufin to Ifmenia, and her private Competetrix in 

AntonieV Love. 
Florimel, fuppofed Daughter to Franio, Daughter /^ Julio, 

Jiolen from him a Child. 
Gillian, Franio the Miller's Wife, 
thuntry Maids. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

[ En/ir Lilauro, Terzo, Ifmenia, and Atniata. 
^ L I S J U R O. 

|ET the Coach go round, we'll walk along 
^ theft Meadows, [Sifter, 

[ And meet at Port again: Come my fair 
I Thefe cool Shades will delight ye. ' 
' yhma. Pray be merry. 
The Birds fing as they meant to entertain ye, 
Ev'ry thing fmiles abroad j methinks the River, 
As he ftcals by, ojrles up his Head, to view ye : 
Ev'ry thing is in Love. 
J/m. You'd have it lb. 
You that are fair, are eafie of belief, Cbufin, 

The ihcam Aides from your Tongue — 

^min. I fair ? I thank ye. 
Mine's but a Shadow when your Sun ftiines by me. 

I/m. No more of this -, you know your worth, Aminia. 
y^hcre are we now ? 

Amin. Hard by the Town, Ifmenia. - 
Ter. Clofc by the' Gates. 
^m. 'Tis a fine Air. , . , 

Lif. A delicate j 
The way fo fwcet and even, that the Coach 

Would 
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Would be a tumbling trouble to our PJeafiircs : 
Methinks Pm very merry. 

^m. I am &d. ' 

jhtin. You're ever fo whAi wc entreat ye, Coufin. 

JJk. (i) I have no reafbn: fuch a trembling here 
Over my Heart methinks ■ 

jimin. Sure you are falling. 
Or* not flept well to Night ; fbme Dream, I/menia ? 

Ifm. My Dreams are like my Thoughts, honeft and 
innocent, 
Yoprs are unhappy ; who are thde that coaft us ? 
You told me th* Walk was private. 

Enter Antonio and Martlno. 

^er. Tis moft commonly. Qnefe, 

Ifm. Two proper Men : It fcems they have fome bufi- 
With me none fgre j I do not like their Facesj 
They are not of our Company. 

TVr. No, Coufin. ♦ 

Ufauro^ we are dog*d. 

ijf. I find it, Coufin. 

jini. What handfome Lady ? 

Mar. Yes, flic's very handfome ; 
They're handfome both. 

jlnt. Martinoj fl:ay, we're cozen'd. 

Mar. I will go up ; a Woman is no Wild-fire. 

jlnt. Now by my Life flie's fweet : Stay good Martino. 
They're of our Enemies, the Houfe of BeUides % 
Our mortal Enemies. 

Mar. Let 'em be Devils, 
They 'pear fo handfomly, I will go forward ; 
If thefe be Enemies, V\\ ne*er feek Friends more. 

j^ttL Prithee forbear, the Gentlewomen ■ 

Mar. That's it, Man, 

(i) 1 have no re a/on : fucb a trembling heri\ The Gentlanan» 
to whom my Readers are indebted for fpme iElem^rks upon The 
Knigbt of tbe Burning Peftle^ points thus,* 

/ ba*ue (no reafon) fucb a trembling bere. 
Which I think clears and heightens the place, tho' I have not 
venturM to difturb the old pomting» which is certainly Senfii. 

That 
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That moves me like a GiUi 
*Pray yc ftand off. Ladies- 

Uf. They^re both our Enemies, both hate us equally ; 
By this fair Day our mortal Foes. 

fter. I know 'em, 
And come here to alfront: how they gape at us? 
They fhall have gaping work, 

Ifm. Why your Swords, Gentlemen? 

4^er. PtSLj yc ftand you off, Coufin, 
And good now kave your whiftling, we're abus'd all % 
Back, back, I fay. 

Uf. Go back. 

jinL We are no Dogs, Sir, 
To run back On CcMnmand. 

Ter. We*U make ye run. Sir. 

jht. Having a civil Charge of handfome Ladies, 
We are your Servants ; pray ye no Quarril, Gentlemen, 
Thereaway enou^ for both. 

Li/. We'll make it wider. [at ye. 

jint. If you will fight ; arm'd from this Saint, have 

Ifm. O me unhappy I are ye Gentlemen 
Difcreet) and civil, and in open View thus 

jimn. What will Men think of us \ nay you may kill us. 
Mercy o'me, through my Petticoat ; what bloody Gentle- 
men ! [nocent ; 

Ifm. Make way through me, y'had beft, and kill an In-* 
Brother, why Coufin by this Light 1*11 die too. 
This Gentleman is temperate ; be you merciful : 
Alasr, the Swords ! 

jimin. You had beft run me through, 
!Twill be a valiant Thruft. 

J^, I faint amongft ye. 

ji$t. Fray ye ben't fearful : I have done, fweet Lady, 
My Sword's already aw*d, and fhall obey ye : 
I come not here to violate fweet Beauty, 
I bow to that. 

Ifm. Brother, you fee this Gentleman, 
This nobk Gentleman. 

Lif. Let him avoid then, 
And leave our Walk, 
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Ant. The Lady may command, Sir, 
She bears an Eye more dreadful than your Weapon. 

ijfiii^ What a fweet Nature this Man has ? dear Brother, 
Put op your Sword. 

^er. Let them put up, and walk then. [us: 

Mt* No more loud Words, there's time enough before 
For Ihame put up, do Honour to thefe Beauties. 

Mar. Our way is this, we will not be deny'd it 

^ir. And ours is this, we will not be crofs*d in it. 

jtnt. What e'er your way is. Lady, 'tis a fair one ; 
And may it never meet with rude Hands more. 
Nor rough uncivil Tongues. \Exennt. 

*Ijm. I thank ye. Sir, 
Indeed I thank ye nobly ; a brave Enemy J 
Here's a fweet Temper now : This is a Man, Brother ; 
Thb Gentleman's anger is fo nobly feated. 
That it become* him, yours proclaim ye Monfters. 
What if he be our Houfc-Foe ? we may brag oi^t ; 
We've ne'er a Friend in all our Houfe fo honourable : 
Pd rather from an Enemy, my Brother, 
Ijearo worthy diftances (2) and modeft deference 
Than from a Race of empty Friends, loud nothings : 
Pm hurt between ye. 

Anm. So am I, I fear too. Dear Coufin^ 
Why look ye pale ? Where are ye hurt ? 

Ijm. I know nor. 
But here methinks. 

Uf. Unlace her, gentle Coufin. 

Ifm. My Heart, my Heart, and yet I blcfi the hurter. 

Amin. Is it fo dangerous ? 

Ifm. Nay, nay, I faint not. 

Amin. Here is no Blood that I find, fure *tis inward. 

Jfm. Yes, yes, 'tis invirard ; 'twas a fubtle Weapon, 
The hurt not to be cur'd I fear. 
-Vf The Coach there. 

(2) — and modeft difFcrencc,] The Senfe of this place requires 
evidently a Ledion different from any the other Editions exhibit : I 
pioposM reading ohus, ^ 

■I and worthy deference, 

I. e. refpedt, before Mr. Siwara commuQicated to me the Tame 
pooje^und Ledion> and fo have not fcrupled to reject the old Text. 

Amin. 
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Amin. May be a fright. 

Ifm. Amintaj 'twas a fwcetone, 
And yet a crud. 

Amin. Now I find the wound plain : 
A wondrous handibme Gentleman 

Ifm. Oh no deeper : 
Prithee be filent. Wench, it may be thy cafe. [Coafin % 

Amin. You mdtbe fearch'd ; the Wound willFaack, 
Andof ibfweet a. Nature—- ~ 

Ifm. Hcas AmintUy 
Make it notiin-er. ^ . - 

. Amin. And on my Life admires ye. 

Ifm. Call the Coach, Cbufin. 

Amin. The Coach, the Coach. 

ST^r. 'Tis ready, bring the Coach there. 

JJf. Well my brave Enemies, we (hall yet meet ye. 
And our old Hate Ihall teftifie ■ 

ter. It ihall, Coufin. \EmM. 

S C E N E IL 

Enter Antonino and Martino. 

Ant. Their Swords, alas, I weigh 'em not, dear Friend, 
The Indifcretion of the Owners blunts 'em ; . ^ 

The Fury of the Houfe affrights not me, 
Itfpendsitfclfin Words; Oh me, Martino^ 
There was a two-edg*d Eye, a Lady carry'd ; 
A Weapon that no Valour can avoid, 
Nor Art, the Hand of Spirit, put afide. 
O Friend, it broke out on me like a Bullet 
.Wrapt in a Cloud of Fire; (3) that Point, Martino, 
Dazled my Senfe, and was too f^btle for me % 

Shot 

(j^ ■ that Pointy Martino, 

Dazled my Sen/e,'] I ddn't approve any of the Text where k 
is good Senfe before, ocherwife a fmall change in the Letters wou*d 
perhaps keep clofer to the Metaphor that is carry*d on thro* the 
Speech. I therefore only mention it as a meer Qi^ery, whether the 
Foet niight not poflibly have wrote , 

Baffled fny fence ^ ■■' ■ 
There is this Reafon to render it probable ; in both Folios ^ence is 
fpelt in the latter part with a r , as Fence is. Now fuppofe the / 

to 
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Shot like a Comet in my Face« and wounded 
(To my Eternal Ruin,) my Heari!s Valour. 

Mar. Methinks Ihe was no fuch Piece. 

AnL Blafpheme m)t, Sir, 
She is fo far beyond weak Commendation, 
That Impudence will blyfli to think ill of her. 

Mar. I fee it laot, and yet I had both £yies40pei^ 
And I could judge % I know there is m> Beauty 
*Till our Eyes give it 'em, and make 'em haodfome^ 
What's red and white, unlels we do allow -'em? 
A green Face elfe ; and methinks fudi aootfaer*-^^— 

Jnt. Peace thou lewd Heretick ; thou Judge of Beauties ? 
Thou haft an excellent Senfe for a Sign^Poft, Friend, 
(4) Didft thou not fee, (I'll fwear thou art flone bUiid dfe. 
As blind as Ignorance \) when (he appeaPd firft, 
Aurora breaking in the Eaft, and through her Face, ' 
(As if the Hours and Graces had flxew'd Roles,) 
A Blufh of Wonder flying ? (5) when flie was frighted 
At our uncivil Swords, didft thou not mark * 
How far beyond the Purity of Snow 
The foft Wind drives, whitencfs of Inn!iK:ence, 
Or any thing that bears celeftial Palenefs, 
Sh' appear'do'th' fudden ? Didft thou not fee berT«ars 
When fhe entreated ? O thou Reprobaite j 
Didft thou not fee thofe orient Tears flow'd from her. 
The little Worlds of Love ? A fet, Martmy 

to have been accidentally cbAOged, (and*tis theleaft ckange a Jit- 
ter can undergo) the &litors wouM the^ i^ti)rally alter Baffled to 
Dazled, Mr. S^^ward. 

(4) Doft thou not fee^ — -y&^« blind elfe ,1 T\i\% Lkie labours un- 
der two Corruptions ; the ^rfl is the wrong Tenle of the Verb in the 
front of the Line^ which the jinknoif^n Ge^ttenum Aters w^^h J^^ 
thus, 

Didji thou not fei ■ The other is, 

nou art foon blind elfe^ a Paffage which Mr. Tbiohald and 
Mr. Seivard faw with me ought to be wrote. 

Thou art ftone blind elfe. And accordingly I have ventured to 
infert the Paffage thus corrected into theprefent Text. 

{5) 'when hi nuas frighted] As theDifcourfe is folely about 

a Lady, the reading in the Text, which is from the Copy of 1647, 
and my Correfpondent's Conjedure, is undoubtedly genuine. 

Of 
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Of fuch fandiBed Beads, and a i\oly Heart to love, 
I could live ever a religious Hermit. * 

Mar. I do believe a little, and yet methinks 
She was o'th* loweft Stature. 

jfnL A rich Diamond 
Set lakcat and deep. Nature's chief Art, Martina^ 
Is to referve her Modds curious. 
Not cumberfome and great ; and fuch an one 
For fear flie^iSiouId exceed 4iipon her Matter, 
Has Ihe fram'd this ; (6) oh *tis a Spark <^ Beaut jr^ 
And where they 'pear fo excellent in Httle, 
They will butf flame ia great ; Extcntion fpoils 'ciii r 
Mar ting learn this, th* narrower that oor Eyes • 
Keep^my Unto ^ur Objedl:, flill the Tweeter 
That comes tunto^s : Great Bodies are 4ike Countries 
Difcovering ftill, T&it and no Fleafore finds *era. 

-Mi^. A rare Cofmographer for a fmall Ifland* 
Now Ii^eve!lie*s handiome. 

^/.^lieve heartily, 
Let thy Be|(ef, though long a coming, lave thee. 

Mar. She was, certain, fair. 

Ant. But4iarkye, Fviend Martina^ 
Do not believe your folf too fer befcfre me. 
For then youmiay wrong me. Sir. 

Mxr. Who bid ye teach me ? . 

D'j^ou fliow ine Meat, and ftitch my Lips, yfntmo? 
Is that fair Play ? 

jint. Now if thou iliouldft febufe me ' " ■ ; ■ - 
And yet I know thee for an arrant Wencher, 
A moft immoderate thing, thou caflfl: not love long— 

Mar. A little Xerves my tuJ'n, 1 fly at all Games, 
But I believe 

jint. How if we never fee her more ? 
She is our Enemy. 

0) ■ Ob Uts a spark of Beauty, 

And nvhen they appear fo excellent in little ^ 
ney *will but flame in great ;] M this be genuine, Tlame^ 
when apply*d to Beauty, mult be a term of Contempt, whereas it 
is, I believe, univcrfally apply 'd to it as a term of Excellence. I 
verily think the Original was, not flame y and then the Rcafon that 
follows is juft, becauje Extentioii fpoils 'em. Mr. Seward, 

Mar. 
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Mar. Why are youf jealous then ? . 
As far as I dbnceive fhe hates our whole Houfc* 

Ant. Yet, good Martina 

Mar. Come, come, Tve merCy on ye ; 
You (hall enjoy her in your Dream, Antonio^ 
And ril not hinder ; though now I perfuade my fclf— 

Enter Aminta with a Letter. 

Ant. Sit with Perfuafion down, and you dealhoneftjy % 
I will look beteer on her. 

Mar. Stay, who's thi$. Friend ? 

Ant. Is't not the other Gentlewoman ? 

Mar. Yesj a Letter —~ 
She brings no Challenge fure ; if Ihe do, AntwAo^ 
I hope (heMl be a Second too -, I'm for her. 

Amin. A good Hour, Gentlemen. 

Ant. You're welcome. Lady \ *. 

*Tis like our late rude Paflage has poured on^ 
Some Reprehenfion. " . 

Amin. No, I bring no Anger, ^ 

Though fome deferv'd it. 

Ant. Sure w^e were all to blame, L^dy j 
Biit for my part, in all Humility 
And with no little Shame, I ask your Pardons; 
Indeed I wear no Sword to fright fweet Beauties. 

Amin. You have it, and this Letter j pray ye view* t, Sr, 
And my Commilfion's done. 

Mar. Have ye none for me. Lady ? 

Amin. Not at this time. 

Mar. I am forry for^t i I can read too. 

Amin. Pm glad ; but Sir, to keep you in your Exercife, 
You may chance meet with one ill written. 

Aiar. Thank ye, 
So't be a Woman's, I can pick the Meaning, 
For likely they've but one end. 

Amin. You fay true. Sir. [Exit. 

Ant. Mar tiff ^ my Wifhes are come home and loaden, 
Loaden with brave Return ; moft happy, happy j 
I am a blefs'd Man ; where's the Gentlewoman ? 

Mar. Gone, the Sp'rits gone, what News ? 

Ant: 
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jfnt. *Tis from the Lady ; 
Frbm her we &w i from that fame Miracle, 
I know her Name now *, read but thefe three Lines i 
Read« with Devotion, Friend, die Lines are holy. . 

Martino reads* 

/ dare not chide ye in wy Letter^ Sir^ 

* Twill be too gentle : If you pleaje to look me 

In the Wcft-llreet, end find afqir Stone Windoio 

(6) Carved with white Cupids; there Pll entertain ye: 
Night and Difcretion guide ye^ Call me Ifinenia. 

Au. Give^t me again : Come, come, fly, fly, Pm all Fire^ 

Mar.. There may be Danger* 

Ant. So there is to drink, 
When Men are thirfl:y, to eat haftily 
Whin we are hungry : So there is in Sleep, Friend, 
Obflrudions then may rife and fmother us ; ^ 

(7) We may die laughing, choak'd c*en at Devotions : 
An Apopftx^, or a fudden Palfle, 

May ftrike m down. 

Mar. 'T may be a Train to catch ye. 

Ant. Then I ana caught ; and let Love anfwer for'c^ 
*Tis not my Folly, but his Infamy. 
And if he be adored, and dare do vile things.-~- 
. Mar. Well, I will go. 

Ant. Sh.e is a Lady, Sir, -^ 

A Maid, I think, ^d where that holy Spell ^ 
Is flung about me, I ne'er fear a Villany. 
*Tis almoft Night ; away Friend. 

Mar. I am ready, 

(6) Car<ved with nA)biii Cupid j] The Text is from 1647, and 
1679 Editions ; and fo reads too my unknown Friend. 

(7) We may die laughing^ choak'd e*en at De*oofions : 

An Apoplexy^ &c.] Here the falfe Pointings have depriv*d ut 
of a beautiful compound Word, and app1y*d choaking to Devotions, 
which cannot in a ferious Senfe have any tendency to kill a Man 
in that way; I read, 
« We may die laughing- cboak^d, e^en at Devotion Sf 

T An Apoplexy t cr a fudden Palfy 

May ftrike ui down. &c. Mr, Seward^ 

Yoi. ViL O 
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I think I know the Houfe too. 
jiut. Then we're happy. l^Extunt^ 

S C E N E III. 

Enter Ifmenia and Aminta. 

Ifm. Did you meet him?- 
Amin. Yes. 

Ifm* And did you give* my Letter? 

Amin. To what end went I ? 

Ifm. Are ye fure 'twas he ? 
Was it that Gentleman ? 

Amin. D'you think I was blind ? 
I went to feek no Carrier, nor no Midwife. 

Ifm. What kind of Man was he? Thou may'ft hp de- 
ceived. Friend. [Eyes too, 

Amin. A Man with a Nofe on's Face: I think he had 
And Hands, for fure he took it. ^ 

ijf&i. What an Anfwer? • [troubled? 

Amin. What Queftions are thefe to one^at's hot and 
Do you think me a Babe? Am I not able, Coufin, 
At my Years and Difcretion, to deliver 
A Letter handfomely ? Is that fuch a hard thing ? 
Why every Wafer-woman will undertake it : 
A Sempfter*s Girl, or a Tailor's Wife won't mi(s it : 
A Puritan Hoftefs, Coufin, would fcorn thefe Queftions. 
My Legs are weary. 

Ifm. Pll make 'em well again. 

jhnin. Are they at Supper ? 

Ifm. Yes, and Pm not well. 
Nor defire no Company : Look out, 'tis darkifli. 

Amin. I fee nothing yet ; aflure your felf, Ifmenia^ 
If he be a Man, he will not mifs. 

Ifm. It may be he is modeft. 
And that may pull him back from. feeing me; 
Or has made fome wild Conftruftion of my Eafinefi : 
I blu(h to think what I writ. 

Amin. What (hould ye blufh at ? 
Bluih when you aft your Thoughts,not when you write *em ; 

Blufh 
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Blufli foft between a Pair of Sheets, fweet Coufin. 
Though he be a curious carried Gentleman, I can't think 
He*s fo unnatural to leave a Woman, 
(A young, a noble, and a beauteous Woman^) 
Leave her in her Defires ; Men of this Age 
Are rather prone to come before they're fent for. 
Hark, I hear fomething : Up to th' Chamber, Coufin, 
You may Ipoil all eJfe. 

Enter Antonio and Martino. 

Ifm. Let me fee, they're Gentlemen ; 
It may be they. 

jlmin. They are they j get ye up, 

(9) And like a Land-ftar draw him. 

JJm. Tm ihame-fac'd. [Epcit. 

AnL This is the Street. 

Mar. Pm looking for the Houfe : 
Clofe, clofe, pray ye clofe — — here. 

jlnt. l^'o, this is 1 Merchant's; 
I know the-Man well. — — — 

Mar. And this a Pothecary's : Tve Iain here many times. 
For a loofenefs in my Hilts. 

Ant. Have ye not pad it ? 

Mar. No fure : 
There is no Houfe of mark that we have fcapted yet. 

Ant. What place is this ? 

Mar. Speak fofter, 'may be Spies 5 
If any, this, a goodly Window too, 

(10) Carv'd fair above, that I perceive ; 'tis dark. 
But fhe has fuch a Luftrc. 

* 

(9) And like a Land flar ] Mr, , Theobald \itrc read* 

Load-fiary and fo does Mr. SeuOard; the former upon what Autho- 
rity I know not, but the latter upon that of Sir yohn Da^vies in his 
Poem upon the Soul, 

Load'ftone to Hearts^ and Load-fiar to all Eyes, v 

(10) Car'd'd hv abo<ve,'\ I read by a flight Alteration fair^ fo 
juft before, 

■ a feir fione Winds'w 
Car'v'd ijuith <wbite Cupids. 
And fo reads likewife my anonymous Correfpondent. 

O 2 Enter 
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EfUer Ifmcnia and Aminta (^ove with a Taper. 

Ant. Yes Martinoy 
So radiant (he appears ■ ' 

Mar. Elfe wc may mifs, Sir .• ' [clear t 

The Night grows vengeance black, pray Heav'n flie fliine 
Hark, hark, a Window, and a Candle too* 

Ant. Step clofc, 'tis fhe ; I fee the Cloud dilperfe. 
And now the i3eauteous Planet. 

Mar. Ha, 'tisindeed^ 
Now by the foul of Love a Divine Creature. 

Ifm. Sir, Sir. 

Ant. Mod blefled Lady. 

Ifm. 'Pray ye ftand out. 

jhmn. You need not fear, there's no Body now ftirring. 

Mar. Beyond his commendation I am taken. 
Infinite ftrangely taken, 

Amin. I love that Gentlepian, 
Methinks he has a dainty nimble Body : * 

I love him heartily. ^ 

Ifm. 'Tis the right Gentleman ; 
But what to fay to him. Sir ' [Afide, 

Amin. Speak. 

Ant. I wait ftill. 
And will do till I grow another Pillar, 
To prop this Houfe, fo it pleafe you* 

Ifm. Speak foftly. 
And *pray ye fpeak truly too. 

Ant. I never ly'd, Lady. 

IfnL And do not think me impudent to ask yc> 
J know ye arc an Enemy ; fpeak low. 
But I would make y' a Friend. 

Ant. Pm Friend to Beauty ; 
There is no Handfomnefi, 1 dare be Foe to. 

Ifm. Are ye married ? 

Ant. No. 

Ifm. Are ye betrothed ? 

Ant. No, neither. 

Ifm. Indeed, fair Sir? 

Ant. Indeed, fair Sweet, I am not. 

Moft 
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Mod: beauteous Virgin, I am free as you are. 

Jfm. That may iS, Sir, then ye are mifcrable, 
For I am bound. 

Ant. Happy the Bonds that hold ye ; 
Or do you put them on your fclf for Pleafiire ? 
Sure they be fwectcr far than Liberty : 
There is no blefiednefs but in fuch Bondage. 
Give me that freedom. Madam, I befeech ye, 
(Since you have queftion'd me fo cunningly) 
To ask you whom you're bound to ; he muft be certain 
More than Human, that bounBs in fuch a Beauty : 
Happy ,that happy Chain, fuch Links are Heav'nly. 

Ifm. Pray ye don't mock me. Sir. 

Ant. Pray ye. Lady, tell mc. 

Ifm. Will ye believe, and will ye keep it to ye? 
And not fcorn what I fpeak ? 

Ant. I dare not. Madam, 
As Oracle what you fay, I jiare fwcar to. 

Ifm. rll fet the Candle by, for I fhall blu(h now i 
Fie, how it doubles in my Mouth ? It muft out» ^ 
*Tis you Tm bound ta 

Ant. Speak that word ^ain. 
I underftand ye not. 

Ifm. 'Tis you Pm bound to. 

Ant. Here is aiwther Gentleman. 

Ifm. 'Tis you. Sir. 

Amin. He may be lov'd too. 

Mar. Not by thee, firftcurfeme. 

Ifm. And if I knew your Name *— — -• 

Ant. AnttmiOj Madam. 

Ifm. Antonio^ take this Kiis, 'tis you Pm bound to. 

Ant. And when I fet ye free, may Heav'niforfake me, 
Jfmenia. 

Ifm. Yes, now I perceive ye love me. 
You've learn'd my Name. 

Ant. Hear but fome Vows Pll make to ye : ' 
JHear but the Proteftations of a true Love. 

7^. No, no, not now : Vowsihould be cheerful things 5 
Pone in the cleared Light, and nobleft Teilimony : 

O 3 No 
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No Vow, dear Sir •, tie not my fair Belief 
To fuch ftria Terms : thofe Men have broken Credits, 
Loofe and difmembred Faiths, my dear AtUoniOj 
That fplinter 'em with Vows: Am I not too bold ? 
Correft me when you plcafe. 

Jnt. Yd rather hear ye. 
For fo fweet Mufick never ftrock mine Ears yet : 
Will you believe now I? 

Ifm. Yes. 

Ant. I am yours. 

Ifm. Speak louder. 
If ye anfwer th* Prieft fb low, you'll k)fe your Wedding. 

Mar. Would I might fpeak, Pd hollow. 

Ant. Take my Heart, 
And if he be not firm and honeft to you. 
Heaven ' 

Ifm. Peace, no more : PU keep your Heart and credit it. 
Keep you your word ; when will you come again, Friettd ? 
For this time we ha<?e w©o*d indifF'rently. 
I wouU fain fee ye, when I dare be bolder. 

Ant. Why any Night; only, dear noble Miftrefe, 
Pardon three Days, my Uncle Julh 
Has bound me to attend him upon Promife, 
Upon expeftation too 5 wef have rafe Sports there. 
Rare Cobntry Sports, I would /ou could but fee 'em. 
Dafe ye fo honour me .^ 

Ifm. I dare not be there. 
You know I dare not^ no, I muft not, Friend ; 
Where I may cotnt with honourable Freedom — — 
Alas, Pm ill too, we in Love- 

jbu. You flout me. 

Ifm. Tmft me, I do not ; I fpeak truth, Pm fickly, 
And am in Love, but you muft be Phyfician. 

Ant. Pll m^kea Plaiftcrof my beft Affeftion. 

Ifm. Be gone, weVc fupp'd, I hear the People ftir, 
Take my beft Wilhcs 5 give me no caufe, Antonio^ 
To curfe this happy Night. 

Ant. Pil lofe my Life firft : 
A thott&nd Ki0es, 

Ifm. 
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I/nt. Take ten thoufand back again. 

Mar. Vm dumb with Admiration j flmll we go^ Sir ? 

Ifm. Doft thou know bis Uncle ? 
-/^«/ff. No, but I can ask, Coufin. 
Ifm. ril tell thee more of that, come, let's to^ed both^ 
And give me handibme Dreams, Love, I bef^ch thee« 
jitnin. *Hzs giv'n^ y* a handfome Subjed. 
Ifm. PJuck to th' Windows. [Exetmt. 



A C T 11. S C E N E I. 

Enter Buftopha. 

Buft. np^ HE thundering Seas^ wbofe wafry Fire wafbes 

A the (u) Whiting-Mops. 
^e gentle Whale wbofe, Feet fo fell flies d*er the Moufttains tops. . 

Fra. [within, '] Boy. 

Buft. The thundering m 

Fra. Why, Boy, Buftopha. 

Buft. Here I am; 71?^ gMle Whale ■ 

Enter Franjo, 

Fra. Oh, are you here. Sir? wbcre*s your Sifter ? 
Buft. The gentle Whale flies o*er the Msimtains tops-^ • 
Fra. Whereas your Sifter, Man ? 
Buft, Wafhes the Whiting^Mops — ■ ■ * 
Fra. Thou ly*ft, flie has (12^ none to wafli. Mops ? 
The Boy is half way out of his Wits, fure : 

(ii) Whiting-Mops,'] A fort of Filh fo called; bur Aq- 

thors have the fame Term in the Martial Maid^ A6t 2. Scene 2. 

«■ they ivi/l tread yen their Meajures like 

Whiting- MopSf &c. 
So in the Guardian of Fhilip Majfenger^ Camillo fays. 

If it tvere a Fi/h-dayy 

I have a Stomach and ivot^d content fny felf 

With this pretty V/Witlng-Moip. Meaning Af/>//7/tf. 

(12) none to nua/b Mops ?] My namelefs Friend wou*d have 

Mops left out in the Text, but I think without reafon : By the pre- 
fent pointing Mofs heightens the Sneer^ and makes the repetition in 
this place ncccffary. 

O 4 Sirrah, 
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, Sirrah, who am I ? 

Buft. Tie thundering Seas ■ '■ . ■ i ■ 

Fra. Mad, ftark mad. 

Buft. Will you not give a Man leave to Con ? 

Fra. Yes, and 'fefs too, ere I have done with you. 
Sirrah. Am I your Father ? 

Buft. The Queftion is too hard for a Child, ask mc 
any thing that I have learnM, and Pll anfwer you. 

Fra. Is that a hard Queftion ? Sirrah, am not I your 
Father ? 

Buft. If I had my Mother's wit I couki tell you. 

Fra. Are you 2^ Thief ? 

Buft. So far forth as the Son of a Miller. 

Fra, Will you be hang'd ? 

Buft. Let it gp by Elderfliip. ^e gentle fFbale-^ 

Fra. Sirrah, lay by your fooliih Study there. 
And beat your Brains about yoqr owa Afiairs : or -"-^^ 
• Buft. I thank you ; you'd have me go under the Sails^ 
^ and beat my Brains about your Mill i a natural Father 
you are.— — 

Fra. 1 charge you go not to the Sports to Jhj I 
Laft Night I gave you leave, now I recant. 

Buft. Is the Wind turn'd fince laft Night ? 

Fra. Marry is it. Sir, go no farther than my Mill ; 
There^s my Command upon you. 

Buft. I may go ropnd about then as your Mill does : 

I will fee your Mill gelded, and his Stones fry'd in 

Steaks, ere I deceive the Country fo; have I not my 

part to flxi^y i (low Ihall the Sports go forward, if I be 

jiot there f 

Fra. They'll want their Fool indeed^ if thou be'ft not 
there. 

Buft. Conlider that, and go your felf, 

Fra. I have fears. Sirrah, that I cannot utter : 
You go not, nor your Sifter ; there's my Charge. 

Buft. The price pf your golden Thumb can't hold me, 

\^Hounds in full Cry.] (13J Fra. Ay, this was fport that 
I have tightly lov'd, 

(13) Fra. I, this nvasj^ri^ &c.1 Witlioot the Sd^ Dire^ion 
Yvhich Mr. Seward zn^ I have affixed JicrCi U^is a^mpt Speech woa*d. 
j^\ ))e ^&der^ood by an^ Reader. 
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I could have kept Company with the Hounds *— « 
Bu9. You are fit for no other Company yet. 
Fra. Run with the Hare, and been in the Whore's 

tail i'faith : 
Bt^. That was before I was born, I did ever miftruft 
I was a Baftard, becaufe JL^s is in the lingular number 
with me* 

Enter Otrante and Gerafto. 

Ofr. Leave thou that Game, Gerafto^ and chafe here ; 
Do thou but follow it with my defires, 
Thou'lt not return home empty. 

Ger. I'm prepared, ' 

My Lord, with all Advantages ; and fee 
Yonder*8 the Subjeft I muft work upon. 

Otr. Her Brother 'tis : Methinks it (hould be eafic: 
(14) That grois Compound cannot but difFufe 
The Soul, in fuch a Latitude of eafe, 
As to make dull her Faculties, and lazle : 
What Wit above the leaft, can bq in him. 
That Rcafon ties together? 

Ger. I have prov'd it. Sir,' 
And know the depth of it : I have the way 
To make him follow me a Hackney-pace, 
With all that Flefh about him ; yes, and dragg 
His Sifter after him : This baits the old one, 

{Cry of Hounds. 
Rid you but him, and leave me to the other. [^Exit. 

Otr^ *Tis well : Oh Franio^ the good Day to you ; 
You were not wont> to hear this Mufick, ftanding j 
The Beagle and the Bugle ye have lov*d. 
In the firft rank of Huntfmen. 

(15) Bujl. The pogscry out for him now. 

(14) That grofs Compound] The Scnfc and Meafurc both fcem 
here to be iDCompIete : The deficiency I wouM remedy thus, 

For this grofs. &C. Mr. Seward fo. 

Sure this grofs. The Reader may take his Choice of either, 

(15) Bull, ^he Dogs cry out of him now."] I read /or : Without 
^his trifling Change, I fee no Humour in Buftopha'*^ Anfwer. Thi 
fvery Dogs cry out again ft him, does not fuit the reft of his Drolle- 
ries j but the Dogs cry out for him as Carrion proper for *em, is quite 
in hij Stiic. Mr. Seward, 

Fra. 
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Jriir Sirrah, Ic^ve your barfcing, Til bite youellib r 

Bufi. Cur? Cur? 

Fra. Slave, do'ft call me Dog ? 

Otr. Oh fie. Sir, he fpeaks Latin to you, he would 
know why you'll bite him. * [Lord. 

Bufi. Refponde^ cur? You fee bis Underftandipg, niy 

Fra, I (hall have a time to curry you for this ; 
Bur, my Lord, to anfwer yoq, th^ Days have been 
I muft have footed it before this Horn-pipe, 
Though I hadliazardcd my ^ill a fire, 
And let the Stones grind empty : But thofe Dancings 
Are done with me ; I have good will to't ftill, 
And that's the bcft I can do. 

Otr. Come, come, you (hall behors'd. 
Your Company deferves him 5 though you kill him, 
Run him blind, I care not. 

Bujt. He*ll do't o'th' purpofe, my Lord, to bring him 
up to the Mill. 

Fra. Do not tempt me too far, my Lord. 

Otr. There is a foot i*th' ftirrop ; Til not leave you 
Now : You fhall fee the Game fall once again. 

Fra. Well, my Lord, I'll make ready my Legs for 
you, and try 'em once a Horfeback. (16) Sirrah, my 
Charge, keep it. [^Exit. 

BuJt.' Yes, when you pare down your di(h for Confci- 
cnce fake, when your Thumb's coin'd into l^ona £sf /tf- 
galiSj when you are a true Man, Miller. 

Otr. What's the matter, Buftopha ? 

BuJt. My Lord, if you have e'er a drunken Jade that 
has the Staggers, that will fall twice the height of our 
Mill with him, fet him o'th' back on him ; a galled 
Jennet that will winch him out o'the Saddle, and break 
one on's Necks, or a fhank of him ; (there was a Fool 
gping that way, but the Afs had better luck;) or one 
of your brave Barbaries^ that would pals the Straits, and 

(16) Sir rah t my Charge^ keep if."} My unknown Friend 

fills up the EUipfis here thui. Sirrah, remember my Charge and keep 
it, the' I believe it not neceffary. The old Miller is in an hurry 
to get ready for the Chace, and he may eafily b« fuppos*d to be 
concife upon that account. 

run 
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FUA into his own Country with him ; the firft Moor he 
met, would cut his Throat for Complexions fake ; there's 
as deadly feud between a Moor and a^ Miller, as bc- 
/tween Black and White. 

Otr. Fie, fie, this is unnatural, Bufiophaj 
Unlefs on fomc ftrong caufe, 

Buft. Be Judge, my Lord, !^m ftudied in my Part \ 
the Julian Feaft is to Day, tre Country expeft me, I 
ffieak all the dumb ihews -, my ' Sifter's chofen for a 
Nymph. The gentle Whale whofe feet fo felU Cry 
mercy, that was fome of my part ; but his Charge is, to 
keep the Mill, and dilappoint the Revels. 

Otr. Indeed, there it fpcaks fhrewdly for thee, the 
Country expefting. 

Bufi. Ay, and for mine own Grace too. 

Otr. Yes, and being ftudied too, and the main Speaker 
too. 

Bujt. The main ? Why all my Speech lies in the Main, 
and the dry Ground together : 

"the thundering Seas whof^-^ [demnM cl(e. 

Otr. Nay, then we muft go, thou'lt be much con- 
But then o'th* other fide. Obedience. 

Biift. Obedience ? But fpeak your Confcience now, 
my Lord,, am not I paft asking Blefllng at thefe Years? 
Speak as you're a Lord, if you had a Miller to your Fa- 
ther. 

Otr. I muft yield to you, Bufiopha -, your Reafons are 
fo ftrong, I cannot contradict : This I think, if you go, 
ygur Sifter ought to" go along with yckj. 

Baft. Thefe I ftumble now : She is not at Age. 

Otr. Why, file's fifteen, and upwards. 

Buft. Thereabouts. 

Otr. That's Woman's ripe Age ; as full as thou art at 
one and twenty : She's manable, is flie not ? 

Baft. I think not •, poor Heart, flie was never try'd, 
in my Confcience. 'Tis a coy thing-, flie will not kifs 
you a Clown, not if he would kifs her — • 

Otr. What, Man? 

Bujl. Not if he would kifs her, I fay. 

Otr. 
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0(r. Oh, 'twas cleanlier than I expefied ; well, Sir^ 
Ml leave you to your own ; (17) but my Opinion is, 
you may take her along : This is half way : 
The reft, Gerajioj and I hunt my Prey, [Exif^ 

Buji. Away with the old MiHcr, my Lord, and the Mill 
ftrikes fail prefently. 

Effter Pedro, 'Hfdb Gerafto blinds finging. 

SONG. # 

Ger. Com follow me ^ you Country Laffes^ 
And you jball feefucb Sport as pajfes : 
Xou Jhall dance^ and I wiling I 
Pedro, be Jhall rub tbe Stringy^ 
Each jhall have a loofe-bodied Gown 
Ofgreen^ and laugh 'till you lye down^ 

Come follow me^ come follow .^ &c. 

Enter Florimel. 

Bufi. O fweet Diego^ the fweeteft Diego ; ftay, Sifter 
PlorimeL 

Flo. What's that. Brother? 

BuJi. Didft not hear Diego ? Hear him, and thou'lt be 
ravilh'd. 

Flo. I have heard him fing, yet am unravifli'd. Bro- 
ther. 

Buft. You had the better Luck, Sifter. I was ravifti'd 
by my own Confent; come away, for the Sports. 

Flo. I have the Fear of a Father on me. Brother. 

Buft. Out ; the Thief is as fafe as in his Mill ; he's 
hunting with our great Landlord, the Don Otrmte. 
Strike up, Diego. 

Flo. But fay he return before us, where's our Excufe ? 

Bvft. Strike up, Diego. Haft no Strings to thy Apron ? 

Flo. Well, the Fault lye upon your Head, Brother. 

5^. My Faults never mount fo high. Girl ; they rife 
but to my Middle at moft. Strike up, Diego. 

(17) But mj Opinion is^'] So the Folios. The Odavo, Bui Opt" 
mion is. 

Ger. 
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Ger. Follow me by the Ear, I'll lead thee on, Buftopbaj 
and pretty Florimel thy Sifter -, oh that I could fee her. 

Buft. Oh DiegOj there's two Pities upon thee ; great 
Pity thou art blind j and as great a Pity, thou canft 
aoc fee. # 

SONG. 

Ger. Toujhall ba^e Crowns of Rofesj Daifies^ ' 
Buds^ where the (18) Hony-maker grazes ^ 
Toujball tq/ie the golden Thighs^ 
Such as in ff^ax-Chambers lyes. 
What Fruits pleafe yoUj tafte^ freely pull ^ 
^Tillyou ba^e all your Bellies full. 

Come follow me^ Sec. 

Buft. Oh, Diego^ the Don was not fo fwect when he 
perfum'd the Steeple. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

Enter Antonio and Martino. 

Mar. Why, how now. Friend, thou art not loft again ? 

Ant. Not loft ? Why, all the World's a Wildemefs j 
Some Places peopled more by braver Beafla 
Than others are ; but Faces, Faces, Man, 
May a^ Man be caught with Faces ? 

Mar. Without Wonder, 
^Tis Odds againft him : May not a good Face 
Lead a Man about by the Nofe ? alas. 
The Nofe is but a part againft the whole. 

Ant. But is it poflible that two Faces 
Should be fo twinned in Form, Complexion, 
Figure, Afpeft ? that neither Wen, nor Mole, 
The Table of the Brow, the Eyes Luftre, 
The Lips cherry j neither the Blufh nor Smile 

(18) ■ Hony-maker gazes ;] The Nonfenfe of this PaflVige 

Mr. Theobald^ as well as myi'elf^ iaw might eaiily be remedied by 
the Infercion of a (ingle Letter, thiUSy 
* ' '' '■' : Hortj-mak& grazei. 

^ ' -^ Should 
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Should give the one Diftindioa from the other ? 
Does Nature work in Molds ? 

Mar, Ay, altogether. 
"We're all one Mold, one Duft. 

jlnt. Thy Reafon's mouldy. 
I from the Form fpeak, thou the Matter. Why? 
Was it not ever one erf" Nature's Glories, 
Nay, her great Piece of wonder, that amongft 
So many Million Millions of her Works 
She left the Eye Diftinftion, to cull out 
Th* one from th* other ; yet all one Name, the Face ? 

Mar. You muft compare *em by fome other part of 
the Body, if the Face cannot do't. 

jlnt. Didft ask her Name ? 

Mar. Yes, and who gave it her ; ' 

And what they promised more, befidcs a Spoon, 
And what Apoftles Fifture ; She is chriften'd too, 
In Token whereof ihe's called Ifabella^ 
The Daughter of a Country plow-Sw^in by : 
If this be not true, fhe lyes. 

jlnt. She cannot : 
It would be feen a Blifter on her Lip, 
Should Falihood touch it, it is fo tender : 
Had her Name held, *t had been Ifmenia^ 
And not another of her Name. 

Mar. Shall I fpeak ? . [like? 

Ant. Yes, if thou wilt fpeak truth : Is (he not wondrous 

Mar. As two Garments of the fame Fafhion, 
Cat from the fame Piece ; yet if any excel, 
(19) This has the firft j and in my Judgment *cis fo. 

(19) This has the fir ft ; ] This ft a kind of Latimfm which is no 
where elfe made ul'e of, as I remember, thro' the reft of our Au- 
thors Plays ; but we have one of the fame Family introduced into 
our Language by two fine Writers, Contemporaries with our Au- 
thors, Mr. F^zirfax and Mr. Spencer, The one in T^q, Book z. 
St. 24. 

The Wretch of new enraged at the fame, 
. The other in Fairy ^een, Book 6. C. 11. St. 43. 

The ivhi/es/air Paftorell ■ 

JVas almofi dead^ mi/doubting left of new 

Some Uprore ivere like that^ njuhich lately Jhe did vie<w. 

Ant. 
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jfnt. •Tis my Opinion. 

Mar. Were it the Face 
Where on mtne Eyes fhould dwelU I would plcafc both 
With this; as foon as one with the ochen 

jint. (20) And yet the other is the Cafe of this. 
Had I not Jopfc'd upon JJmniay 
I ne*er had (laid beyond good Morrow's tioie 
In view of this. 

Mar. Would I could leave him here, [^lik. 

•Twere a free Paflage to Ifmenia : 
I muft now blow^ as to put^ut the Fire, 
Yet kindle*t more. You not confider, Sir, 
The great Difparity is in their Bloods, 
Eftatcs and Fortune : There is the rich Beauty, 
Which this poor Homelinefs is notcndow'd with ; 
There's difference enough. 

yinL The lead of all. 
Equality is no Rule in Love's Grammar : 
That folc Unhappinefs is left to Princes 
To marry Blood : We are free Difpofers, 
And have the Pow'r to equalize their Bloods 
Up to our own ; we cannot keep it back, 
'Tis a due Debt from us. 

Mar. Ay, Sir, had you 
No Father nor Uncle, nor fuch hioderers. 
You might do with your fclf at your Pleafure; 
But as it is ■ 

jint. As it is -, it is nothing : 
(21) Their Powers will come too late, to give me back 
The Yefterday I loft. Mar. 

(20) -^ndyet the other is the Cafe of this."] If this has any Scnfc 
at ally it is a repetition of what had been fo often faid, That Ifme- 
ftia was (he very Picture and Image of I/ahel/a. But who, to ex- 
prefs this wou'd fay, that one li/as the Caft of the other? I be- 
lieve .the lofs of a Letter has deprivM us of a im)re proper Senti- 
ment, as well as Expreffion. Antonio is afraid of being guilty of 
Inconflancy, in being fo enamour*d with Ifahella^ and fays there- 
fore that ifmenia herCelf was the Caufe of it, for 

Had I not looked, &c. Mr. Seward. 

( 1 2) Their Po^vfrs njoill come too late^ to give me hack 

The Yefterday I loft.'] Tho' this is a true Sentiment, I can- 
not fee its ConnedUon with the Concext. My Father and Uncle 

cannot 
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Mar. Indeed, to fay iboth, 
Your Oppofition from the other part 
Is of more Force j there you run the hazard 
Of every Hour a Life, had you Supply ; \^ 

You meet your deareft Enemy in Love 
With all his Hate about him : 'Twill be more hard 
For your Ifmema to come home to you. 
Than you to go to Country If&kl. 

Enter Julio. 

Aftt. Tufti, *tis not Fear removed me^ 

Mar. No more j your Uncle. 

Jul (Ml, the good Hour upon you. Gentlemen : 
Welcome my Nephew ; fpeak it to your Friend, Sir, 
It may be happier receiv*d from you, 
In his Acceptance. 

Jnt. I made bold, good Uncle, 
To do't before \ and 1 think he believes it. 

Mar. *Twas never doubted. Sir. 

Juh Here are Soorts, Dons, 
That you muft Iook on with a loving Eye, 
And without Cenfure, unleis it be giving 
My Country Neighbours Loves their yearly OfPrings, 
That muft not be refiis'd ; though't be more Pain 
To the Spedlator, than the painful Adtor^ 
It will abide no more Teft than the Tinfel 
We clad our Masks in for an Hour's wearing. 
Or the Livery Lace fometimes on the Cloaks of 
A great Don's Followers : I fpeak no further 
Than our own^Country, Sir. 

Mar. For my part. Sir, 
The more abfurd, *t fhall be the better welcome. 

Jul. You'll find the Gucft you look for : I heard, Coufin, 
You were at T'oledo th' other Day. 

Ant. Not late. Sir. 

Jul. Oh fie ! Muft I h% plainer ? You changed die Point 

cannot hinder me from being in Love, becaufe they can*t recal the 
Hours that I have loft. I believe we ihouM read, 

■ wuhat Yefterday I loft. 

Meaning, hit Heart and AffeQions^ Mr. Seward. 

With 
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With Terzo and Lifauroj .two o'th* Stock 
Of our Antagonifts, the Bellides. 

Ant. A meer Proffer, Sir ; the Prevention was quick 
with us : We had done fomewhat elfe ; this Gentleman 
was engaged in*t. 

Jul. I am the Enemy to his Foe for't : That wild-fine 
will crave more than fair Water to quench it I fufpeit : 
Whence it will come, I know not. 

Enter two or three Gentlemen. 

Ant. I was about a gentle Reconcilement, 
But I do fear I {hall go back again. 

Jul. Come, come ; the Sports are coming on us ; 
nay, I have more Guefts to grace it : Welcome Don 
Gojlanzo^ Giraldo^ Pbilippo ; Seat, feat all. IMufick. 

Enter a Cupid. 

Cupid. Love is little^ and therefore Iprefent him\ 
Love is a Firej (22^ therefore you may lament him. 

Marl Alas, poor Love, who are they that can quench 
him? 

Jul. He's not without thofe Members, fear him not. 

Cup. Lovejhoots^ therefore 1 bear bis *Bow about. 
And Love is blind^ therefore my Eyes are out. [before. 

Mar. I never heard Love give Reafon for what he did 

Enter Buftopha, for Paris. 

% 

T 

Cup. Letfuch as can fee fee^ fuch as cannot : Behold 
Our Goddeffes all three ftrive for the Ball of Gold : 
And here fair Paris comes j the hopeful Touth of Troy, 
^een HccubaV darling Son^ King Priam'j only Joy. 

(22) — • therefore you may hmtnt himJ] The Rhyme by this 
reading is preferv'd *(is true, but I am afraid the Senfe is loft ; 
for where is the Congruity between Lo*vi*s being a Jtre^ and our la- 
menting of him ? fiefides^ the next Line contradidU this, which 
runs fo, * 

Alas^ poor Lo<ue, <wbo are they that can qoench him ? 
I imagine therefore that w^ (houM read as the Line quoted gives us . 

< Licence, . ^ 

— !- therefore you may quench him. 

Vol. \IU P Mar^ 
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Mar. Is this Parti ? t fiiduld have taken him for UeSior 
rather. 

Buft. Paris at this time : Pray you hold your prating. 

Ant, Paris can be angry. 

Jul. Oh at this time 
You muft pardon him 5 he comes as a Judge. 

Mar. — Mercy on all that look upon hitri, fay I. 

Buft. T'A^ thundering Seas %vbofe watery Fire wa^s the 

JfHoiting-Mops. • \4ains tops. 

the gentle Whale^ whofe Feet fo fell ^ flies o\er the Moun- 

No Roars fo fierce^ no throats fo deep^ no Howls can bring 

fucb Fears J 
As Paris can^ if Garden fromy be call bis Dogs and Bears. 

Mar. Ay, thofe they were that I fear'd all this while. 

Buft. TesJach-an^Apes—^ 

Mar. I thank you, good Paris. [o'th* way then : 

Buft. You may hold your Peace, and ftand further out 
The Lines will fall where they light, \Mirth^ 

Yes Jack-an-Apes,^^ bath to Sports ^ and- Faces make like 
Tf^Uft bellowing Bullsy the homed Beqfts^ do tofs from 

Ground to Earth ; 
(23) Blind Bear there is^ as Cupid blind ' 

Ant, That Bear fhou'd be whipp'd for lofing of hislEyes. 

Buft. Be-whipped Men may fee^ [be. 

But we prefent no fuch Content^ but Nymphs fucb as they 

Ant. Thefc are long Lines. 

Mar. Can you blame him,leading Bulls and Bears in *em. 

Ent& Shepherd Jingingy with Ifmeniia, Aminta, Florimel 
{as Juno, Pallas, Venus) and three Nymphs attending. 

Buft. Go Cupid blindy conduSi the dumb^ for Ladies muft 
not fpeak here. 
Let Shepherds fing with dancing Feet^ and Cords of Mufick 
break here. 

(23) Blind B tar there is, &c.] Mr. Seaward is of Opinion that a 
Line here is got put of its place, and that Antonio drolls u^n whip- 
ping the Bear, before the whipping was fpoke of, and propofes read- 
ing thus, 

3uft. Blind Bear then is, as Cupid hlind he-nxhipped Man mayfti^ 

^nt. 7hat Bearjhoi^d he lokipfd for lofing of hif Efes. 

guit. But ijoe pre/entf 6cg. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

Now'Ladies f^btj with Heels fi h^t^ 

By Lot your JLuck muft fallj 

Where f^mpkafey to do you Eafe^ 

And give the golden Ball. [Dante. 

Mar. If you plaid Paris now, Af^omo^ where would 
you beftow it ? 

Ant. I prithee. Friend, take the full Freedom of 
Thought, but no Words. 

Mar. I ^roteft there's a third, which by her Habit 
fhould perlfonate Fenus^ and by Confequence of the 
Story, receive the Honour^s Prize : And were 1 Paris^ 
there it (hould be. Do you note her ? ^ 

Ant. No J mine ^ye*s fo fix*d, I cannot move it. 

Cup. The Dance is ended % now to Judgment^ Paris. 

Buft, Here Juno, here — hutfiay^, I do ejpy «• 

A fretty Gleek coming from Pallas' £ye : 
/ftr^ Pallas, here — yet fta^ agah^% metUnks 
r/ee the Eye of lovely Venus winks : 
Oh clofe them both \ Jhut in thofe golden Efn^ 
And I will kifs thofe fweet blind Cheeks of thine. 
Juno«/V angry \ yes and Pallas/r^»j ; 
PTouldPztis now were gone from Iddi' s Downs. 
They both are fair ^ but Venus has the Mole^ 
Thefairejt Hair^ andfweeteft dimple Hole : 
To her J or her^ or her^ or neither 5 
Can one Man pleafe three Ladies altogether f 
No ; take it Venus,^ tofs it at thy Pleafure^ 
Thou art the Lover^s Friend b^ond bis Meafure. 

Jul. Paris has done what Man can do,. plcas*d one. 
Who can do more ? ^ . 

Mar. Stay, here's another Perfon. 

Enter Gerafto, as Mars. 

Ger. Come lovely Venus, leave this lower Orb^ 
And mount with Mars, up to his glorious Sphere. 

Buji. Mow now, what's he ? 
. Flo. I'm ignorant what to do, Sir. 

P 2 Ger. 
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Ger. nyJUver Toke of Doves are in the Team^ 
And thou Jhalt fly thorough Apollo's Beam: 
ril fee thee feaied in thy golden Throne^ 
And hold with Mars afweet ConjunSiion. ^ [Exit. 

Buft. Ha! What Fellow's this? h'as carry 'd away 
my Sifter Venus : He never rehears'd his Part with me 
before, 

Jtd. What follows now. Prince Paris ? 

Flo. [Within.'] Help, help, help. 

Buft. Hue and Cry, I think. Sir, this is Venus^s Voice, 
mine own Sifter Florimel^s. 

Mar. What, is there fome Tragick-AA behind ? 

Buft. No, no, altogether ^Comical i Mars and Femis 
are in the old Conjunction, it feems. 
^ Mar. 'Tis very improper then, for Fenus 
Never cries out when fhe conjoins with Mars. 

Bufi. That's true indeed ; they are out of their Parts 
ftrc, it may be 'tis the Book^holder's Fault, FU go fee — 

lExi$. 

Jul. How like you pur Country Revels, Gentlemen ? 

JUl Gent. Oh, they commend themfelves. Sir, 

Ant. Methinks now Juno and Minerva fhould take 
Revenge on PariSy it cannot end without it. 

Mar. I did expeft,* ^ . 

Inftead oi Mars^ th' Storm-Goaler*^^/iyj} 
And Juno ptoflf^ring her Deiopeia 
As fatisfa&ion to the bluftring God, 
To fend his Toilers forth, 

Jul. It may fo follow, 
Let's not prejqdicate the Hiftory. ♦ 

Enter Buftopha, 

Buft. Oh, oh, joh^ oh. 

Jul. So here's a Paffion towards, 

Buft. Help, help, if you be Gentlemen ; my Sifter, 
my VenuSy Ihc's ftollcn away. 

Jul. The Story changes from our Expeftation. 

Buft. Help, my Father the Miller will hang me elfe, 
God Mars is a bawdy Villain ; he faid fhe (hould ride upon 
Doves : She's hors'd , (he's hors'd, whether Ac will or Oo» 
' Mar. Sure I think he's ferious, i Bnfi. 
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Buft. She's hors'd upon a double Gelding, and a Scone- 
horfe in the Breech of her \ the poor Wench cries help, 
and I cry help, and none of you will help. • 

Jul. Speak, is it the Show, or doft thou bawl ? 

Buft. A pox on the Ball: My Sifter bawls, and I 
bawl, either bridle Horfe and follow, or give me a Hal- 
ter to hang my felf : I cannot run fo faft as a Hog. 

Jul. Follow me, 1*11 fill the Country with purfuit, but 
I will find the Thief; my Houfe thus abus'd ? [Exit. 

Buft. *Tis my Houfe that's abus'd, the Sifter of my 
Flefh and Blood ; oh ! oh I [E9cU. 

1 Wench. 'Tis time we all ihifc for our felves, if this be 
ierious. 

2 Wrench. Howe'er I'll be gone. 

3 Wencb. And I. - * [Exeunt, 
jlnt. You need not fright your Beauties, pretty Soufs, 

With the leaft pale Complexion of a Fear, [difcreet. 

Atar. Juno has better Courage, and M%nerva?% xsm^ 

Ifin. Alas, my Courage was fo counterfeit. 
It might have been ftruck from me with a Feather, 
Juno ne'er (24^ had fo weak a Prefenter. 

Amin. Sure I was ne'er the wifcr for Minerva^ 
That I find yet about me. 

Ifin. My Dwelling, Sir ? [Antonio wbijpers Ifmcnia. 
*Tis a pooF Yeoman's Roof, fcarce a League oft*. 
That never Iham'd me yet. 

Ant. Your gentle Pardon : 
I vow my erring Eyes had almoft caft you 
For one of the moft mortal Enemies 
That our Family has. 

Ifin. I'm forry, Sir, 
I am fo like your Foe : 'Twere fit I hafted 
From your ofiended Sight. 

Ant. Oh, miftake not. 
It was my Error, and I do confefs it : 
You'll not believe you're Welcome 5 nor can I Ipeak it, 

(24) had fo nveak a Pre/enter.'] As the Meafarc here halls, 

the Reader may perhaps like to fee thii crippkd Verfe foundy and 
read with my anonymous Correfpondent and myfelf thus, 
i »i ^ " I ■ had ne^er fo ^weak a Reprefenter. 

P 3 But 
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But there's my Friend can tell you, pray hear him. 

Mtr. Shall I tell her. Sir ? Tm glad of the Employ* 

Ant. A Kinfwoman to that Beauty. {meiiei 

jimn. A Kin to her, Sir, 
But nothing to her Beauty. 

Ant. Do not wrong it, it is not far behitri her. 

Amm. Her hinder Parts are not far off, indeed, Sir. 

Mar. Let me but kifs you with his Ardour now9 
You (hall feel how he loves you. 

Ifm. Oh forbear: 
*Tis not the Fafhion with us ; but would yoa 
Pcrfuade me that he loves me ? 

Mar. 1*11 warrant you he dies in't, and that were WiN 
nefe enough on't. 
• Ifin. Love me. Sir? Can you tell me for what Reaibn ? 

Mar. Fie, will you ^k me ? that which youVc about 

Ifm. I know nothing. Sir. [you. 

''Mar. Let him find it then ; 
be conftaiitly believes you have the thing 
That he muft love you for ; much is apparent, 
A fweet and lovely Beauty. 

Ifm. So Sir ; pray you 
Show me one thing : Did he ne'er love before ? 
(I know you are his Bolbme Councilor.) 
Nay then I fee your Anfwer is not ready i ' 
PU not believe you, if you ftudy farther. 

Mar. Shall I fpeak truth to you ? 

I/m. Or fpeak no more. 

Mar. There was a Smile thrown at him, from a iLady, 
Whole Deferts might buy him treble, and lately 
He received it, and I know where he loft it *-— 
In this Face of yours : I know his Heart's within yoo. 

IJm. May I know her Name ? 

Mar. In your Ear you may. 
With vow of Silence. 

Amin. He'll not give Over, Sir. 
If he fpeak for you, .he'll fure fpe'd for you, 

Anf. But that is not the Anfwer to my Queftion. 

Amin. You are the firft upon my Virgin-ConfcieiiGe 
That ever fpokc Love to her : Oh, my Hearti 

An\ 



r 



The Maid in fh Hill. 231 

Ant. How do you ? 

Amin. Nothing, Sir *, but would I huA 9^ better Face. 
How well your Pulfc bc^ts. 

>j6stf. Healthfully, does it not? 

Amin. It thumps prettily, m^tl^inks. 

Ifm. Alack, I hear it . 
With much Pity ; How great is y^r Fault too, 
In wrong to tTie good Lady ? 

Mar. You forget ^ 

The difficult Paffage he has to her, 
A Hell of Feud*s between the Families. 

Ifm. And that, has often Love, wrought by Advantage 
To peaceful Reconcilement. 

Mar. There impoffible. 

J fin. This w^y *tis worfer ; 't may Seed again 
In her unto another Generation : 
For where, poor Lady, is her Satisfaction? 

Mar. It comes in me ; to be truth, I loye her, 
(I'll go no farther for Copiparifon,) , 

As dear as he loves you. 

Ifm. How if Ihe love not ? 

Mar. TuQi, be that my Pains : You know not what Art 
I have thofe ways. 

Ifm. Beftirow you, you have pradisM upon me ; 
Well, fpeed me here, and you with your Ifmenia. 

Mar. Go, the Condition's drawn, and ready dated. 
There wants but your Hand to't. 

Amin. Truly you have taken great Pains, Sir. 

Mar. A friendly part,, no more, fweet Beautj. 

Amin. They're hajppy, Sir, have fuch Friends as you are. 
But do you know you have done well in this ? 
Hqw'U his Allies receive it ? She though I fay't^ 
Is of no better Blood than' I am. 

Mar. There I leave it, I am at fartheft that way. 

Ifm. You fhall extend your Vows no larger now. * 
My Heart calls you mine own, and that's enough. 
Reafon, I know, would have all ye^t conceard. 
1 fhall not leave you unfaluted long^ 
Either by Pen or Perfon. 
Ant. You may difcourfe . 

P 4 • With 
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With me, when you think y'are alone, I (hall 
, Be prefent with you. 

Ifm Come, Coufin, will you walk? 

yimin. Alas, I was ready long fince : In Confcicnce, 
You would with better will yet ft ay behind. 

Ifm. Oh Love, I never thought thou'dft been fo blind. 

Mar. You'll anfwer this. Sir. [Exeunt. 

Ant. If e*er 't be fpbke on : ^ 
I purpofe not to propound the Queftion. 

Enter Julio. 

JuL 'Tis true, the poor Knave faid ;^fome Ravifher, 
Some of Luft*s Blood-Hounds have feiz'd upon her : 
The Girl is hurry'd, as the Devil were with 'cm,. 
And help'd their Speed. 

il^. It may be not fo ill. Sir. 
A well-prepared Lover may do as much 
In hot Blood as this, and perform't honeftly. 

Jvi. What ? fteal away a Virgin 'gainft her Will ? 
' Mar. It may be any Man's Cafe y .delpife nothing : 
And that's a Thief of a good Quality, 
Moft commonly he brings his Theft home again. 
Though with a little Shame. 

Jul. There's a Charge by't 
,Fairn upon me: Farts (the Miller's Son) 
Her Brother, dares not venture home again, 
•Till better Tidings follow of his Sifter. 

Ant. Y*are the more beholding to the Mifchance, Sir: 
Had I gone a Boot-haling, I fliould as foon 
Have ftoll'n him as his Sifter : Marry then. 
To render him back in the fame Plight he is 
May be coftly ; his FJefh is not maintained with little. 

Jul. I think the poor Knave will pine away. 
He cries all- to- be-pi tied yonder. 

Mar. Pray you, Sir, let's go fee him : I Ihould laugh 
To fee him cry, fure. 

Jul. Well, you're merry. Sir. 
Antonio^ keep this Charge ; {I have Fears 
Move me to lay it on yon : ) Pray forbear 

• The 
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The ways of your Eneoiies, the Bellides. 

I have Reafon for my Injundion, Sin [Exif. 

Enter Aminta as a Page, with a Letter. 

Ant. To me. Sir ? From whom ? 

Amn. A Friend, I dare vow. Sir. 
Though on the Enemies part : The Lady Ifmenia. 

Mar. Take heed, blufh not too deep \ let me ad vife yoa 
In your Anfwer, 't muft be done heedfully. 

Ant. I ihould not fee a Mafculine, in peace. 
Out of that Houfe. * 

Amin: Alas, l*m a Child, Sir, ^ 
Your Hates cannot laft *till I weaY a Sword. 

Ant. Await me for your Anfwer. 

Mar. He muft fee her, 
To manifeft his Shame ; 'tis my Advantage ; 
While our Blood's under us, we keep above. 
But then we fall, when we do fall in Love. \^Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Julio aud Franio. 

Fra. TiT Y Lord, my Lord, your Houfe hath injured me, 
J^VX (25) Rob'd me of all the Joys I had on Earth. 

Jtd. Where wert thou brought up. Fellow ? 

Fran. In a Mill. 
You may perceive it by my loud Exclaims, 
Which muft rife higher yet. 

Jul. Obftrep'rous Carle, 
If thy Throat's Tempeft could o*er-turn my Houfe, 
What Satisfaftion were it for thy Child ? 
Turn thee the right way to thy Journey's end. 
Wilt have her where fhc*s not ? 

(25) RoVdme^ &c.] Thus re^ds the Copy of 1647, which con- 
firms my Correfpondent's Conjecture. The other Books, againU 
both Senfe and Meafure, 

Robd of fill Joys, &c. 

Fra. 
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Fra. Here was flie loft. 
And here tnuft I begia my footing after ; 
From whance, until I meet a Pow*r to punjfli, 
1 will not reft : You are not quick to Grief. 
Your hearing's "a dead Scnfe ; were yours the Lofs, 
(26) Had you a Daughter ftol'n, perhaps be-whor'd^ 
(For to what other end Ihould come the Thief? ) - 
You'd play the Miller then, be loud and high^ 
But being not a Sorrow of your owJi, 
You have no help nor pity for another. 

Jul. Oh, thou haft op'd a Sluce wasiong fliiitf up» 
And let a Flood of Grief in ; a buried Gnef • 
Thy Voice hath wak'd again, a Grief as old 
As likely *tis thy Child is ; Friend, I tell thee, 
I did once lofe a Daughter. 

Fra. Did you, Sir? 
Befeech you then, how did you bear her Lois ? 

Jyl. With thy Grief trebled. 

Fra. But was fhe ftorn from you ? 

Jul. Yes, by devouring Thieves, from whom cannot 
Ever return a Satisfadlion : ^ 

The wild Beafts had her in her fwathing Cloaths. 

Fra. Oh much good do *em with her. 

Jul. (27) Away tough ChurJ. 

Fra. Why, flie was better, eaten, than my Child, 
Better by Beafts, than beaftly Men devoured : • 
They took away a Life, no Honour from her; 
Thofe Beafts might make a Saint of her ; but thefe 
Will make my Child a Devil. But was flie. Sir, 
Your only Daughter ? 

Enter Gilian. 
Jul. I ne'er had other. Friend. 

(26) The Text is from the oI4«ft Copy. The others. 

Had you a "Daughter perhaps be-ijuhor* d. Mr. neehali. 

(27) A'luay tough Chur/e.] Mr. Senxjard propofeS reading rough 
Chur/e, as much properer to the Occaiion. 1 can't, with Submif- 
fion, tliink a Change here neceflary^ as we have this Expreifion a 
little lower. 

— The Miller has a fiout Hearty 
Tough as his Toal-pin. 

Gil. 
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Gil. Where arc you, Man ? Your Bufincfe lyes not hci^ 
Tour Daughter's in tbe Pound, I have found wheie ; 
'Twill coft you dear, her Freedom. 

Fra. I'll break it down, and free her without pay : 
Horfe-Locks nor Chains fliall hold her from me« 

Jul I'll take this Relief. 
I now have time to fpctk akjne with Grief, [jErfr. 

Fra. [6il. wbifpers bim.^ How ? My Landlord i He 
is Lord of my Lands, 
But not my Cattle : FU have her again, GiL 

"Gil. You are noC mad iqjon the fudden now. 

Fra. No, GiL I have been mad thefe five Haan : 
ril fell my Mill, and buy a roaring. 
I'll batter down his Houie, and make a Stews on't. 
^ GiL Will you gather up your Wits a little. 
And hear me ? The King is near *by, m Progrcfe, 
Here I have got our Supplication drawn. 
And there's the way to help us. 

Fra. Give it me, GiL 
I will not fear to give it to the King : 
To his own Hands, God 4>lefs him, will f gtve it^ 
And he ihall fet the Law upon their Shoulders, 
And hang 'em all that had a Hand in it. * 

GiL Where is your Son ? 

Fra. He IfaaH be hang'd in Flitches.- The Dogsikall 
cat him in Lsnt^ there's Cats Meat and Dog's Meat 
enough about him. 

GiL Sure the poor Girl is the Count's WhoFe by this 
time. 

Fra. If flie be the Count's Whore, the Whore's Count 
(hall pay for't. He (hall pay for a new Maiden-Head. 

GiL You are fo violous : This I'm rcfblv'd. 
If fhe be a Whore once, I'll renounce her. 
You know, if every Man had his Right,^ (he's 
None of our Child, but a meer Foundling. 
(And I can guefs the Owner for a need too) 
We have but fofter'd her. x^ 

^Fra. Gil^ no more of that, 
I'll cue your Tongue out, if you tell thofe Tales. 

H.iric, 




Hatk, hark, thefe Toatert tell us the King's coming : 
Get you gone ; I'll lee if I can find him. \_ExaM. \ 

Enter Lifauro, Terzo, Pedro, and Moncado. 

Lif. Does the King remove to Day ? 

Iter. So fay the Harbingers, 
And keeps his way on to yaientia. 
There ends the Progrefs. 

Fed. He hunts this Morning, Gentlemen, 
And dines i'th* Fields : The Court is all in Readinefi. 

£Jf. Pedro, did you fend for this Tailor? or you 
Mmcadof 
This light French Demi-Lance that folbws us f 

Fed. No, I aflure ye on my Word, I'm guildefi, 
I owe him too much to be inward with him. 

Mun. 1 am not quit Tin Tgre : There is a Reckoning 
(Of fome four fcarlet Cloaks, and two lac'd Suits.) , 

Hangs on the File fliJl, like a fearful Comet, 
Makes me keep off. . . I 

Lif. I'm in odo. Gentlemen, ' 

I th^k his Faith, for a IVlatter of three hundred. 

Ter. And I for two : What a Deel makes he this Way ? 
I do not love to fee my Sins before me. 

Fed. *Ti3 the Vacation, and thefe things break out 
To fee the Court, and glory in their Debtors. 

Ter, (28) What do you call him ? for I never love 
To remember their Names I owe Mony to, 
'Tis nOT gentile ; I fliun 'em like the Plague ever. 

Li/. HisName's^wft^o; hold your Heads,and wonder, 
A. Frencbmany and a Founder of new Fafhions: 
The Revolutions of ^1 Shapes and Habits 
Run madding through his Brains. 

Enter Vertigo. 

Mm. Htfs very brave. 

(18) What did JM (all hita firt 1 never Itve} This Paf- I 
ttge ia & dired CcmtradiAioD to what was laid above: Tho' the 
Fault 11 onlj' in the PuDQuatloD, wliicb u amended, I hope, in the' I 

•^ ■LI/. 
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U/. The Shreds of what he fteals from us, believe it. 
Make him a mighty Man : He comes, have at ye, 

Fer. Save ye together, my fweet Gentlemen, 
I have been looking ■ 

3lr . Not for Mony, Sir ? 
You know the hard time. 

Pir. Pardon me, fweet Signior, [Gentlemen, 

Good Faith the leafl Thought in my Heart ; your Love, 
Your Love's enough for me : Mony, hang Mony : 
Let me preferve your Love. 

Uf. Yes marry fliall ye. 
And we our Credit ; you would fee the Court ? 

Mtm. He Ihall fee ev*ry Place. 

Fer. Shall I i'faillh. Gentlemen ? 

Fed. The Cellar, and the Butt'ry, and the Kitchen, 
The Paftry, and the Pantry. 

Ter. Ay, and tafte too 
Of ev*ry Office, and be free of all too ; 
That he may lay, when he comes home in Glory—— 

Fer. And I will fay, i'faith, and fay it openly. 
And fay it home too : Shall I fee the King alfo ? 

Lif. Shalt fee him every Day : (29) Shalt fee the Ladies 
In their French Cloaths, fhalt ride a hunting with them, 
Shalt have a Miflrefs too. We mud fool handfbmly [^4/^» 
To keep him in Belief we honour him. 
He may call on us elfe« 

Fed. A Pox upon him. 
Let him call at home in's own Houfe for fait Butter. 

Fer. And when the King puts on a new Suit • 

7er. Thou fhalt fee it firft. 
And difled his Doublet, that thou may'ft be perfed. 

Fer. The Wardrobe I wou'd fain view. Gentlemen, 
Fain come to fee the Wardrobe! 

Lif. Thou fhalt fee it. 
And fee the Secret of it, dive into it : 
Sleep in the Wardrobe, and have Revelations 

(29) Shalt fee the Ladies 

— -< — Shali ride a hunting nvith him] As him has no- 
thing to refer to bat Ladies, I wou*d alter the namber, and read, 
■ . ' - ^ ■ a bunting with thim. 

Of 
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Of Fafhrons five Years hence. 

Ver. Ye honour me. 
Ye infinitely honour me. ' 

^er. Any thing i*th' Court, Sh^ 
Or within the Compals of a Courtier ■ 

Ver. My Wife fhall give ye Thanks. i 

far. You (hall fee any thing. 
The privat'ft place, the Stool, and where ^tis emptied. ^ 

Ver. Ye make me blulh, ye pour your Bounties, Gen- [ 
In fuch abundance. Qtiemen, % 

Lif. 1 will fhew thee prcfently 
The order that the King keeps when he comes 
To open View, that thou may*ft tell* thy Neighbours 
Over a Shoulder of Mutton, thou'ft Ycen fomething. 
Nay thou (halt, prefent the King for this time 

Ver. Nay, 1 pray. Sir. [belong tc/t ; 

Lif. That thou may*ft know what State there does 
Stand there I fay, and put on a fad Countenance, 
Mingled with height : Be covered, and refervM ; 
Move like the Sun, by foft Degrees, and glorious. 
Into your Order, Gentlemen, uncovered. 
The King appears ; we*ll fport with you a while. Sir, 
Fm fure you're merry with us all th* Year long. Tailor, 
Move foftcr ftill, keep in that fencing Leg, Mor^eur^ 
Turn to no fide. 

Enter Franio out of Breath. 

Ter. What's this that appears to him ? 

Uf. Has a Petition, and he looks moil lamentably, 
Miftake him, and we're made. 

Fra. This is the King fure. 
The glorious King, I know him by liis gay Clothes. 

Lif. Now bear your felf, that you may fay hereafter— 

Fra. I have recovered Breath, I'll fpeak to him preifendy. 
May it pleafe your gracious Majefty to confider 
A poor Man's Cafe ? 

f^er. What's your Will, Sir ? 

Lif You muft accept, and read it. 

yjfr. The Tailor will run mad upon my Life for't. 

Ped. How he mumps and bridles : He'll ne'er cut 
Clothes again. Ver. 
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Fer.And what's your Grief? 

Mon. He fpeaks I'th* Nofe Yi^c his Goofe. [Sir, 

Fra. I pray you read there ; I'm abusM and frumpt. 
By a great Man that may do ill by Authority ; 
Poor honeft Men are hang'd for doing Jcfs, Sir : 
My Child is ftoll'n, the Count Otrante ftole her 5 
(29) A pretty Child fhe is, although I fay it, 
A haridlomc Mother, he means to make a Whore of her, 
A filken Whore, his Knaves have filchM her from me 5 
He keeps lewd Knaves, that do him beaftly Offices : 
I kneel for Juftice. ShaH I have it, Sir ? 

Enter Jibing Philippo, and Lords. 

Phil. What Pageant's this ? 

Lif. The King : . • 

Tailor, ftand off, here ends your Apparition: 
Miller, turn round, and there addrefs your Paper 
There, there's the King indeed. 

Fra. May't pleafe your Majefty. 

Phil. Why didft thou kneel to that Fellow ? 

Fra. In good Faith, Sir, 
I thought h'ad been a King, he was fo gallant. 
There's none here wears fuch Gold. 

Phil So fooliflily? 
You've golden Bufinefs fure ; becaufe I'm homely 
Clad, in no glitt'ring Suit, I am not look'd on. 
Ye Fools that wear gay Cloaths, love to be gap'd at^ 
What are you better when your End calls on you ? 
Will Gold preferve ye from the Grave ? Or Jewels ? 
Get golden Minds, and fling away your Trappings : 
Unto your bodies minifter warm Raiments, 
Wholefome and good 5 glitter within, and fpare not. 
Let my Court have rich Souls, their Suits I weigh not : 
And what are you that took fuch State upon ye ? 

{29) A pretty Child Jhe isy—-^ 

• A handfome Mother^ Mr. Theobald propofcs changing Mo- 
ther for Mauther^ a word us'd now in Suffolk for a Girl: But there 
is no occaiion at all for this Change. Sir. Henry Spelman in his 
Gloffary tells us Mother is a Corruption of the Damjh word Moer^ 
wWcl; iignifies a GirL Vide in Face Moer. 

Are 
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Arc ye a Prince ? 

Lif. The Prince of Tailors, Sir: 
We owe fome Mony to him, and't like your Ma^fty. 

Pbil. If it like him, woXild yeow'd more ; be modefter. 
And you lefs iaucy. Sir ;• and leave this Place : 
Your Prefling-Iron will make no pcrfedl: Courtier. 
Go ftitch at home, and cozen ydur poor Neighbours ^ 
Show fuch another Pride, TU have ye whipt for't 5 
And get worfe Clothes, thefe but proclaim your Fellony. 
And what's your Paper ? . 

Fra. I befeech you read it. « [Villany, 

Pbil. What*s here, the Count Oiranie task'd for a bafc 
For dealing of a Maid? 

Lord. The Count Otrante? Is not the Fellow mad, Sir? 

Fra. No, no, my Lord, 
Tm in my Wits, I am a labouring Man, 
And we have feTdom Leifure to run mad ; 
We've other Bufinefs to employ our Heads in. 
We've little Wit to lofe too : If we complain, 
(30^ And if a heavy Lord lye on our Shoulders, 
Worfe than a Sack of Meal, and opprefs our Poverties, 
(31) We are mad ftraight, and whip'd, and ty'd in Fetters, 
Able to make a Horfe mad, as you ufe us ; 
You're mad for nought, and no Man dare proclaim it. 
In you a Wildnefs is a noble Trick, 
And cherifti'd in ye, and all Men muft love it ? 
Opprellions of all forts, fit like new Cloaths, 
Neatly and handfbmely upon your Lordfhips ; 
And if we kick but when your Honours fpur us. 
We're Knaves and Jades, and ready for the Juftice 5 
J'm a true Miller. 

Pbil. Then thou art a Wonder. • 

2 Lord. I know the Man reputed for a good Man, 



(30) And if a heaniy Loadt &c.] I was doubtful about the reading 
of this place, and fufpeded that Lord might bid fair to be the Text, 
and found my Conjecture confirni*d by the Folio of 1 647. 

(31) We are mad ftraight^ andnAofd^ This flight Corruptfon 
here my Friend alters and amends thus with me. 

We are mad firaigbt^ and nuhifd. 

An 



^e Maid in the Mill. 241 

An honeft and fubftatitial Fellow. 

Phil. He fpcaks Senfe> 
And to die Point : Greatnefs begets much Rudeneli. 
How dare yw. Sirrah, 'gainft to main a Perfbn, 
A Man of ib niuch noble Note and Honour, 
fiat up this* bafe Complaint ? Muft ev*ry Peafant 
Upon a fancy Will affront great Lords ? 
AH Fellows, Miller? 

Fra. I haw ray Reward, Sir. 
I wastddone Greatnefs, would protect anothef^ 
As Beams fupport their Fellows ; now I find it : 
IPr pleafe your Grace to ha^e me hang'd, Pm ready^ 
'Tis but a Miller, and a Thief difpatch'd : 
Though I fteal Bread, I fteal no Flefh to tempt me. 
I have a Wife, and*t pleafe him to have her too. 
With all my Heart ; 'twill make my Charge the left. Sir, 
She'll hold him play awhile : I have a Boy too. 
He's able (32) to inftrud his Honour*s Hogs, 
Or rub his Horfes Heels ; when't pleaie his Lordfhip 
He may have him his Slave too, or his Bawd : 
The Boy is well bred, can exhort his Sifter 2 
For mc, the Prifon, or the Pillory, 
To lofe my Goods, and have mine Ears cropt off; 
Whipt like a Top, and have a Paper ftuck before me. 
For abominable Honefty to his own Daughter, 
I can endure. Sir ; the Miller has a flout Heart, 
Tough as his Toal-piii, • ^ 

Phil. I fufped: this flirewdly,' 
Is it his Daughter that the People call 
The Miller's fair Maid? 
■ . ^Ubrd. It (hould feem fo. Sir. 

Phil. Be fure you be i'th* right. Sirrah. 

Fra. If 1 be i'th* wrong. Sir, 
Be fure you hang tpe, I will ask no Courtefie : 
Your Grace may luve a Paughter, think of that. Sin 
She may be fair, and (he may be abus'd too ^ 
(A King is not exempted from thefe Cafes,) 

(32) to tnftruB his Honour's Hogs,] Here the Gentle- 
man fo often mentionM, (ays we ought to read Dogs. The Reader is 
left to hh Choice. 

Vol. VIL Q^ StoPn 



•i^isa 



I 



242 ^ A^^d in the Mfff. 



6tol*n from your loving Care - " 

PbiL I do much pity him. 

Fra. But Heav'n forbid fhe fhould be ia thatt Ventitite 
That mine's in at this Hour : FlI afiure your Grace 
Th' Lord wan^a Water- Mil^^and iBeaiss tOigFind^Mkhci: 
Would IM bis Stones to fet, Fd fit him for it. [tlM\ 

PbiL Follow Aie^ Miller, and let n^ talk with ye filc^ 
And keep this private all, upon your Loyalties : 
To Morrow Morning, though Vm now beyond hifii^ 
And th' Ids lookt for, ?11 br^k my Faft with the gooA 

Count. 
NaQiope, away^ all to our Sports^ be filent. l&teUnL 

Ver. What Grace ftall I have now I 

lAf. Ghufe thine owa Grace, 
And go to Dinner when thou wilt, VtrUi^ 
We muft needs follow th* King. 
' J>r. You heard the Sentence. 

Mon. If you flay here, 
rUtfend thee a fhoulder of Venif<3« 5 
Go home, go hon^, or if thou wilt di^uiie, 
rU help thee to a place ^ feed the Dogs« * [Mbnkey, 

Fed, Or thou fhak be fpedd Tailor ta the Kmg-s 
^Tis a fine place 5 wc cannot ftay. 

Ver. NoMony, 
Nor no Grace, Gentlemen ? 

9l?r. *Tis too early Tailor, 
The King hasn't broke his' Faft yet. 

Vtr. I Ihall look for ye 
The next Term, Gentlemen. 

Fed. Thou fhalt not mifs us : 
Prethee provide fome Cloaths, and dlt^ thou heai^/«if/i;f# 
Commend me to thy Wife : I want ibme Shitts too. 

Ver. I've Chambers for ye all. 

Lif. They are too mufty, 
When they are clear we'll come. 

Ver. I mufl be patient 
And provideiit, I Ihall ne'er get home elfe^ [ExeMt. 



SCENE 



° * 



the Maid in the Mill. 243 

S C E N E* IL ^ 

Enter Otrante and FlorimeL 

0/r. Prithee be wifer Wench, thou canft not fcape me. 
Let me with Love and Gentlenefs enjoy that 
That may be ftill prcferv'd with Love, and long'd for : . 
If violence lay rough hold, I fhall hate thee, 
And after Tve enjoy*d thy Maiden-head, 
Thou wilt appear fo ftale and ugly to me 
I fhall defpife thee, caft thee off— 

Flo. I pray ye Sir, 
Begin it now, and open your Doors to me, 
I do confefs I'm ugly ; let me go. Sir : 
A Gipfey-girl :. Why would your Lordfhip touch me ? 
Fie, 'tis not noble : I am homely bred, 
Courfc, and unfit for you ; why do you flatter me ? 
There be young Ladies many, that wiH love ye. 
That will dote on ye : (34) You're a handfomc Gentle- 
man : 
What will they fay when once they know your Quality ? 
A Lord, a Miller ? Take your Toal-Difli with ye, 
(35) You that can deal with Gudgeons, and courfc Flower, 
*Tis pity you Ihould tafte what Manchet means j 
Is this fit. Sir, for your Repute and Honour ? 

Otr. rU love thee ftill. 

Flo. You cannot, there's no Sympathy 
Between our Births, or Breeding, Arts, Conditions \ 
And where thefe are at Difference, there's no liking t 

(34) ■ ■ You're an handfome\ I have chofe to read thus with the 
Edition of the oldefl Date, rather than with the reil, thus. 

You a handfome^ See. 

(35) Tou that can deal av/V>& Gudgeons.] This Reading has the Au- 
thority of all the Copies, and as fuch I have not dared to difplace or 
difpoffcfs it : Yet ftill I fufpedl a latent Corruption, and that the Au- 
thir's own Manufcript run originally thus, 

Tou that can deal nuith Q^rgeons, 
which is explained by the Words that immediately follow, 

" and CQurfe FloiAjer, 

Mr. Seavard reads the Line, as fuppofing it corrupted, thus, 

Tou that can deal ivith Cutlins, iffc. 
Cutlins being a Word us'd in the Weft for Greets or Oats cleared of the 
Hufks. 

VoL.VIL dz This 
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This Hour it may be I feem handfome to yoU| 

And you are taken with Variety 

Morp than with Beauty, 

To-morrow when you Have ayoyed me, 7 

Your Heat and Luft affwag'd, and come t' examine ' 

Out of a cold and penitent Cbndition [^WtB| 

"What you have done, whom you have fliar'd yoiir LJovk 

Made Partner of your Bed, how it will vex ye. 

How you will curie the Devil that betra)r'd ye. 

And what (hall come of me then? 

Otr. Wilt thou hear me? 

Flo. As hafty as you were then to enjoy me. 
As predous as this Beauty fhew*d unto ye. 
You'll kick me out of Doors, you'll whore, andbannicj 
And if I prove with Child with your fair Iflue, 
Give me a Penfion of five Pound a Year > 
To breed your Heir wiriial, and fo good j|)eed me. 

Otr* rU keep thee like a Woman. 

Flo. ril keep my felf. Sir, 
Keep my felf honeft. Sir, there's the brave keeping : 
If you will marry me ■ 

Otr. Alas, poor Florimel. 

Plo. I do ccMifefi I am too courfc and bafe, Sir,^ * 
To be your Wife, and it is fit you fcorn me ; 
Yet fuch as I, have crowned the Lives of great ones : 
To be your Whore I'm fiire I am too worthy, 
(For by my troth. Sir, I am truly hoheft) 
j^nd that*s an HcMiour equal to your Grcatnefi. 

Otr. ril give thee what thou wilt, 

Flo. Tempt me no more then : 
Give me that Peace, and then you give me abftndance4 
I know you do but try me, ye are noble, 
All thefe, are but to try my Modefty, 
If you Ihould find me eafie, and once comings y 

I fee your Eyes already how they'd fright me 5 
I fee your hopeft Heart how it would fwell. 
And burft itfelf iQto a Grief againft hie \ 
Your Tongue in noble Anger, now, e'en now. Sir, 
Ready to rip my loofe Thoughts to the Bottom, 

And lay my Shame unto my felf, wide openT 

You 
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You are a noble Lord, you pity poor Maids 5 

The People are miftakcn in your Courfes : 

You, like a Father, try 'em to the uttermoft. 

As they do Gold, you purge the Drofe from them, 

And make them (hine. 

Otr. This Cunning cannot help ye : 

(36) I love ye to enjoy ye : I have ftol'n ye 

T* enjoy ye now, not to be fool*d with Circumftance. 

Yield willingly, or elfc «— ~ 
Flo. What? 
Oir. I will force ye. 

I will not be delayed 1 a poor bafe Wench 

That I, in curtefi^, make offer to, 
Argue with ipe I 
Flo. Do not, you*lI lofe your Labour, 

Do not, my Lord, it will become ye poorly : 

Your Courtefie may do much on my Nature, 

For I am kind as you are, and as tender : 

If you compel, I have my Strengths to flye to. 

My honeft Thoughts, and thofe are Guards about me : 

I can cry too, and Noife enough I dare make. 

And I have Curfes, that will call down Thunder; 

For all I am a poor Wench, Heav'n will hear me : 

My Body you may force, but my Will never ; . 

And be fure I do not live if you do force me. 

Or have no Tongue to tell your beaftly Story, 

For if I have, and if there be a Juftice — — 

Q/n Pray ye go in here : I'll calm my felf for this timc» 
And be your Friend again. 

Flo. I am commanded* [E^cit. 

Otr. You cannot icape me yet^ I muft enjoy ye ; 
I'll lye with thy Wit, though I mifs thy Honefty j 
Is this a Wench for a Boor's hungry Bofom ? 
A morfcl for a Peafant's bafe Embraces ? 
And muft I ftarve, and the Meat in my Mouth I 
V\\ none of that. 

(36) I love ye to injoy ye: ]Thij ?«a<Kfig whick maktfs the $en% 
inore explicit, and the Line run better, is trom the Edition, of 1 647 ; 
The others, 

/ &«v# ye to enjoy : I have &c. 

Q^l Enhr 
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JB»/^r Gcrafto. 

' Ger. How now, my Lord, (37) how ipcd yc ? 
Have ye done the Deed ? 

Ofr. No, pox upon*t, ihe's honeft. \ 

Ger. Honeft, what's that ? You took her bare dertfaP. 
Was there e'er a Wench brought up in a Mill, and hondl^ 
That were a wonder worth a Chronidc. 
Is your Belief fo large ? What did (he fay to ye ? 

Otr, She laid her Honeft y was all her Dowry, 
And preach'd unto me, how unfit, and homely. 
Nay how diflionourablc *t would feem in mt 
To aft my Will, popt me i'th* Mouth with Modeity . 

Ger. What an impudent Quean was that ? That's^ ^leir 
trick ever. 

Otr. And then difcourfed to me very fc^riiedly. 
What Fame and loud Opinion w^d tell of mt : 
A Wife Ihe touch'd at -■ ' . » 

Ger. Oat upon her Varlet. 
Was fhe fo bold ? Thefe (38) home-fpun things are Sbvib^ 
They'll tell y' a thoufand Lies, if you'll believe 'eai'. 
And ftand upon their Honours like greatLadie^ ; 
They'll fpeak unhappily too^ Grood words to cozen ye. ^ 
And outwardly feem Saints; they'll cry down-right aMb| 
But 'tis for Anger that you do not crufh 'em. 
Did flie not talk of being with Child ? 
X)tr. She touched at it. [ftif^; 

Ger. The trick of an arrant Whore to milk your Lord- 
And then a Penfion nam'd ? 

Otr. No, no, flie fcorn*d it : 
I ofFer'd any thing, but (he refus'd all, 
Refus'd it with a confident Hate. 

Ger. You thought fo, 

(37) '■■* How fped ye?'\ I have inferred dih reading frtfka 
the firil Folio Cop/; and as the Senfe is changM here upon the Au- 
thority of that Edition, I have upon my own alterM take her bare 
denial into took, ^^^ree Lines below : The other Copies read, 

Myi Lordf how fpeed ye/ 

(38) ' bomt'/pun things are Etvtls^ Denfils, which I have 
inferted into the Text, feem*d to me manifeftly the reading the Con- 
text required, and the Copy of 16479 confirmM npie in it. 

You 
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You ihould have ta'cn her theiH turn'd her, and tew'd her 
Vth* ftrength of all her Refolution, flatter'd her, 
And (hak'd her ftubbori) Will ; Ihe would have thank*d yc^ 
She would have lovM ye mfinitely : They muft fccm 

mod^ft^ 
It is their Parts ; if you had plaid your part. Sir, 
And haodl'd her as Men do * unman'd Hawks, 
Caft her, andni^lde her up in good clean Linnen, 
And there hav^coyed her,you had caught her beart-ftrin^. 
Thefe tough Virginities Jthcy blow like white Thorns, 
In Storms and Tempefts. 

Otr. She*s beyond all this. 
As cold, and hardened, as the Virgin Cryftal. 

Ger. Oh force her, force her,Sir, Ihc longs to be ravifh'd j 
Somft have no Pleafure but in Violence } 
To be torn in pieces is their Paradife : 
'Tis ordinary in our Country, Sir, to ravifh all ; 
They will not give a penny for their Sport 
Unlefs they be put to*t, and terribly i 
And then they fwear they'll hang thq Man cooie^ near •em, 
And fwear it on his Lips too. 

Oir. No,' no forcing, 
I have another Courfe, and I will follow iu 
I command you, and d* you confimand your Fcllowjj, 
That when you fee her next, ye difgrace and fcorn her ; 
Pll feem to put her out o*th' Doors o*th' Hidden, 
And leave her to Conj^%)re, then fcise on her. 
Away, be ready ftraight. 

Ger. We (hall not fail. Sir. lEfcit. 

Otr. Florimel. 

Enter Flprimel. 

i%. My Lord. 

0/r.n*m fqre yowVc now cpnfider'd, 
Ab4 like a wife Wench weigh'd a Friend's difpleadirc. 
Repented your proud Thoughts, and caft your Scorn off. 

Flo. My Lora, I am not proud, I was ne'er beautiful. 
Nor fcorn I any thing that's juft and honeft. 

Otr. Come, to be mort, can ye love yet ? You told nac 
Kindnefi would iax compel ye : Vm kind to ye, 

^ Mitaf ban from Falcottrj, Mr. Tlicobald.' 

0^4 And ^ 
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A nd mean t* exceed that wlay, 

Flo. I told ye too. Sir, 
As far as it agreed with Modefty, 
With Honour, and with Honefty Pd yield to ye : 
Good my Lord, take fome other Theme 5 for Love, 
Alas, 1 never knew yet what it meant. 
And on jthe fudden, Sir, to run through Volumes 
. Of his mod myftick Art, 'tis moft impoffible ; 
Nay, to begin with Lull, which is an Herefie, 
A foul one too *, to learn that in my Childhood : 

good my Lord. 

Otr. You will not out of this Song, 
Your Modefty, and Honefty, is that all ? 

1 will not force ye. 

Flo. Y*are too noble. Sir. 

(39) 0^^- Nor play the childifh Fool, and marry ye: 
I*m not yet mad. 

Flo. If ye did. Men wOu*d imagine. 

Otr. Nor will I woo ye at that infinite price 
It may be you expeft. 

Flo. I cxpeft your Pardon, 
And a Difcharge, my Lord, that's all I look for. 

Otr. No, nor fall, fick for Love. 

Flo. *Tis a healthful Year, Sir. 

Oir. Look ye, PU turn ye out o* doors, and fcorn ye. 

Flo. Thank ye, my Lord. 
' Otr. A proud flight Peat I found ye, 
A Fool, it may be too — * 

Fh. An honeft Woman, 
Good my Lord think me. 

Otr. And a bafe I leave ye. 
So fare ye well. [Exit Otrante. 

(40) Fk. Blefllng attend your Lordfliip. 

This 

(39) Otx.Norplay^ &c.] Thefe two Speeches I hare rccovcr'd from 
the fiift Folio j and I am from hence farther confirm^ in my Opi- 
nion, touching the 0£lavo Edition of 171 1, that it was only a bare 
Tranfcript of the Folio of 1679. 

(40) no.Bliffing at find, &c ] This whole Slpecch hais been dropt 
upon us ever fince the Year 1647. ^ thought neceflary to reftorc it 
to its ancient undoubted Inheritance, as the latter part prepares us 

for 
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This is hot Lotc that vaniflbeth like Vapours ; 

His Ague's ofF, his burning Fits are well quenched, 

I thank Heav'n for't. His Men — they will not force flic. 

Enter Gerafto and Servants. 

Ger. What doft thou ftay for ? doft thou not knoir 
Thou bafc uhprovident Whore ? [the way, 

Fh. Good words, pray ye Gentlemen. ^ 

1 Ser. Has my Lord fmoak'd ye over, good- wife Miller? 
Is your Mill broken, that you (land fo ufclefs ? 

2 Ser. An impudent Quean, upon my life fhe's un- 

wholcfome. 
Some bafe difcarded thing my Lord has found her. 
He'd not have turn'd her ofFo'th* fuddcn elfc. 

Ger. Now againft every Sack, my honeft Sweet-heart^^ 
With every (41) Smig and Smu^. 

Fb. I mull be patient. 

Ger. And every greafie Gueft, and fweaty Rafcal 
For his Royal hire between his Fingers, Gentlewoman.- 

1 Ser. I fear thou'ft giv*n my Lord the — thou damn'd 

2 Ser. I've feen her in the Stews, [chihg^ 
Ger. The Knave her Father 

Was Bawd t* her there, and kept a Tipling-H ^ufe i 
Yoa muft e'en to't again : a modeft Funftion ! 

Flo. If ye had Honefty, ye would not ufe me 
Thus bafely, wretchedly, though your Lord bid ye ; 
But he that knows ■ ■ » ■ 

Ger. Away thou carted impudence. 
You Meat for every Man : A little Meal 
Flung in your Face, makes ye appear lb proud. 

Flo. This is inhuman. Let thefe Tears perfuadc you, 
(If ye be Men,) to ufe a poor Girl better 5 
I wrong not you, Pm fure, I call you Gentlemen, 

for the rude Behaviour of Gerafto, and thofe Servants who are 
Bullies for their Lord^ and deiignedly Promoters of the rain of Flo- 
ri«»//'8 Chaftiiy. 

(41) Sf^ig and Smug.'} The Copy of 1679, ^^^ ^^^ 0£hivo 

read fo, but the oidell Folio, Sim 2ind 6'mitg : Perha]^ the Reader 
znighC not think the various reading worth a Note. 

Enter 
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. Enter Otrantc 

Otr. What bufincfs is here ? away^ fliien*t y<w§psie yet ? 

Fh. My Lord, this is not well, (altho* you hate me, 
per what 1 know not ;) to let your Ptopie wrong me. 
Wrong me malicioufly, and call me— — 

Otr. Peace, 
And mark ye what Wfe fi.y, advifcdly, 
Mark, as you love that^ that you call your Credit. 
Yield now, or you're undone ; your good Name's perUh*4 
(42) Not all the World can buy your Reputation, 
*Tis funk for ever clfe; thcfe Peoples Tongues will 

poifon ye. 
Though you be white as Iqnocence, they'll taint yi? % 
They will fpeak terrible and hideous things^ 
And People in this Age are prone to credit. 
They'll let fall nothing that may brand a Woman a 
Confider this, and then be wile and tremble. 
Yield yet, and yet Til favc ye, 

Flo. How ? 

Otr. ril fhow ye ; 
Their Mouths I'll feal up, they fhall {peak no more 
But what is hon'rable and honeft of ye. 
And Saintlike they fliall worlhip ye : They're mine. 
And what 1 charge them, Florime h 

FlOp Pm ruin'd ; 
Heav'n will regard me yet, they're barbarous Wretches : 
Let me not fall, my Lord. 

Otr* You fhall not, Florimel : ^ 

Mark how Pll work your Peace, and how I honour ye. 
Who waits there ? come all in. 

(42) Not all the World can buy your Reputation^ 

*Tis funk far ever el/e,'] h fcems as if the Poets had 1 
mind to keep up a Contraft here, and if that really was their De- 
ftgn» then the Execution of it is chargeable only upon the Editors^ 
i^i they muft have indifputably expreisM themfelves fo^ 

can buoy your Refutation ; 

^Tis/uni/or ever. 
Thus the Antithelis is neatly preferv'd^ and the Confufion of the 
Metaphors manifeftly clear'd up, 

Enler 
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X 

Enter Ger;^o and Servants. 

Ger. Your pleafure. Sir. 

Otr. Who dare fay this fweet Beauty k not heav'oly ? 
This Virgin, the moft pure, the moft antaintcd,' 
The holieft thing? 

Ger. We know it, my dear Lord, 
We are her Slaves % and that proud Indpudeiiee 
That dares difparage her, this Sword, n^y Lord — 

1 Ser. They are Rafcals bafe, the Sons of coiBflioa 

Women, 
That wrong this Virtue, or dare own a thought 
Hilt h,\v atid honourable of her ; when we flight her^ 
Hang us, or cut*s w Pieces ; let's tug i'di' G^ies. 

2 Ser. Brand us for Villains. 

Fk. Why fore I dream ; thcfe are all Saints. 

Ofr. Go, and live all her Slaves. 

Ger. Welpe ppoud to do it. [Exetmt. 

Otr. What think ye now ? Am not I able, Flffrimel^ 
Yet tof preftrve ye ? 

Flo. Pm bound to your Lordfliip, 
Ye are alf Honour, and good my Lord but grant me. 
Until to Morrow, leave to weigh my Fwtunes^ 
Pft give you a free anfwer, perhaps a pleafing^ 
Indeed Pll do the beft I can to fatisfie ye. 

Otr. Take your good time; this Kifs, till then farewel. 
Sweet. • [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Antonio, Martino, and Buftopha. 

* . 

ifcfor. TIY all means difcharge your Follower. 

-D jfnt. If we can get him off; Sirrah, Buftopba^ 
Thou muft needs run back. 

Bt^. But I mult not, unlefs you fend a Bier, or a 
Liftor at my Back, I do not ufe to run from my Friends. 
Mt. Well, go, will fcrve the turn ; I have forgot — 

Mufi. 
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Bu/i. What, Sir ? 

jinS. See if I can think on*t now. 

Buft. I know what *tis now. 

JnL A Piftolet of that. 

Buft. Done •, you have forgot a Device to ftnd me 
away, you're going a fmocking perhaps. 

Mar. His own, due, due i'faich Antonio^ 
The Piftolet is his own. 

Ant. I confefs it. 
There *tis ; now if you could afford out of it 
A reafonable Excufe to mine Uncle - 



-i-^ 



Buft. Yes, I can j but an Excufe will not (erve your 
turn : it muft be a Lye 5 a full Lye, 'twill do no good 
clfe i if you'll go to the price of that? 

Ant. Is a Lye dearer than an Excufe ? 

Buft. Oh, treble 5 this is the price of an Excufe ; but 
a Lye is two more; look, how many Foils go to a fair 
Fall, fo many Excufes to a full Lye, and Jcfs cannot 
ferve your turn, let any Tailor i'th' Town make it. 

Mar. Why 'tis reafonable, give him his Price : 
Let it be large enough now. 

Buft. 1*11 warrant you, to cover him all over. 

Ant. \ would have proof of one now. 

Buft. What ? C43) ftale my Invention beforehand ? you 
ihall Pardon me for that ; well, I'll cgn^mend you tQ 
your Uncle, and tell him you'll be at home at Supper 
with him. • • 

Ant. By no means, I cannot come to Night, Man. 

Bifi. I know that too, you do not know a Lye when 
you fee it. 

Mar, Remember it muftllretch for all Night. 

Btfi. I fhall want fluff, I doubt 'twill come to the 
other Piftolet. 

(43 ) ■ Scale my In'uention] Scale is a word, thai lias br 



Qiiltake been put into a wrong place, once in ShakeJ^ear\ Coriolttntu, 
and twice in our Authors, vix, in Bonduca, and ihis Play ; and as 
what has been fubiti.uted for it there will do full as well here^ I 
make no Scruple to corred^ the place thus, 

Wbatf iiale my Invention. 
I muft add farcher, that my anonymous Friend proposM the fane 
^heratio^. 

Anf. 
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^/. Well; lay out, you Ihall be no lofcr. Sir. 

Buft. It muft be faced, you knpw, there, will be a yard 
of DilTimulation at lead, City-meafure, and cut upon an 
Untruth or two : (44) lined with Fables, that muft 
needs be, cold Weather's coming ; if it had a Galloon 
of Hypocrifie, 'twould do well ; and hooked together 
with a Couple of Conceits, C45) that's neceflity; well, 
Fil bring in my Bill : 1*11 warrant you as fair a Lye by 
that time I have done with it, as any Gentleman i'th* 
Town can fwear to, if he would betray his Lord and 
Matter. [Exit. 

Jht. So,> {Oy this neceflary trouble's over. 

Mar. I would you had bought an Excufe of him 
Before he went ^ you'll want one for Ifmenia. 

Ant, Tufh, there needs none, there's no Sulpicion yet. 
And ril be arm'd before the next Encounter, 
In a faft tye with my fair Ifabel\ 

Enter Buftopha. 

Mar. Yes, you'll find your Errand is before you now^ 

Buft, Oh Gentlemen, look to your felves, ye arc 
Men of another World elfe ; your Enemies are upon 
you ; the old Houfe of the Bellides will fall upon your 
Heads: Sigmor^ifauro. 

Ant. Ltfauro? 

Buft. And Don what call you him ? he's a Gentle- 
man : Yet he has but a Yeoman's Nanfie. Don Terxp^ 
^erzQ^ Terzo^ and a dozen at their Heels. 

Ant. Lifauro^ ^erzo^ nor a dozen more 
Shall fright me from my Ground, nor fhun my Path, 

(44) lintd <witb Tables ' ' " if it had a Gallon of HypocrifftJ 
Mr. Theobald diilikes the reading of Fables here, and propofi^ to cor> 
red Sables, as being the better lining, I fuppofe for cold Weather. 
Bat this-was only correding an imaginary Corruption in this, at 
the fame time that he flipM over a real one In the next Line^ and 
that is meaforing Hypocrify fy the Gallon.^ I read Gal/MU before £ 
faw the oldeft Edition which has Galloon^ and fo have accordingly 
itiformM the Text. 

{45) — tbafs neeiffity 5] The reading of meejary as fuggefted 
by the anonymous Gentleman, is, I think pretty, and bids iaK for 
right. 

Let 
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Let *em come on in all tbdr ableft fury. 

Mar. 'Tis worthily refdlv«l ; I'll ftand by yOMi Sir, 
This way, I am thy true Friend. 

Buji. ril be gone, Sir, chat one may live to tf)| 
wfaat*s become of you. Put up, put upi will yqq nox^ 
Icam to kfMJw a Lye from an vi|/iip's Fable ? l*hcit*sa 
Tafte for you now, l^if^ 

Enter Ifmcnia and Aminta. "^ 

Afcr. Look, Sir, what linae of Day is it ? 

A$l. I know not. 
My Eyes go falfe, I dare not tt-uft 'em now ; 
I pretbee tell aie, MarUn% if thou can'ft^ 
Is that Ifmema or IfaheUa ? 

Mar. This is the Lady, fbi^et n€)t IfabelU. 

Jnt. If this Face may be borrowed aod lent out, 
IPt can fhift Shoulders, and take other Tyres, 
So, *tis mine where-e'er I find it — ~ 

Ijm. Be fuddcn. ' [£x// Aminta^ 

J cannot hold out k>ng. 

Mar. Believe*t, fbe fnowns. 

Ant. Let it come, Ihe cannot frown me off on*t ; 
How prettily it wooes me to come jxearcr I 
(46) How do you. Lady, fince yefteiiday's Pains ? 
Were you not weary ? of my faith — ■■ ■ ' 

Ifin. I think you were, 

jfirf. What, Lady ? 

Ifm. Weary of your Faith ; it is a burthen 
That Men faint under, though they bear little of it. 

Mar. So, this is to the purpofe. 

Ant. You came home 
to a faff iiour, I hope. 

Ifin. From whence. Sir ? 

EnUr Amisita. 

Amin. Sir, there^s a Gendewoman without dbfirea^ 

Ipeak with you. 

« 

(46] ^ H(rw do jfou do. Lady,'} The feoond do, which is the ^niKnff 
of thcOaavo, and Copy of 1679, I have rejected upen 1^ An- 
thority of the old Folio^ 
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Ant. They were pretty homely Toys j bat your Pre- 
Made them illaftrkMss* [fenot 

J/m. My Coufw Ipeaks to you. 

Amin. A GeotlcwoaMO^ Sir, IfshUa 
She names her felE 

ikfor! So, 6s it hits finely »w. [plcafi^ 

Aftf. Name your fetf kow yoa pfeafe } fpeak what you 
I'll hear you chearfully. 

I/m. You are not yfttWj 
Requeft her in, fhe niay have ciMe ao^akitence 
With his Paflions, and better cure for 'em. ^ 

Amin. She's nice in that. Madam 1 pMr Soul, k ftems 
She's fearful of your Di%feafure. 

Ifm. ril quit her' 
From that prdfently^ and bring her m my fdf. [Eitit. 

Mar. How carelefly do you bebafne your feli^ 
When you ihould call all your ipefi Faculties « 
Tb counfel in you ? how wiU you anfiver 
The bleach you made with &ir Ijmema'? 
Have you forgot th' retrograde Vow you took 
With her, that now is come in evidence ? 
You'll die upon your fhame, you need! no more 
Enemies of the Houfe, but th' Lady now : 
You (hall hav« your dHpaitch. 

Enter Ifmenia Uke Juno. 

Ant. Give me that Face, 
And I am &tisfied, upon whole Shoulder) 
So e'er it grows ; Jmo^ deliver us 
Out of Ais amazement ; Befeed) you Ooddds 
Tell's of our Friends, liow does Ifmmki? 
And how does ^eUa ? both in^ good Health 
I hope, as you your felf are. 

Ifm. I'm at farthfft I4fldt. 

In my counterfeit ; /my Antmo^ 
Pve matter againfUyou may need a Pardon^ ^ 

.'As I mud crave of you. 

Ant. Obferve you, Sir, 
What Evidence is dome •gainft me ? What think you 
The jE^Mr^cadcd Jiiry will fay to't ? 
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' Mar. *Ti$ I am fooi'd, ♦ * 

My Hopes are pour*d into the bottornlcfi tubs. ' 

*Tis labour for the tioufe of BelUdes ; 

I muft not feem fo yet ; but in footh. Lady, 

Did you imagine your changeable Face 

Hid you from me ? By this Hand I knew you. * 

AfU. I went by th* Face : and by thefe Eyes I might 
Have been deceived. Ifm. You might indeed, ^AnionU^ 
For this Gentleman did vow to IJabella^ 
That he it was that lov'd Ifmenia^ 
And not Antmio. 

Mar. (47) Good, and was not that 
A manifeft Confeffion that I knew you ? 
I elfe had been unjuft unto my Friend : 
•Twas wdl rcmembred, there I found you out, 
And fpeak your Confcience now. 

Ant. But did he fo (H-oceft ?j 

Ifm. Yes, I vow to you, had Antonio wedded Ifabella^ 
Jfmenia had not been loft, there had been her Lover. 

jint. Why much good do you Friend ; take her to you 5 
I crave but one, here have I my Wilh full, 
I am glad we fhall be. fo near Neighbours. 

Mar. Take both, Sir, Juno to boot, three Parts in one % 
C48) St. Hilarie blefs you ! now Opportunity 
Beware to meet with Falftiood, if thou canft 
Shun it, my Friers Faith's turning from him. 

Ifm. Might I ndt juftly accufe Antonio 
For a Love-wandJaaer i You know no other 
But me, for another, and confefs Troth now ? 

Ant. Here was my Guide, where-^'er I find this Faa 
I am a Lover, marry, I muft not mils 
This Freckle then, I have the number of *cm. 
Nor this Dimple, nor a Silk from this Brow» , 

.Ijcarry th* full Idea ever with me^ 

Lj7) Ooodwas not tba(\ S« the 0£lavo and the later Folio : TT^ 
Text is reftored from 1647 Copy. > • 

(48) 5/. Hilarie blefs youyl Here I think Marfho'i Speech flioa'4 
cndy and Antonio fpeak the Remainder, 

Mf Friend's F^itb^s turning from bim. 
Plainly appears to be Antonio'% upbraidings to Martina. 

Mr. Siivard. 
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If Natifrci can fo punftually parallel* 
1 may be cozened. ' 

Ifm. Well, all this is event • 
But now, to perfedt all, our Love muft now 
Come to our En'mies Hands, where neither Part 
Will ever give Confent to it. 

Ant. Moll certain : 
For which Reafon it muft not be put to 'em 
. Ha*n't we Prevention in our own Hands ? * 

Shall I walk by the Tree, defire the Fruit, 
. (49) Yet be fo nice to pull 'till I ask^ Leave 
0*th' churlifli Gardiner, that will deny me ? 

Ifm. O Antonio ! 

Ant. *Tis mannefs to fall to 
When Grace is faid* 

JftH. That holy Adl'sto come. 

Mar. You may ope an Oyfter or two before Grace* 

Ant. Are there not double Vows, as valuable 
And as well fpoke as any Friar utters ? 
Heaven has heard all. • 

Ifm. Yes *, but ftays the Blefling, 
'Till all dues be done ; Heay*n*s not ferv'd by halfs, 
We (hall have ne*er a Father's Blefling here, 
Let us not lofe the better from above. 

Ant. You take up Weapons of unequal Force, 
It Ihows you cowardly; hark in your Ear. 

Amin. Have I loft all Employment? Would this Profler 
Had been to me, though I had paid it with 
A reafonable Penance. Mar. Have I paft 
All thy Fore-Lock, Time ? Pil ftretch a teng Arm ^ 
But 1*11 catch hold again ; (do but look back 
Over thy Shoulder,) and have a pull at thee. 

Ifm. I hear you. Sir, nor can I hear too much 
While you fpeak well ; You know th* accuftom'd Places 

(49) Tet bifi nice to full till, &c j Here feems .to be an fii* 
lipfis to my anonymous Friaid> which he fills up thus, 

Tet be fo nice to pull notf 
But to make up the Line full, as to the Senfe inethinks we fiioa*d 
read fo, , 

Tet be fo ttici as not to pull. 

Vo t. Vilv ' R Of 
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Of our Night-parley 5 if you can afcend. 

The Window (hall receive you ; you may find there 

A corrupted Church-man to bid you welcome. 

Ant. rd meet no other Man. 

Ifm. Aminta^ you hear this. 

Amin, With Joy, Madam, becaufe it pleaies you. 
It may be mine own Cafe another time : 
Now you go the right way, ask the Banes out. 
Put it paft Father, or Friends, to forbid it. 
And then you're fiire. Sir, your Hymen Taper 
rU light up for you 5 the Window flidl fliow you 
The way to S^os. 

Ant. I will venture drowning. 

Mar. The Simile holds fx)ti *tts hanging rather. 
You muft afcend your Caftle by a Ladder % 
To the Foot Til bring you. 

Ant. Leave itie Co climb it. 

Mar. If I do turn you off? 

Ant. 'Till Night fercwcl : Then better. Ifm. Bed 
•T (hould be ; 
But pecvifli Hatred keeps back that Degree. [Exmmt. 

Mar. I never kx>k*d (b fmobdi as now I purpose : 
And then beware : Knave is at Worft of Knave 
When he fmiles beft, and the moft &ems to lave. [£xi/. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Jiilfe. 

}W. My Mind^s unquiet ; while Antmo * 
My Nephew^ abroad, my Heart's not at home. 
Only my Fears ftay with me ; bad Compnay ! 
But I cannot Ihift 'em oS. This Hatred 
Betwbct the Houfe o( BelHdes tod us? 
Is not fair War ; 'tis civil, but uncivil. 
We are near Neighbouirs, were, of Love as near, 
'Till a crofs Mifconftru&ion ('twas no more 
In confcience) put us fo far afunder : 
I would 'twere reconciled i it has lafted 

Too mwy Sun-fets, if Grace might modei;^te : 

Man 
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Man fhouki not Ipfe (o many Days of Peace^ 
To latisfie the Anger of one Minute. 
1 could repent it heartily. I ftnt 
The Knave to attend my Antonio too, 
Yet he returns no Cooifort to me neither. 

Enter Builopha. 

Bufi. No, I muft not ■- 

Jul. Ha, he's come. i 

Buft. I rpuft not, 'twill break his Heart to hear it — 

Jul. How?' there's bad Tidings 1 1 muft obfcure and hear 
He*H noc teB me ibr breaking of my Heart, [it 5 

It is half fplit already. 

B»ftr I ^^vc ^py'd him : Now to knock down a Don 
With ^ Lie, a filly harmlefs Lie j 'twill be valiantly done, 
and nobly perhaps. 

Jul. I cannpt hear him now. 

Bufi. p the bloody Days* that we live in ; the cnvi- 
6us, malicious,* deadly Days that we draw Breath in ! 

Jul. Now I hear too loud. 

Buft, (50) The Children that never fhall be born may • 
rue \t\ for Men that are flain now, might have liv'd to 
have got Children, that might have cursM their Fa- 
thers. 

Jul. Oh, my Pofterity is ruined. 

Bi0^ Oh fwcet Antonio \ 

Jul O dear Antonio ! 

Buft. Yet it was nobly done of both Parts : When 
he and Lifauro met ■ ■ ' ' ■ 

Jul. Oh, Death has parted •em ! 

Buft. Welcome my mortal Foe, (ays one ; Welcome 
iny deadly Enemy, lays th* other ; off go their Doublets, 
they in their Shirts, and their Swords ftark naked ; here 
lyes Antmoy here lyes Lifauro } he comes upon him with 

(50) Tbi Chitdrtn thai eva* Jbali ht k^rn] As Suftofba is pour* 
. ing out his Nonfenfe to the no finall Laughter of his Aud iters, I 
cott*d not hdp thinking that in this place he was delign^d to be all ojf 
i^iece, and therefore read in my Margin^ 

■ ibat newtffiall be, Sec. 

And friuidiDjrQQiijefiure ttirn*d to a Certainty by the F^ Of ^647. 

R 2 an 
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an Embroccadoj that he puts by with a punSla teverfa ; 
Lifauro recoils me two Paces, and fome fe Inches back^ 
takes his Career, and then oh 

Jul. Oh. 

£ujl. Runs Antonio quite through ' ■ 

Jul. Oh Villain ! 

Btiji. Quite through between thi; Arm and the Body 
fo ; yet he had no Hurt at that Bout. 

Jul Goodnefe be prais'd. 

Buji. But then, at next Encounter, he fttchcs me up 
Lifauro \ Lifauro makes out a Long at him, which he 
thinking to be a Pajfado^ Antonio'^ Foot flipping, down,^ 
oh down — i 

Jul O now thOu art loft ! 

Biifi. Oh, but the quality of the thing ; both Gentle- 
men, both Spanifh Chriftians, yet one Man to fhed ^-— 

Jul. Say his Enemies Blood. 

Bufl. Flis Hair, may comei)y divers Cafuaities, though 
he never go into the Field with his Foe y but a Man to 
lofe nine Ounces and two Drams of Blood at one Wound, 
thirteen and a Scruple at another, and to live 'till he die 
in cold Blood — yet the Suegeon, that cur*d him, faid 
if Pia mater had . not been perifli'd, he had been a lives 
Man *till this Day. 

JuL There he concludes he is gone. 

Fra. But ail this is nothing: Now I come to the 
Point '■ 

Jul, Ay, the Point, that*s deadly ; the ancient Blow 
Over the Buckler, ne'er went half fo deep. 

Bufi. Yet Pity bids me keep in my Charity ; for me 
to pull an old Man's Ears from his Head with telling 
of a Tale : Oh foul Tale ! No, be filent' Tale — Far-, 
thermore, there is the Charge of Burial \ every one will 
cry Blacks, Blacks, that had but the leaft Finger dipt in 
his Blood, though ten Degrees remov'd when twas 
done. Moreover, the Surgeon (that made an end of 
him) will be paid : Sugar- Plums and Sweet-Breads 5 
yet I fay, the Man may recover again, and die in 
his Bed. 

Jul. What motly ScuIF is this? Sirr^^ fpeak truth. 

What 
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What; hath befarn my dear Anionio ? 

Reftrain your Pity in concealing it : 

Tell me the Danger full \ take off your Care 

Of my receiving it ; kill mc that way, 

I'll forgive my Death ; what thou keep'ft back from Truth 

Thou (halt fpeak in Pain ; do not look to find 

A Limb in his right Place, a Bone unbroke. 

Nor fo much Flelh unbroil'd of all that Mountain, 

As a Worm might fup on ; difpatch, or be difpatch'd. 

Buft. Alas, Sir, I know nothing, but th^it Jniom is a 
Man of God's making to this Hour, 'tis not two fince I 
left him fo. 

Jul. Where didft thou leave him ? [from you, 

jBufi. In the fame Cloaths he had on when he went 

Jul. Does he live ? 

Buft. I faw him drink. 

Jul. Is he not wounded ? 

Buft. He may have a Cut i*th* Leg by this time ; for 
Don Marjino and he were at whole flafhes, 

Jul. Met he not with Lifauro f 

Buft. I do not know her. 

Jul. Her ? Lifauro is a Man, as he is* 

Buft^ I iaw ne'er a Man like him. ' 

Jul. Didft thou not difcourfc a Fight (51) betwixt 
^AntoniotzxA Lifaura? 

Buft. Ay, to my fclf 5 1 hope a Man may give himfelf 
the Lie if it pleafe him. 

Jul. Didft thou lye then ? 

Buft. As fure as you live now. 

Jul. I live the happier by it: When will he return? 

Buft. That he fent me to tjeli you, within thefe ten 
Days at fartheft. 

Jul. Ten Days ? he's not wont to be abfent two. 

Buft. Nor I think he will not, he faid he would be at 
home to Morrow, but I love to fpeak within my Com- 
pais. 

(51) Bctwipci Antonio '^ff^ lifander ? ] Mr. Thfohald and my 
Cbrrefpondent read with me Lifauro s 'tis odd to millake fo foon, 
w]|ei« bat a Line or fo ajbove^ Lifauro' s N^e is wrote at length. 

R3 ' K^ 
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Jul You fhall fpeak within rtiihe, Sir, now/ Within 
there. 

i * ' 

Enter Servants. 

Take this Fellow into Cuftody, keep him fafe, I charge 

you. 

Buji, Safe ? Do you hear ? take notice what Plight 
you find me in, if there want but a Collop or a Steak 
o*me look to't. . 

Jul If my Nephew return not in Health to MBbrrow, 
thou goeft to the Rack. 

Buft, Let me go to th' Manger firft ; I had rather eat 
Oats than Hay. [^Exeunt. 

Enter Bellides with a Letter. 

Bel By your Leave, Sin Jul^ For ought I know 
yet, you 
Are welcome. Sir. Bel Read that, and tell (ne fo 1 - 
Or if thy Spedacles be not cafie, 
Keep thy Nofe unfadled, and ope thine Ears j 
I can fpeak thee the Contents, 1 made *eni ; 
'Tis a Challenge, a fair one, Pll maintain'i : 
I fcorn to hire my Second to deliver* t, 
I bring*t my fdi': Doft know me, Julia ? 

Jul Bellides ? 

Bel Yes, is not thy Hair on end now ? 

Jul Somewhat amaz'd at thy raih Hardineis § 
How durfl thou come fo itear thine Enemy ? 

Bel Durft ? 
1 dare come nearer j thou art a Fool, Julio. 

Jul Take it home to thee, with a Knave to boot. 

Bel Knave to thy Teeth again ; and all that*s quit \ 
Give me not a Fool more than I give thee. 
Or if thou doft, look to hear on't again. 

Jul. \yhat an Encounter!s this ? 

Bel A noble one : 
My Hand is to my Words, thou haft it there. 
There I do challenge thee, if thou dar*ft be 
Good Friends with me ; or Til proclaim thee coward. 

Jul. 
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Jul. Be Friends with thee ? 

Bel. V\\ fhew thee wafons for't : ' 
A pair of old Cbxcombs (now we gp together) 
Such as fhould (land ei^Qiplesi of PUcrecion^ 
The Rules of Gramipar » u^wiUiog X^^h 
To take out Leflbns by ; we that ihouW check 
And quench the rasing Bre \j^ pchers BJoods» 
We ftrike the Battel to D?ftru(Q;io^ ? 
Read 'eoi the bl^k hn ? an4 os>ake 'end believe 
It 19 Divinity ? Heathens^ i^re we not ? 
Speak thy Confcience, how haft thou (kpt this Month, 
Since this Fiend haunted us ? 

Jul. Sure fome good Angc^ 
Was with us. both laft Nighc : fpcak thou Trut]^ noW| 
Was it not lad Night^s motion i 

Bel. 'Doft not think 
I would not lay hold of it at firfl: profier ? 
Should I ne'er fleep s^n ? 

Jul. Take not ail trom tmv 
I'll tell the Dodrine of nvy Vi^on. 
Say that LifaurOj bed of a|i thy Bk}od, 
Or any one, the leaift aUyed to thee. 
Should be the prey unto Jnimia*% Sword, 
Or any of the Houfe pf Bettdei ? 

Bel. Mine was the juft inverfion ; on, on, on* [rotis^ 

Jul. How woukl thine Eyes have emptied thee in Sor* 
And left the Conduit of Nature dry ? 
Thy hands have turn'd rebellious to the Balls,^ 
And broke the Glafl^s ? with thine own curfes 
Have torn thy Soul, left thee a Statue 
To propagate thy nmx Ppfteritjj ? 

' Bel. Yes, and thou caufiei; : io it faid to me, [Friends, 
They fight bat your mifirhiefs; thT young Men were 
As is the Life and Blood coagplate, • 

And curded in one Body ; but this is^ yours, 
(52) Aa 'Heric^nce tb^ you have ^ther'd for 'em, 

A 

($2) 4p Inberiutnci wDbiibf &c.} lib. Thiotald has put a pom- 
poos t. 71 in his Marg^in to ^Hfritunu iot bbifiiance^ as thinking 
perhaps the Meafare mended (for that only can be I0) by i% ; bat 

R4 thft 
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A Legacy of Blood to kill each other 
Throughout your Generations. Was't not fo ? 

Jul. Word for word. 

BeL N ay, I can go farther yet. 

Jul. 'Tis far enough 5 fet u» atone it here ; 
And in a reconciled Circle fold 
Our Friendlhip new- again. 

Bel, The Sign's in Gemini^ 
An aufpicious Houfe, 'thas join'd both ours again. 

Jul: You can't proclaim me Coward now, Don BelUdef^ 

Bel. No J thou'rt a valiant Fellow, fo am I : 
ril fight with thee at this Hug, to the laft Leg 
I have to (land on, or Breath or Life left. 

Jul. This is the Salt unto Humanity, 
And keeps it fweet. 

Bel. Love ! oh Life (links without it. 
I can tell you News. 

Jul: Good has long been wanting. 

Bel. I do fufpcd, and I have fome Proof on'c. 
(So far as a Love-Epiftle comes to) 
That Antonio (your Nephew) and my Daughter 
Jfmenia are very good Friends before us. 

Jul. That were a double Wall about our Houfes, 
Which I could wilh were builded. Bel. I'd it frona 
Antonioh Intimate, Don Martino : 
And yet, methought, it was no friendly Part 
To fhow it me. 

^ — 

Jul Perhaps 'twas his Confent : 
Lovers have Policies as well as Statefmen : 
They look not always at the Mark they aim at. 

, Bel We'll take up Cudgels, and have one bout with 'em. 
They (hall know nothing of this Union, ■ 
And 'till they fjnd themfclves moft defperatc. 
Succour fhal> never fee 'm. 

Jul V\\ take your part, Sir. 

Bel It grows late ; there's a happy Day paft usi 

Jul. The Example I hope to all behind it. [Exeunt. 

the Reader knows this is a Change which is quite unneccffary, 'tis 
but flurring the two firft Sylla blcs in the Pronunciaioi^, and the Bu-r 
finefs is over. 

StENE 
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8 C E N E III. 
Enter Aminta aiove^ with a T'aper. 

jlmn. (53) Stand fair, light of Love, which Epithet 
and Place 
Adds to thee Honour, to me 'twoald be Shame, 
We muil be weight in Love, no Grain too light \ 
. Thou art the Land-mark, but if Love be blind, 
(As many that can fee have (b reported) 
What benefit canft thou be to his Darknefi ? 
(54) Love's a Jewel (fome fay) ineftimable. 
But hung at the Ear, deprives our own fight. 
And fo it (hines to others, not our felves. 
I fpeak my skill, I have only heard on*t. 
But I could wilh a nearer Document ; 
Alas, the ignorant defire to know : 
Soqie fay. Love's but a Toy, and with a but ■ 
Now methinks I (hould love it ne'er the worfe ; 
A Toy b harmlefs fure, and may be plaid with. 
It feldome goes without his adjundt. Pretty, 
A pretty Toy we fay, 'tis metre to joy too. 
Well, here may be a mad Night yet, for all this^ 
Here's a Prieft ready, and a L^y ready ; 
A Chamber ready, and a Bed ready ; 
'Tis then but making unready, and thSt's fbon done : 
My Lady is my Coufin ; I my felf ; 
Which is neareft then ? My Dftres are mine. 
Say they be hers too, is't a hanging matter ? 
It may be ventur*d in a worfer caufe — 

.(53) Stand fair^ light of Lo<ve,'] Mr. neoiald {siys in his Mar- 
gin, Light Lo<ue. The Reader is left to his Choice. 
(54) Lo*ui is a Je^welf (fome fay) ineftimable^ 

But hung at the Ear, deprives our ownfght,'] What the 

Poets deiignM to fay feems to be this, n/ix. That the J eiuel of LbHje 

being bung at the Ear, is unfeen by them that affixed it there ; but 

as this is not poilible to be made of tl^e words as they ftand, I inu-* 

* gihe the Line might originally run thus, 

Lo*ve is a Jemiel ^ 

But hung 4^t tb^ Ear is depri'v^d our n^nf^ht, 

\ 
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I muft go queftion with my Confcience : 

I have the worcj ; Centinel, do thou ftand. 

Thou fhak not need to call^ I'll be at hand. [Exit. 

Enter Antonio ^/^^ Martino. 

Ani. Are we not dog'd behind us, think'ft tfaoa. Friend ? 

Mar. I heard not one bark, Sir. 

Jnt. There are that bite 
And bark not, Man i methoitghc I fpy 'd two FcUowi 
That through two Streets tc^etbet walk'd aloof, V 
And wore their Eyes fufpicioufly upon us. 

Mar. Your Jeakiiifie, nothing elfe ; or fuch perhaps 
As are afraid as much of us ; who knows 
But about the like bufinefi ? but for yotir fear$ &ke» 
ril advife and tntreat one courtefie. 

jlnt. What is that. Friend ? 

Mar. I will not be denied. Sir, 
Change your upper Garmients with me. 

jtal. It needs not. 

Mar. I think fo too; but I will have it (b^ 
If you dare truft me with the better. Sir* 

jint. Nay then. 

Mar. If there ihould be danger Jtowardf, 
There will be the main mark i*m fere. 

jinL Here thou tak'ft from me i ■ m *' 

Mar. Tufh, the General 
Muft be fafe» bowfoe'er the Battel goes 
iSee you the Beacon yonder ? 

yinf. Yes, wcVe neaftfhore. 

Enter two ^Gentlemen with Weapons drawn^ they fet upon 
Martino : Antonio purfues them put. in refcue of Mar- 
tinp. 

Mar. Come, land, land, you muft clamber by the Cliff, 
Here are no Stairs to rife by. 
Ant. Ay, are you there. SJight^ and Exeunt. ' 

Enter Aminta above^ and Martino returned again afiends . 

Amin. Antonio? 

Mar. Yes, Ifmenia. Amin. 



r 
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Jmin. Thine own. 

Mar. Quench th* light, thine Eyes arejguides illuftrious. 

Jmin. *Tis neceflary. [ExeuHi. 

{55) Enter Antonio, 

Awt. Your Legs have far'd your lives, who^*er you are. 
Friend ? Martin* ? where art thou ? not hurt I hope ; 
Sure I was fertheft i'th' purfuit of •em : 
My Pleafiiret are forgotten through my Fears. 
The Light's eactind, it was difcreeily done : 
They could not but have notice of the Bcoi), 
And fearing that might call up Company, 
Have carefully prevented, and closed up : 
I do commend the heed \ oh, but my Friend, 
Z fear he*s hurt: Friend? Friend? it cannot be 
So mortal, that I fhould lofe thee quite. Friend ? 
A groan, or any thing that may difcover thee : 
Thou art not funk fo far, but I might hear thee ^ 
I'll lay mine Ear as low as thou canft fall.: 
Friend, Don Martina^ I mud anfwer for thee, 
•Twas in my caufe thou fell'ft, if thou be* ft down— ^ 
Such Dangers ftand betwixt us and our Joys, 
That fhould we forethink e'er we undertake. 
We'd . fit at home, and (ave — What a Night's here ? 
Purpos'd for (o much Joy, and now di^os^d 
To to much Wretchednefe ? I Ihall upt reft in'c : 
If I had all my Pleafures there within, 
I fhould not entertain 'em with a Smile. 
Gopd-night to you : Mine will be black and fad, 
A Friend cannot, a Woman may be had. [Exii. 

(55) Enter Antonio. 

Mar, Tiur Ligs have faii^d your^ &c.] What a glaring Contm- 
didlion ii here» Enttr Antanio^zxA yet not he, but Martina, whQ was 
fafe within, and deceiving his Friend ai he thooghCy begins the Soii- 
loquy. I have therefore without any Sqruple given the true Speaker 
his own Plrty and turned Martina out of Pofleffion, tho* he has 
kept it fince the Year 1647, and I muft add with Pleafuxr that my 
kind CorrefpondeR^ con^ttrr'd in* the fanie Change. 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 

EnUr Ifmenia and Aminta, 

Jfm. r\ Thou falfe 

^^ Jmn. Do your daring'ft, he's mine own. 
Soul and Body mine. Church and Chamber mine. 
Totally mine. , 

Ifm. Dareft thou face thy Falfhood ? 

>Amin. Shall I not give a welcome to my Wifhes 
Come home fo fweedy ? Farewcl, your Company 
*Till you be calmer, Woman [-?*?//• 

Ifm. Oh what a heap 
Of Mifcry has one Night brought with it. 

ff 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Where is he? do you turn your fliame from me ? 
You're a blind Adulterefs, you know you arc. 

Ifm How's that, Antonio? 

Ant. 'Till I have Vengeance, 
Your Sin's not pardonable : I will have him, 
Jf Hell hide him not; you've had your laft of him. [^;^. 

Ifm. What di4 -he fpeak? I underftood him not. 
He caird me a tbul Name, it was not mine. 
He took me for another fure. 

Enter Bellides. 

Bel. Ha? are 
You there ? Where is your Sweetheart ? I have found you^ 
Tray tor to my Houfe: wilt league with mine Enemy? 
You'll fhcd his Blood, you'll fay : hah ! will you fo? 
And fight with your Heels upwards ? No, Minion, 
1 have a Husband for you, fince you're fo rank. 
And fuch a Husband as thou Ihalt like him, 
Whether thou wilt or no : Antonio ? 

J[fm^. It Thunders with the Storm now, 

Mel 
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Bel. And to Night 
ril have it difpatch'd ; PlI make it fure, I, 
By to morrow this time thy Maiden-head 
(56) Shall not be worth a Chicken, if it were 
Knockt at an Out-cry : Go, I'll ha*ye before me: 
Shough, fhough, up to your Coop, Pea-hen. 

Jfm. Then I'll try my Wings. . • lExii. 

Bel. Ay, are you good at that ? flop, flop Thief, flop 
there. [Exif. 

S C E N E II. 

E»/er Otrante, and Florimel fitting. 

m 

Firft S ON G. 

Flo. Now having Leifure^ and a happy Wind^ 

^ou mayji at Pleafure caufe the Stones to grinds 
Sails Jpready and Grift here ready to be ground^ . 
Fie^ ftand not idly^ but let the Mill go round. 

Otr. Why doft thou fing and dance thus ? why fo merry? 
Why doft thou look fo wantonly upon me ? 
And kifs my Hands ? 

Flo. If I were high enough, 
rd kils your Lips too. 

Otr. Do, this is fome kindnefs. 
This taftes of willingnefs ; nay, you may kife ftill. 
But why o'th' fudden now does the fit take ye, 
UnofJer'd, or uncompePd? why thcfc fweet Curt'fics? 
E'en now you would have blufh'd to death to kifi thus : 
Frithee let me be prepared to meet thy Kindnefs, 

(56) Shall not he <u;0r/^ « Chicken,] In this place the unknowB 
Gentleman reads thus, 

njoorib a Cheqnio^ 

And adds that Sir Ifaac Neiuton in his Tablet of Goid and Silver 
, Coiqfi fays. Sequin ^ Chefuin, or Ziuhnn is • Gdld Venetieue Ooitt^ 
wortlrNine and Sixpence. It mtf be fo^ biit ^et tay Prioid wiH 
I hope pardon me if I have not altered the Lane according to hti 
Dire£lion, for I am not fure, that there it not a double £ntendre 
couch*d under this Word^ which will be loft by his propotMCor- 
yc^on of the Text. ' 
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1 (hall be unfurnifli'd elfe to hold thee play. Wench f 
Stay now a little, and delay your Bleiungsi 
If this be Love, methinks it is too violent : 
If you repent you of your Stridneis to me. 
It is ib fudden, it wants Circumftance. 
FIc. Fie, how dull ? 

• 

Second SONG. 

How hngfidl I pine for Love ? 

How longjball Ifue in vain ? 
How longj like the TurtU-Dove^ 

SbaU I heavily thus complain f 
Shall the Sails of my Love Jiand ftill ? 

SbaU the Qrifis of my Hope^ be ungromd ? 
Ohfe^ oh fie^ ohfie^ 

Lei the Milk ^^ l^^ Mill go found. 

Olr. Prithee be calm a little. 
Thou mak*ft me wonder ; thou that wert fo ftratige, 
And read fuch pious Rules to my Behaviour 
But yefternight ; thou that wert made of Modefty, 
Shouldft in a few fhort Minutes turn thus defp'rate* 

Flo. You arc too cold. 

Otr. I do confeis I freeze now, 
I am another thing, all over me : 
It is my^parc to woo, not to be courted : 
.Unfold this Riddle^ 'tis to me a wonder. 
That now o'th' inftant e'er I can es^dt, 
£*er I can turn my thoughts, and think upon 
A feparation of your honeft Carriage 
From the delires of Youth, thus wantonly, 
TKiUK beyond expeftation-— «*- 

Flo. I will tell ye. 
And tell ye feFiouIly^ why I appear thus, 
To hold ye no more ignorant and blinded. 
I have no Mockftyv I^ truly wanton : 
l^n that you look fpf , Sir ; now come up roundly : 
If my ftrift Face and counterfeited Statelinels 
Q)uld have won on ye, I had caught ye that way. 

And 
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And you (hould ne*er have oome c*bave koowa wbo 

hurt ye. 
Prithee, fweet Count, be more familiar with me. 
However we are open in our Natures, 
And* apt to more defiises than you dare meet with» 
Yet we af&d to lay the glofi of good on't : 
I faw you touch not at the bait of Chaftity, 
And that it grew diftafteful to your Palate 
' T* appear fo holy, therefore I take my true fhape : 
Is your Bed ready. Sir i you fliall quidcly find me. 

Third SONG. 

On tbi Bed Til ibrvw tbee^ thrtm tiee d$wu \ 
Down being laid^ 
Shall iipe ie irfnid 
To try the Rights that belong to Love ? 
' Nof 0^, there I'll woo thee with a Orown^ 
Qrown our DffireSy 
Kindle the fir es^ 
Whm Love requires wefiould wanton proi/e, 
fFe'U kifiy we' U [port ^ we'll lat^b, we* II play ^ 

If thou conCfifmty for thee TU Jkrf ; 
If thou unskilful art^ {$j) the Graund^ 
Til kindly teach^ we'll have the Mill go remd» 

Otr. Are ye no Maid? 

FJo. Alas, my Lord, no certain ( 
Pm fbrry you're^ lb Innocent to think (0. 
is this an Age for filly Maids to thrive int 
It is fo long too fince I toft it, Sir, 
That I have no belief I ever was one : 
What (hould you do with Maidenheads? you b^ *em. 
They're (58) fetvifli, pi^ti&t things, that bokl no Qime up 
No Pleafure neither, they arc fport for Surgeons ; 
J*ll warrant you PJl fit you beyond Maide»)-head : 

(cy) ,4n the Gfoundil The omiffidn of an is ^pa& ibe 

credit of the firft Folia 

Otken* fiP»pb$ pifJ^$ te. . . 
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A fair and eafie way Men travel right in, 

And with Delight, difcourfe, and twenty Plcalure^ 

Th* enjoy their Journey, mad Men cprcep thro' Hedges. 

Oir. I'm metamorphos'd ; why do you appear, 
I conjure ye, beyond Belief thus wanton ? 

Fh. Becaufc I would give ye Pleafure beyond belief. 

Fourth SONG. 

Jiink mejiill in my Father^ s MiU^ 
Where 1 have oft been found-a 
"Thrown on my backj 
On a well-fill* d Sack^ 
While the Mill has ftill gone round-a i 
Prithee Sirrah try thy skilly 
And again let the Mill go round-a. 

■ • 
Otf. Then you have Traded ? 
Eo. Traded ? how (hould I know elfe how to live, Sir^ 
And how to facisfie fuch Lords as you are. 
Our bed Guefts and our richeft? Otr. How I fhake now? 
You take no bafc Men ? Flo. Any that will offer. 
All manner of Men, and all Religions, Sir, 
^ We touch at in our time^ all States and Age^ 
We exeQipt none. 

Fifth SON G. 

The young one^ tbeoldone^ 
The fearfid^ the hold one ^ 

The lame one^ though ne'er fo unJbunJ^ 
The Jew or the Turk^ 
H(tue ieanjefor to work^ 

The wbilft that the Mill goes around. 

Otr. You are a common thing then ? 

Flo. No matter, fince you have your private Pleafur^ 
And have it by an Artift excellent ; 
Whether I am thus, or thus, your Men can tell ye. 

Otr. My Men ? Defend mc, how I freeze together, 

.And 
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And am on Ice ; do I bite at fuch an Orange P 
After my Men? lam preferred* 

Flo. Why (lav ye? 
Why do we talK, my Lord^ and lo(e our time i 
Pleafure was made for Lips, and fweet Endibraces^ 
Let Lawyers ufe their Tongues, (59) (Pardon m^^ 

ModeftyO ... [4^* 

This deib'rate way muft help ; or I am miferable, 
r Oir. Sne turns^and wipes her taccj <he weeps for cettain^ 
Some new way now, me cannot be thus beaftly^ 
Shjc is too excellent fair to be thus impudent : 
She knows the Elements of common loofeneis, {[Sir. 
r6p) The art of iewdneis: That, that, that «^ hOw now^ 

Enter a Servants 

Ser. The Kingt aadHi-pleafe your Lordfhip, is alighted 
Clofe at the Gate. 0/r. The King f 

Ser. And'calls for ye. Sir, 
Means to breakfaft here too. Fto. Then Tm happy. ! 

Otr. StoUen fo fuddeply ? Go lock her up. 
Lock her up where the Courtiers may not fee her^ 
Lock her up clofdy, Sirrah^ in m.yt Qofet^ 

Set. I will, my Lord, what, does (he yield yet? [M^i^^ 
'Otr. Peace: 
She's either a damn'd Devil, or aot AiJgeL 

No noifc, upon your Life, Dame, but all filenctf. 

. ' ' ' • 

' EnterKingy tordsj Vertigo, Lifauro, andTcnal 

Otr. Your Majefty heaps too rtiueh Honour on me^ 
With fuch delight to view each feveral corner 

(59) — ^ P anion my Mod^^ How niUiCh filler ia the Tfext li^cb 
is from the Folio of the oldeft date. ^ . < < 

(60) ^e art of Uwdnefs : — ] However Florimerz Latiguage t&twi 
th'^t (he had heard Of the Elements at leaft of Loofenefs, ytt I think 
0/rii»// ihou'd fay, that he did not beliere ftic knew the pi^diorf 
part of it, and fo I wou*d read. 

Not tV) Art of.Li*wdnefs ' " ' i 
Or rather thus. 

Not tip A6t of Linudnefs. Art and A& being ofteni <;oll« 
founded both in ^hak$/ft<ir and our Authors, Mr< Shwdrd. 

vot. viL s or 
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Of a rude Pile ; thcrt*s no proportibn in't. Sir. 

Pbil. Methinks'tis handfome, arid the Rooihs alolig - 
Arc neat, and well contrived : the. Gallery 
Stands plealantly and fwect : Whgft, Ropnis are thcfe ? 

Olr. They're fluttifh ones, 

Pfci7. Nay, Iifedlfee. 
• Oir. Pray ye do. Sir, 

They're Lodging-chambers o*er a homely Garden. 
' Fbif. Fit ftill, and handfome •, verywift: and-tK6fe? 

Off. Thofe leadto th' other fide o'th* Houfc, and*t^ike? 

Piil. Let me fee thofe. ^yi. 

Otr. Ye may, the Doors are open. 
(61) What Oiou'd this View mean ? I am half fufpitiodS. ^ 

P&V.This little Room? 

Oir. "Tis. mean ; 4 Place for tftfft. Sir, 
For rubbifli of the Houfe. 

Pbil. I would fee this too? V " 

I will' fee all. 

0/n 1 do bcfcech your Majcfty, 
The Savour of it, and the coarfc Appearance -~ 

Pbil. 'Tis nbt (6 bad, you'd not ofiR^nd your Houfe 
Coine, let toe fifc. [whh't j 

Otr. Faith, Sir. 
^ PbiL Pfaith I will fet. 

Otr. My Groom hasth' K^, Sir, and 'tis ten to one'*^ 

PbiL But I will fee it : Force the Lock, my Lords, 
There be Smiths enough to mend it ; I perceive 
You keep fome rare things here, you would not Iliow^ Sir. 

Florimd difcover^d. 

fir. Here's a fair Maid indeed* 

Pbil. By my Faith is fhe ; 
A handfome Girl : Come forward, do not fear. Wench. 
Ay marry, here's a Treafure worth concealing : 
Call in the Miller. 

Oir. Then I am difcovcr^d. 

(6r) ff^iai would this Fiew^ &c.] JFmU I have chaBgM for 
Jb0u% from the Authority of Folio 1647. 



1^ Maid li» the Mitt. 275 

ril confefi all before the Miller comes, Sir/ ' * 
•Twas but Intention, from all Afl: Pm clear yet/ 

Enter Franio. 

Phil. Is'thtt yoof Il>augh(er ? 

Fra. Ycs^ and'i pleafe ydur Highrtefe, 
This is th* Shape^f her } fbt her Subftancd, Sir, 
Whether (he be notv honoumbte or 
Diftionourable, \^hether (he be now 
A white ftc&, or a Canker*, is the Queftion. 
I thank my Lord, he* made bold with my Philly, 
If (he be for your Pace, y'had beft preferve her; Sir, 
She's tender-mouth'd, let her be.brofeen handfdtnefy. ' 

Phil. iClaid, were you ftoll'n T 

Fh. I: went? not willingly, 
And't plealc your Grace, I was ne'er brsed fo boldly. 

Phil. How has he us'd ye ? 

Flo. Yet, Sir, very nobly. 

PhiL Ite fure ye tell Truth ; and be fure, my Lord, 
You have not wrong'd her ; if you have, I fell ye 
YoiiVe loft ipe, and your felf too ; fpeak again, WtfncHf 

Flo. He has not wrong'd me. Sir ; Pm yet a Maid : 
By all that's white and innocent, I am, Sir : 
Only I fuflfer'd under ftrong Temptations 
The Heat of Youth ; but Heav'n delivered me, 
My Lord^ I am no Whore, for all I fcign'd it, 
And feign*d it cunningly, and made ye loath me: 
'Twas time to out-<k> you 5 I had- been, robb'd elfe, , 
I had been mifcr^ble, but I forgive ye. 

PiW/. What Recompenc€ for this ? ■ 

Otr. A great one. Sir, "^ 

Firft a Repentance, and a hearty one. 
Forgive me. Sweet. ' 

cWi?. I do, my Lord. 

Otr. I thank ye ; 
The next take this, and the(e ; all I have, Florimel. 

Flo. No, good my Lord, the(€ often corrupt M aide As, 
I dare not touch at thefe, they're Lime for Virgins \ 
But if you'll give me — 

Otr. Any thing in my Power, 

5 2 Or 
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Or in my Purchafe 

Flo. Take heed, nobl^ Sir, 
You'll make me a bold Askcr. ^ 

Otr. Ask me freely. 

Flo. Ask you ? I do ask you, and I dcfcrve ye, . 
Pve kept ye from a crying Sin would damn ye 
To Men and Time : I have prefcrvM your Credit^ 
That would have dy'd to all rofterity : 
Curfes of Maids fhall never now afflift ye. 
Nor Parents bitter Tears make your Name barren*; 
If he deferves well that redeems his Country, ^ 

And as a Patrbt be remembred nobly, ' 

Nay, fet the higheft 5 may not I be worthy 
To be your Friend, that have preferv*d yojiir Honour? 

Otr. You are, and thus I take ye ; thus I ieal ye 
Mine own, and only mine. 

Phil. Count,' Ihe deferves ye. 
And let it be my Hapipnels to give ye - 

[GrvesbertoOtxzm. 
Pve giv'n a virtuous Maid now, I dare fay it, 
*Tis moxi than Blood 5 Pll pay her Portion, Sifj 
And*t Ihall be worthy ypu. 

Fra. V\\ fell my Mill, 
Pll pay fome too; 1*11 pay the Fidlers, 
And we'll have all i'th' Country at this Wedding, 
Pray let me give her tdo ; here mv Lord take her. 
Take her with all my Heart, and Kifs her freely y 
Would I could give you all this Hand has ftoll'n too^ 
In portion with her, 'twould make her a little whiter. 
The Wind blow$ fair now, get me a young Miller. 

Ver. She muft have new Cloaths. 

TVr. Yes. 

Ver. Yes marry muft /he. 
IPt pleafe ye, Madam, let me fee the State of your Body, 
Pll fit you inftantly. 

Phil. Art not thou gone yet ? [now» 

Ver. And't pleafe your Grace, a Gown,a handfbme Gown 
An orient Gown. 

Phil. Nay, take thy Pleafure of her. 

Ver. Of Cloth of TiiTew I can at yc. Madam : 

(My 

/ . 
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(My Lords, ftand out o'th* Light, a curious Body,— 
The neatcft Body in Spain this Day j^ with embroidered 
A clinquant Petticoat of fome rich Stuff, [Flowers, 

To catch the Eye: I have a thoufand Fafliions. 
O Sleeve, O Sleeve : 1*11 ftudy all Night, Madam, 
To magnific your Sleeve. > * 

0/r. Do, fuperftitious Tailor, 
When y'e've more time. 

F/o. Make me no more than Woman, and I'm thine, 

Oir. Sir, happily my Wardrobe with your Kelp 
May fit her inftantly -, will you try her? 

yer. If I fit her not, your Wardrobe cannot. 
But if the Fafhion be not there, you marr her. 

En^er Antonio, Conjiable and Officers. 

, Ant. Is my Offence fo great, e*er I be convidl, 
To be torn with Rafcals ? If it be Law, 
Let *em be wild Horfes rather than thefc. 

FhiL What's that ? [Grace. 

Cm. This is a Man fufpefted of Murther, if it pleafeyour 

Fhil. It pleafes me not. Friend; but who (ufpefts him ? 

Con. We thatare'your Highnefe* extraordinary Officers, 
We that have taken our Oaths to maintain you in Peace. 

Phil. *Tvvill be a great- Charge to you. 

C(m. *Tis a great Charge indeed ; but then we call our 
Neighbours to help us. This Gentleman and another were 
fallen out (yet that's more than I am able to fay, for I heard 
no Words between 'cm, but what their Weapons fpoke, 
dafh, and clatter) which we feeing, came with our Bills 
of Government, and firft knocked down their Weapons, 
and then the Men. 

PhxL And this you did to keep the Peace ? 

Con. Yes, and't like your Grace, we knocked *em down 
to keep the Peace : This we laid hold on, the other 
we fet in the Stocks. That I could do by mine owa 
Power, without your Majefty. 

« Enter Aminta. 

Phil Howfo, Sir? , 

Qm I am a Shoemaker by my Trade. 

S g Amm 
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Amin. (62) Oh ipy Husband ! 
. Why ftands my Hust^nd as a Man endanger'd ? 
Rjdtore him m.e, as you are mercifiiL 
ril anfwer for him, ifbawlidg, 

Jni, What Woman's dws ? what Husband ? hold thy 
I know thee for no Wife. Am$n. You married 
Me laft Night, jfnt. Thou. ly*ft : I neither was in Church 
Nor Houfe laft Night, nor faw I thee ; a thihjg 
That was my Friend, I ftom to name now, was w^th 
Ifmenid!, like a Thief, and there he violate^ 
A facred Truft. This thou may'ft knosi^ Aminta. 

Amin. Are not you he ? 

Ant, No, nor a Friend of his : 
Would I had killed him ; I hope I have. 

Amin. That was my Husband, Royal Sir, that Man, 
That excellent Man. 

Knter Bellides. 

AM. That Villain, that Thief. 

Bel. Have I caught you. Sir? Well overtaken. 
This is mine Enemy : Pardon, my Sov«-eign. 

Phil. Good Charity, to crave Pardon for your Enemy. 

Bel. Mine own Pardon, Sif, for my Joy*s Rudenefs. 
In what Place better coukl I meet my Foe, 
And both of us fo well provided too? 
He with fome black blood- thirfty Crime upon him, ' 
That (e'er the Horfe-Lecdi burft) will fuck hinvdry \ 
I with a iecond Accufation, 
j^flough to break his Neck, if need fhoukl be. 
And then to have e'en (63) Juftice fidf to right us ^ 
How fhould I make my Joys a little civil, 

(62) Ant. Oh my HM^hqnd! ] Mr. fbiohald has here*reftorVi the 
true Speaker^ and 'tis confirmed by the Folio of 1647. 

(63) Juftice felf to right «j ; ] Is from the moft anqent 

Edition ; the Odavo has it ' 

Juftice it felf, &c. 
The reading in the Text completes the Meafare here, and I wifh I 
couM have done the fame by the a^ance of all the Copies through 
the reft of the Play, for great part of it is fo i^r from being .Verfe, 
^at it has no pretence to any fuch thing, alid Indeed in a molti- 
tode of places is neither better nor worfe than Prtft run ntiad. ^ 

>- . . They 



They might not keep this Noife ? - . 

Jnfj^Hert is fome Hope. 
^hould\th* A3C be dull, the fjaljter is preparing. . ' - 

PibV. What is your Accufation, Sir? We've heard 
the former. 

Enter Julio. 

BH. Mine, my liOrd ? A ftrong qm. 

Jul. A faljGs ow. Sir, 
At lead malicious i an Evidenoe , z . i 

Of hatred and d<3fpight : He would ncqufe , 

My poor Kinfman of that he never dccMi'd of. 
Nor waking faw, the ftealing of hi$ Daugbttri 
She whom, I know, he would hoc look upon. : 
An$mo^ fpeak, didft thou e'er fee het? kni. Yes, Sir, 
I have feoi her. Bit. Ah, hd, Friend JmUq. 

Jul. He might, but how ? with aii unheedful £ye» 
An accidental View, as Meo fee Mahitudes> 
That the next Day dare not precifely fay 
They faw that Face, or that, aftiongft 'ctpall. 
(64) Didft thou fo look on her ? 
» . Bel, Guilty, guilty: 
His Lboks hang themfelvcs. 

PbiL Yoof Patience, Gentlenjcob 
1 pray you tell me if I be in Error, 
I may fpeak often when I fiiQuld but hear : 
This is fome Show you would prefect us with,, 
- And I do interrupt it *, pray you fpeak, 
(It feen^ no more) I$*t any thing but .a Show ? 

Bel. My Lord, this Gentlewoman can fliow you all. 
So could my Daughter too, if flie were here : 
By this time 3hey are both immodeft enough : 
She is (led me, and I accufe this Thief for' t, 
Don Martin' his own Friend, 's my Tcftimony j 
A pra6tis*d Night- Work. 

Phil. That Martin's the other 

(64) 'DiJ/ tboufi look on birf^ Here I woa*^d infert a nega- 
tive Pardcle, and read 

Didft no^ tboufo look on ber f 

Tke Senfe and tke Meafore I ihink will thas be equal gdnert» 

S4 IB 
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In your Cuftody ; he was forgotten ; 
Fetch him hither. 

Qm, We'll bring the Stocks and all elle, and*c pleafe 
your Grace. 

Enter Buftopha and Ifmehia. 

Amin. That Man-s my Husband certain, *ftead of this 2 
{6^) Both would have deceived, and both begifipd. 

Buft. So ho. Miller, Miller, look out MiH^ ; is there 
pe'er a Miller amongft you here. Gentlemen ? 

Ter. Yes, Sir, here is a Miller amongft Gentlemen^ 
^ Gentleman Miller. 

' Buft. I fhould not be far off then ; there went but a 
Pair of Sheers and a Bodkin between us. Will you to 
work. Miller ? Here's a Maid has a Sack full of News 
for you: Shall your Stones walk? Will you grind. 
Miller? i ; 

Phil. S* this your Son, Fram$f 

Fra. My ungradous, my diibbedient« 
My unnatural, my Rebel Son, my Lord. 

Buft. Fie, your Hopper runs over, Miller. 

Fra. This Villain (of my own Flelh and Blood) was 
acceflary to the ftealing of my Daughter. 

fiuft. Oh Mountain, flialt thou call a Molehil a Scab 
upon the Face of the Earth ? Though a Man be a Thief, 
(hall a Miller call him fo ? Oh ^regious ! 

Jul. Remember, Sirrah, who yqu fpeak before. 

Buft. I fpeak before a Miller, a Thief in Grain % for 
he fteals Corn : He that fte^h a Wench, is a true M^ 
to him. 

Phil. Can you prove that? you may help another 
Caufe that was in pleading. 

Buft. I'll prove it ftrongly. He that fteals Corn, fteals 
tlie Bread of the Commonwealth ^ j^e that fteals a Wench, 
fteals but the Flefh. 

{65) Boih <wou*d laofi deaiv'd, tind both beguiPd,'] Whtt /#- 
f#iifV and keguii'd tpo ? 4>»i9ta pgrpqs'd no fiicli Tautoloffy, but 
ooly that fhe and Martina were two defigning Cheats, and haabee^ m 
weU fitted for their parposM Knaveiy. But as the old reading does 
l^ptj nay cannot make out this Senfe, I fafpe^ we flion*d write thus, 
fiotb (i. c. cfus) tvMldbavi dt(eiv% and boib an beguiPd. 

PbiL 
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Phil. And how is the Bread ftealing more criminal 
than the Flcfh ? 

fiuft. He that fteals Bread, fteals that which is lawful 
every Day : He that fteals Flefli, fteals nothing from the 
fafting Day : Ergo^ to fteal the Bread is the arranter 
Theft. 

Phil. This is to (bme purpofe. 

Bt0. A^in, he that ft^s Flefh fteals for his own 
Belly full : He that fteals Bread, robs the Guts of others : 
Brgo^ the arranter Thief, the Bread ftealen 

Again, he that fteals Flefti, fteals once, and gives over; 
yes, and often pays for it ; the other fteals every Dav^ 
without Satis&dlion : To conclude. Bread- ftealing is the 
more capital Crime, for what he fteals he puts in at the 
Head : ne that fteals Flefh (as the Dutch Author fays> 
puts it in at the Foot (the lower Member.) Will you 
go as you are^ now. Miller ? 

PbiL How has^his fatisfied you, Don Bellides? 

B^l. Nothing, mV Lord, my Caufe is ferious. 
I claim a Daughter from that loving Thief there. 

jint. I would I had her for you^ Sir. 

Bel. Ha, ba, Julio. [Daughter? 

Jul^ How faid you, jtntonio ? Wilh you, yqu had his 

jlnt. With all my Soul I wifh her ; and my Body 
Shall perifh, but I will enjoy my Soul's Wifli. 
I would have (lain my Friend for his Deceit, 
But I do find his own Deceit hath paid him. 

Jul. Will you vex my Soul forth? no other Choice 
But where my Hate is rooted ? Come hither. Girl, 
Whofe pretty Maid art thou ? 

-O. The Child of a poor Man, Sir. 

Jul. The- better for it. With my Sovereign's Leave, 
I will wed thee to this Man, will he, nill he. 

Phil Pardon me. Sir, Til be no Love Enforcer, 
I ufe no Power of mine unto thofe Ends, 

Jul. Wilt thou have him ? 

Ifm. Not unlefs he love me. 

jint. I do love thee : Farewel all other Beauties, 
I fettle here : You are Ifmnia. [Afide to Ifmenia. 

Ifm. The lame I was 5 better, nor worfc, Jntonio. 

Ant, 
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Ant, I fhall have your Confem; here, I im fure, ^ir. 
Bel. With" all my Heart, Sir; nay, if you accept it, 

ril do this Kindncfs to mine EnciTiy$ 

And give her as a Father.. . ; . ^ 

Ant'. She'll thank you as a Daughter, . 
Will you not, Ifmehia ? 

Bel. Hov^ i Jfmenia ? 

Ifm. Your Daughter, Sir. 

iftf/. Is*t poffible ? Away you feeble witted things. 
You thought you'd caught th* old ones ; you wade, you 
In fhallow Fords, we can fwim, we ; look here, [wade 
We made the Match ; we are all Friends^ ^ood Friends ; 
Thin, thin ; why the Fool knew all this, this Fooh . 

jB^. Keep that to your felf. Sir; what I knew I 
knew. This Sack is a Witnefs. Miller, this is not for 
your thumming. Here's gold Lace ; you may fee her in 
her Holiday Cloaths if you will i I was her Wardrobe 
Man. 

Enter Marti no, Aminta, Conjlablt and Officers. 

Ant. You beguiPd me well. Sir. 

Mar. Did you fpeak to me, Sir ? 

Ant. It might fccm to you, A4ir/«7^, your Conlcience 
has quick Ears. 

Mar. My Sight was a little dim i^th* Dark indeed. 
So was my feeling cozen'd 5 yet Tm content : 
I am the better Underftander now, 
I know my Wife wants nothing of a Woman ? 
There you're my 7««^. 

Ant, You are not hurt ? [fte. 

Mar. Kot (hrewdly hurt; I have good Flefh to heal you 
Good round Flelh : thcfe Cherries will be worth chopping. 
Crack -Stones and all ; I fhould not give much to boot 
To ride in your new, and you in my old ones now. 

Ant. You miftake the Weapon: Are you not hurt ? 

Afir. A litde fcratch 5 but I fliall claw't off well enough. 
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Enter Gillian. 

(7/7/. I can no longer own what is not mine 
, With a free Coxifcience : My Liege, your Pardon. 

Phil. For what ? who knows this Woman ? 

Fra. I bqft, my Lord, IVe been acquainted with her 
thefe forty Summers, and as many Winters, were it 
Spring again % Che's like the Gout, I can g^c no cure 
for her. 

Phil Oh, your Wife, Franio ? 

Fra. *Tis oh my Wife indeed, my Lord, a painful 
ftitch to my fide ; would it were pick*d out. 

PhiL Well, Sir, your filencc. 

Buft. Will you be older and older every day tbin 
other? the longer you live the older ftill? Mud his 
Majefty command your Silence, e'er you'll hold your 
Tongue? 

Phil. Your rq)rehenfion runs into the (ame fault : 
^ Pray Sir, will you be filent ? 

Buft. I have cold him of this before now, my Liege,*but 
Age will have his courie, and his weaknefib ■ ■■■ 

PhiL Good Sir, your forbearance. 

Buft. And his frailties, and his follies, as I (hay (ay, that 
cannot hold his Tongue e'er he be bidden ■ 

Phil. Why Sirrah ? 

Buft. But I believe your Majefty will not be long trou- 
bled with him : I hope that Woman has fomething to 
confefs wijl hang them both. 

Phil. Sirrah, you'll pull your Deftiny upon you. 
If you ceafe not, the fooner. . 

Buft. Nay, ^I have done, my Liege, yet it grieves 
n)e that I 'fhould call that Man Father, that fhould 
h^ fo fhaoaeleis, that being cc^nmanded to hold his 
Tongue ■ 

PhiL To th* Porter's Lodge with him. 

Buft. 1 thank your Graces I have a Friend there, 

Phil. Speak, Woman, 
If any interruptbn meet thee more, it (hall 
Be puni(h'd (harply. Gill. Good my Liege, I dare not 
Ask you the quedion why that old Man weeps. 

Phil. 



Phil. Who? Count Julio? I obferved it not. 
You heir the qucftibn. Sir, will you give the caufe ? 

Jul. Oh my Lord, it hardly will get paflage, 
(It is a Sorrow of that grcatnefi grown,) 
*Lcls it diffolve jn Tears, and come by Parcels. 

Gill, i'll help you. Sir, in the delivery. 
And bring you forth ajoy. You loft a Daughter. 

Jul. 'Twas that recounted Thought brought forth thcfe 
Sorrows. 

Gill. She's found again. Know you this Mantk, Sir ? 

>/. Hah? 

Gill. Nay leave your wonder, Pll explain it to you 
This did, enwrap your Child, whom ever fince 
I have call'd mine, when Nurfe jlmaranta^ 
In a remove from Mora to Corduba^ 
Was iciz*d on by a fierce and hungry Bear, 
She was the Ravin's Prey, as Heav'n fo would. 
He with his booty fill'd, forfook'the Babe ; 
All this was iti my fight ; and fo long I (aw. 
Until the cruel Creature left my fight^ ^ 
At which advantage I adventur'd me 
Torefcue thefwcet Lamb: I did it. Sir, 
And ever fince I have kept back your Joy, 
And made it mine: but Age hath wearied me, 
. And bids me back rcftore unto the Owner 
What I unjuftly kept thefe fourteen Years. 

Jul. Oh, thou haft ta'en fo many Years from me. 
And made me young as 'twas her Birth-day to me. 
Oh, good my Liege, give to my Joys a pardon, 
I muft go pour a bleffing on my Child,. 
Which here would be too rude and troublefome. [Ex. 

Phil, Franioj you knew this before. 

JSuJl. Oh, oh ; lum for you. Miller. 

Fra. I did, my Liege, I muft confcls I did. 
And I confefs, I ne'er would have confefs'd. 
Had not that Woman's Tongue begun to me. 
We poor ones love, and would have Comforts, Sir, 
As well as great ; this is no ftrange fault. Sir, 
Tbere'$ many Men keep other Men's Children, 

As 
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As though they were their own. 

Btffi: It may ftretch farther yet ; I befeech you, my 
Liege, let this Woman be a little farther examined ; 
(66) let the- wounds of her Cbnfcience be fearch'd, I 
would know how Ihe came by me : I am a loft Child, 
if I be theirs : though I have been brought up in a 
Mill, yet I had ever a mind, methought^ to be a greater 
Man. 

PbiL She will refolve you fure.. 

Gm. Ay, ay, Boy % thou art mine own Flefli and Blood, 
born of mine own Body. 

Bt^. >Tis very unlikely that fuch a Body fhould bear 
me J There's no truft in tbefe Millers. Woman, tcJl 
theJTUth, my Father (hall forjgive thee, whatfoever he 
was, were he a Knight, Squire, or Captain ; lefs he 
ihould not be. 

Gill. Thou art mine own Child, Boy. 

£i^. And was the Miller my Father f 

Gill. Wouldft thou make thy Mother a Whore, 
Knave ? 

Bi^. Ay, ifipie njake me a Baftard. The Rack m^ft 
ipake her confefe, my Lord, I fhall never come to know 
who I am elfc. I have a worftiipful Mind in me fure ; 
noietbinks I do fcorn poor Folks. 

£»/^Otrante, Florimel, Julio, (^c. 

Phil. Here comes the brighteft glory of the day : 
Love yoak'd with LiOve, the bed Equality, 

(66) Let the words of her Confcience he fearch^d^ This wou'd 
be as odd a fearch as a Man couM well be put upon, and as little 
to any good Purpofe \ Gillian^ (che words of whofe Confcience are 
here proposed to be fearchM,} had a little above made a grand Dif- 
covery, the Secret of which had laid fo hard, and fo long upon her 
Mind, that flie couM not poilibly contain it longer ; in alludon to 
this therefore, Buftofba^ to fpeak Senfe, was probably made to fay 
thus. 

Let the wounds of her Confcience^ &c. 
Thus we get rid of a moil nonfeniical PaiToge, and the Poets are 
dear*d from the Error of the Prefs. 

Without 
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Without the {6y) level of Eftate or Pcrfon. 

Jul. You both fhall be rewarded bountifully, 
We'll be a-kin too; Brother and Sifter 
Shairbe chane'd with us ever. "^ 

Buft. Thank you. Uncle, my Sifter is my GQUfiii yet 
at the laft caft : Farewel, Siftcr-fofter. If I had known 
the Civil Law would have albwed it, thou hadft had 
another manner of Husband than thou haft, but mucb 
good do thee ; PU dance at thy Wedding, ktfs the AriBe, 
aad fo. f 

Jul. Why, how now. Sirrah ? 
Buji. 'Tis lawful now, flie's none of my Si&tf, 
It was a Miller and a Lord * / 

^at bad a Scabbard and a Sw&td^ 
He fuf U up intbe Country w&rd^ 

Tie Mtller and bis Daughter. . 
She has a Face^ andjhe canjmg^ 
She bas a Grace; and fie €an^§ring^ 
She bas a Place with another things 

Tradoodle. 
fra. A knavifli Brother of yours, myiLord. 
Bffi. Would I were acquainted with your Taylor^ 
noble Brother. 
Otr. You may, there he is : mine, newly entertained* 
Ver. If you have any work for mc; I can fit you. Sir, 
I fitted the Lady. 

BuJi, My Sifter, Tailor? what fits her will hardly 
fit me. 

Fer. Who fits her may fit you. Sir, the Tailor can dd 
both. 

(67) ■ If^el of Eft ate or Per fen.] In the Bafinefs of Match* 

msJcing, generally the chief Confideration tarns not on the Qua* 
lity of the Perfons, but the Quantity of their Means. If fo, thea 
poffibly the Poets made the King exprefs himfelf thus. 

Without the le<uel of Eftate or Portion. 
So in this y^ Piay, Ad II. Scene 2. Martiuo fays to JntonU, 

— — Tom not confider^ Sirp 

The great Difparity is in their Bloods ^ 

Eftatesy and FcMtones. 
Unkfs the Reader will iay that Ferfon above may mean the Qua* 
lity of Blood. On that Suppoiition indeed the Line may Hand with- 
out any Alteration^ 
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Bu/i. You have a true Yard, Tailor. 
Fer. Ne'er a whit too long, I warrant you. 
£i(fi. Tien^ Tailor ^ march with me away^ 
I fcom tbefe Robes^ Imujl be gay ^, 
My mbk Brother be Jball pay 

Tom Tailor. [Exeunt 

Pbil.Your recovered Friendfliips arc found, Gentlemen ? 
Bel. At Heart, at Hearf, my Lord, the Worm fhall not 
Beyond many Ages find a Breach to enter at. 

Phil. Thefe Lovers Uriitieis I will not doubt of: 
How happy have you made our Progrefs then, 
To be the witnefs of fuch fair Accords i 
Come, now weMl eat with you, my Lord OtrantCj 
*Tis a Charge (avM ; you muft not grudge your Gueft, 
•Tis both my Welcome, and your Wcdding-Feaft. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

§ 

MEN. 

V:AL£Tt A, '** grmd M^er tflMu. 
Miranda, an Italian Get^kman^ Cmdidate for the 
OrJarrfMala. 

^^^ ] fwt Kn^bts tf the Or^. 

MowM^enat, a Kmgbt ifHbt Order, ht a Vittam. 

Goanuit de/trmg ^ianifh GentkmoH. 

Norandine, a vtiumt merry l>u», Cemmanier in chkf tf 

ike GsBies cfMaiUL. 
Ctleana, aSas Angek^ m O^ive reieemi frm tbeOtlr 

ius, md iekved of Mino^ 
Rocca, Servant mi h^hrmmt to Mountfemt. 

SoUtere. 

Corpoi^eit 

Prifomrs. 

Tivo Maifids. 

DoBor. 

One of the t^furi. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Oriana, S0er to Vakcta, mJ tf^^ of Gomera* 
Velleda, AttadM $n Oriana. 
ZandMs 4idk$ ANkijyk^ « Moor S^^vmito Oriaim. 
LticMk^ a MM^TWkift fFmrn^ tomroM $$^Ash 

gek>» Ptifimr to Miranda. 
Two Gentmtmen. 
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ACT t SCENE I. 

^nter Mountfernit. 

|ARESAedeQ}iiemeAu9?[nethatwithSpoii 
] And hazaidoos Explmo, full fizceen Years 
Have.led (as Hand-maids) Fortune, Vi£tory, 
Whom die Mdtesi call my Seiritors^ 
Terapcfb I have fiibdued, and fought them 
Out^lig^ten'd Li^htfnbu; in my Chivalry % [calm. 

Rid (tame at Paticna) Billows chat kick'd Heav*n, 
V7hiftkd enn^ $vnai 'till hii Gafts 
'Were grown lo gentle, that he feemM to fidi, 
Becaute he onla not <how the Air my KeeU 
And yet I caxmot conquer ber bright Eyes, 
(Which dioug^ tfaey blaze, bodi cotorort, and invltej 
Neither ^ Force, dot Fraud* pafi through ber Ear 
(Wh(^ Gaaid i> only bldhing lanooence) 
To cAe die leiA Pcufefltan of her Hon : 
(i) Did 1 attempt her with a Thread-bore Name, 

Un-napt 

(0 Dlil mttoKft hfr^tha'Thrtmi.UnVmau, 

Ummfl with, &C.] Tke Uetaphor ia dib Piiirags, etMtrre «f 

it ill wis M SnBntT coaftu'd, if we don't md u 1 )im nfbnn'd 

. T « the 
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'Un-napt with meritorious Adions, ' ' ^ 

She might with Colour difallow my Suit: 

BuE hy the Honour of this Chriftian Crofi 

(In Blood of Infidels fo often dy*d) 

Which mine own Soul and Sword hath fixed here, . ' 

Amd neither Favour, nor Birth's Privilege, 

Oriana (hall confefs, ^although (he be 

Vale tt ah Sifter, our Grand- matter here J 

The Wages of fcorn'd Lx)ve is baneful Hate, 

And if I rule not her, I'll rule her Fate. 

Rocca^ my trufty Servant, welcome. 

Enter JRocca. 

Roc. Sir, 
I wifti my News defervM it : haplqfs I , . 

That being lov'd, and trufted, fail to bring 
The loving Anfwer that you do expeft. [fend forth 

Mount. Why fpeak'ft thou from me ? thy pleas'd Eyci 
Beams brighter than the Star that ulhers day. 
Thy Smiles rcftore fick expcftation. 

Roc. I bring you. Sir, her Smiles, nof j^jkic. 

Mount. Her Smiles ?, 
Why they are Prdents for Kings eldeft Sons i 
Great Splyman^ that wearies his hot Eyes 
But to pcrufc his deck'd Seraglio^ 
When from the number of his Concubines, ■ 
He chufcth one for that Night, in his Pride 
Of them, Wives, Wealth, is not forich as I , . 
In this one Smile, from Oriana fent, * 

Roc. Sir, fare ye well. 

Mount. Oh Rocca ! thou art wife. 
And wou'dft not have the torrent of my Joy 

the Text from Mr. SewanTs and my own ConjeAure, confirmed by 
the Folio of 1647. The Reftoration of Senfe, by the conne^ng of 
the old pointing, is owiog to Mr. Sewar^f. The other Copici poine 
thus, 

jfftd yet 1 cannot conquer her bright Eyes, - 

fVhicb though they hla%e bothComfort^ and invite, 
Neither by-Forc^, nor Fraud pa/s through. iber Ear 
(Wbofe Guard is only blujhing Innocence) 
To take the Jeafi Fojejpon of her Heart : 

Ruin 
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jRuin me headlong ; aptly thou conceiv'ft 

If one reviving fmile can raife me thus. 

What trances will the fwcet words which thou bring*ft 

Call me into ? I felt, my deareft Friend, 

(No more my Servant,) when I imploy*d thee 

That knew^ft to l6ok, and fpeak as Lovers fhodld. 

And carry faithfully thy Mafter^s fighs. 

That it muft work fome heat in her cold Hearty 

And all my Labours now come fraughted home 

With ten-fold Prize, 

Roc. Will you yet hear me ? 

Mount. Yesj 
But take heed, gende Rocca^ that thou doft 
Tenderly by degrees aflault mine Ears 
With her confent, now to embrace my love ; 
For thou well know*ft iVe been fo plung'd, fo torn 
With her refolved Rejeft, and Ncgleft : 
That to report hCT fort Acceptance now. 
Will ftupine Senfe in me, if not kill : 
Why (hew'ft thou this Diftemper ? 

Roc. Draw your Sword, 
And when I with my Breath have blaited youy 
Kill me with it ; 

I bring you Smiles of Pity, not AfFedion,. 
For fuch fbe feot. 

Mount. Oh \ can flie pity me ? 
Of all the Paths lead to a Woman*s Love, 
Pity's the ftraighteft. 

Roc. Waken Sir, and know 
That her Contempt (if you can name it fo) 
Q)ntinues ftill 5 me bids you throw your Pearl 
Into ftrong Streams, and hope to turn them fb, 
E'er her to foul Dishonour; (2) write your Plaints 
In Rocks of Coral grown above the Sea, 
Them hopeto Ibften to Compafiion, 
Or change her modeft Bhifh to lovo-fick Pale,, 

J2) ' nvrite your Plaints 

In Roch of Coral 



Than hope] Them which I have fubflituted, for this nonfenii- 
cal fban^ from the firfi Folio^ is undoubtedly the original reading. 
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E'er v^ork her to ycnir ummiis Requdlsi 

All your loofe Thoi^hts fiie chides you home again. 

But with luch calm E^haviour^ and mild Looks *— ^ 

She gentlier denies than others grant. 

For juft as others love, ib doth £he hate : 

She fayS| that by yoor Order you are bound 

From marrying ever, and much marvels then 

You would thus violate her and your own Faith, 

That beinR the Virain you (houkl now protcft i 

Hitherto me profefKs m'as concealed 

Your luftfiil Batteries, but the next fhe vows, 

(In open Hall, before the honour*d Crois, 

And fier great Brodia*,) ihe will quite difck)&. 

Calling for Juftice, to vour utter Shame, 

Mcunf. Hence, find tx^ Blackamomr that waits upon \m^ 
Bring her unto me, fhe doth loVe me yet> 
And I mud her now, at lead feem to do : 
Cupid^ thy Brands that glow thus in my Vdns, 
I will with Blood extiiiguUh . ■■■' t- » Art not gone f 

[Exit Rocca^ 
Shall my Defires, like Beggars, wait at Doih', 
Whilft any others revel in her Breaft ? 
Sweat on my Spirits ; know, thou trick*d-UD Toy, 
My Love's a violent Flood, where thou art falPn, 
Playing with which Tide thoud'ft been gently t^*d^ 
But crolfing it, thou art o*erwhelm'd, and toft. 

Enter Aftorius and Caftrtot. 

Cali. Monfieur, good Day. 

jifto. Good morrow, valiant Knight, 
What, are you for this great Solemnity 
This Morn intended ? 

Mount. W^at Solemnity ? 

Jfto. Th* invefting of the Martial SpMiard^ 
Peter Gomera^ with our Chriftian Badge* 

Caji. And young Miranda the ItaUan^ 
Both which with wondrous Prowcfi, and great Luck^ 
Have dar'd and done for Malta fuch high Feats, 
That not one Fort in i^ but rings their Names ' 
As loud as any Man's. 



ilibiM/. As anv Man's? 
Why, we have fought for h^lta^ 

Afto. Yes,^ MountferraU 
No bold Knight ever pift you, I9UC we wear 
The Dignity of Chriftians on our Breafta» 
And have a long time triumph'4 for our COixfuefti | 
Thefe cooquer'd a }png timcy not triunnph'd ye€« 

Mount. ^or/W, you*r$ a iXK>ft mdttlgent Kn^hl^ 
DetraAing froni your ielf,. ID add tQ others. 
You know this Title ta the Period 
To all our Labours, the Extreoitty 
Of that uU fVramjidJ, where Hofioiir hangs. 
Which we with Sweat and A^y have reech'di 
And fhould not then fo eafily lo^p^fC 
So br^ht a Wreath to every chMp DtAlt. 

Qfi. How is this RrendmBn Qmx^ifA^ jtflmmf^ 
^Some fuUen Di&ontent poflcfles hiofi. 
That makes him oivy, what he herecdbr^ 
Did moft ingenuoufly but etoulatt. 

Mouiu. O fiirioua Defirei howMke a WMriwiiid 
Thou hurrieft me beyond mine Ifonc^ir's Mnt t (40^* 
Out of my Heart, faiafe Luft* or Hearty I vdw 
Thofe Flames ihtt heat me tiiu% TU biim diet in. 

j(fio. Do ye oblerve hitn ? 

Mount. What News of the J)m^ 
That valiant Captain Norandine ? 

Cq^. He fights mil. 
In View o*th' Town 1 he (^ya the Devil with *etti» 
And they, the furk with him. Mount. They're well met 

then, 
•Twere Sin to fever *em, ?i(h~Womaa-H*Meaioryif^^J 
Would one of ye would leave me. 

jiffU. Six frefli Gallies 
I in St. j^elo from th* Promontory 
Thb Morn defcry'd^ making a Girdle for liim» 
But our great Mailer doth intend Relief 
This prefent Meeting ; will you walk along? 

Mount. Hum— I have read, I^adics ei^oy^d, have beeak 
The Gulphs of worthieft Men^ buried their Names» 
Their former Valour, Bounty* Beauty, Virtue^ 

T 4 And 
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And fent *em ftinking to untimely X^raves. 
I that cannot enjoy, by her Difdain, 
Am like to prove as wretched ; Woman then 
Checking, or granting, is the Grave of Men. 

JJio. He's feying of his Prayers fure. 

Cafi. Will you go. Sir ? 

Mount. I ay you Mercy: I am ib tranfported 
(Your .Pardon, noble Brothers) with a Buunefi 
That doth concern all Malta^ that lani 
(Anon you'llhear it) almoit blind and deaf. 
Luft neither fees nor hears ought but it ielf^ 
But I will follow inftandy : your Crofs. 

jifio. Not mine. \Qrofs Broph 

Cafi. Nor mine, 'tis yours. 

Afio. Cafi. Good morrow. Brother. [Exeunf. 

Mau90. White innocent Sign, thou doll: abhor to dwell 
So near the dim Thoughts of this troubled Breaft, 
(3) And grace thofe gracelels Projiedts of my Heart* 

Enter Zanthia, alias Abclclla, with two LetUrs. 

Yet I muft wear thee to protcft my Crimes, 

If not for Confcience, for Hypocrifie ; 

Some Churchmen fo wear Callbcks : Oh my Zantbia. 

My Pearl, that (corns a Stain ! I muft repent 

All my Negled ; let me, Ixion like. 

Embrace my black Cloud, lince my Juno is 

So wrathful, and averfe j thou art more loft 

And full of Dalliance than the faireft Flefh^ 

And far more loving. 

Zan. Ay, you fay fo now y 
But like a Property, When I have ferv'd 
Your Turns, you'll caft me off, or hang me up 
For a fign Ibmewhere. 

Mount. May my Life then forfake me. 
Or" from my cxpcfted Blife, be caft to Hell. 

Zan* My Tongue, Sir, cannot lifp to meet you Jb, 

{3) And graci tbofe graeele/s'] For what reafon this Line which 
I have reftorM from the Copy of 1647, was omitted in the Edition 
of 1679, and ib on to the O^vo of 171 1^ muft be left to the Judg- 
»entof the learned Reader. 

No? 
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Nor my black Cheek put on a feigned Blufli, 

To fenake me Iccm more modcft than I am. 

This Ground: Work will not bear adulterate Red, 

Nor artificial White, to cozen Love. 

Thefe dark Locks are not purchased, nor thefe Teeth, 

For cv'ry Night, they are my Bedfellows 5 

No Bath, no blanching Water, fmoothing Oils, 

Doth mend me up ; and yet Mountferrat^ know, 

I anl as full of Pleafure in the Touch 

As e^er a white- fac'd Puppet of *em all. 

Juicy, and firm ; unfledse *em of their Tires, 

Their Wires, their Partlets, Pins, and Periwigs, 

And they appear like bald Cootes, in the Nelt ; 

I can as blithly work in my Love's Bed, 

And deck thy fair Neck, with thefe jetty Chains, - 

Sing thee afleep, being weary'd ; and refre(h*d, 

Widi the fame Organ, fteel Sleep off again. [Plufli, 

Mount. Oh (4) my black Swan, fleeker thAn Cygnets 
'Sweeter than is the Sweet of Pomander, 
Breath'd like curl'd Zepbyrus^ cooling Lymon-Trees, 
^rait as young Pines, or Cediars in the Grovel 
Quickly defcend Lover's beft Canopy, 
jSnll Night, for *Zanthia doth enamour me 
Beyond all Continence ; perpetrate, dear Wench, 
What thou haft promised, and I vow by FJeav'n, 
Mahay Y\\ le^ve in it my Honours here. 
And in fome other Country, Zc^tbia ix^ake 
My Wife, and my beft Fortune. 

Zan. From this Hope, 
Here is an Anfwer to that Letter, which 
J lately ftiew'd you fcnt from Tripaly^ 
By the great Bajha^ which importunes her 
Love unto him, and Treachery to th* Ifland 5 
Which will Ihe undertake, by Mahomet 
The Turk there vows, on his bleft Alcoran^ 
Marriage unto her : This the Matter knows. 
But is refolv*d of her Integrity, 

(4) fny Uack Swair^ fleeker than Cjgnets Phtfi^l The. 

1647 Folio differs here, but whether that rcadiiig be bciter tlian 
^e other, the Reader is to determine, 

p Silkncr than Cygnet t flujh. , ^^ 
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(S) As well be may, iwect l^ady } yet for Lov«^ 

For Love of thee Mcuntfcfrat^ (Oh ! what ChaiM 

Of Deity, or Duty can hold Love ?) 

I have this Anfwer fram'd, (o like her Hand 

As if it had been moulded off; returning 

The Baft>a*% Letter fafc into her Podcet $ 

What you will do with it, your ielf bcft knows 5 

Farewel, keep my true Heart, keep true your Vowi« \^Bmt. 

Mount. *Till I be Duft, my ZanibUy be confirmed. 
Sparrows, and Doves, fit coupling 'twixt thy Ups. 
' It is not Love, but ^ong Libidinous Will 
That triumphs o'er me, and to iatiate that. 
What DifPrence 'twixt this Moor^ and her fair Dame ? 
Night makes cheir Hues alike, their Uie is foj 
Whofe Hand^s fo fubtle, he can Colours name. 
If he do wink, and touch 'em i Lull being bJi^df 
Never in Women did diftindtion find. [£^/. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter two Gentlewomen. 

I Gen^. But i'faith doft thou think my Lady was never 
in Love? 

(6) 2 Gent. I rather think flie was' ever in Love, in 
perfed Charity. I mean with all the WorW. 

I Gent. A mod Chriftian Anfwer, I pixmiiie you. 
But I mean in Love with a Man. 

a Gent. With a Man I What elfe ? would*ft have her 
in Love with a Beaft ? 

X Gent. You are fomewhat quick 1 but if (he were, te 
were no Prefident ; did you never read of Eur^^ the 
fair, that leapt a Bull, that leapt the Sea, that fwum to 
]l<and, and then leapt her ? 

(5) So the olde|l Edition. The odiers that, 
Js vje/I as be majf, 

Wliich both fpoils the Senfe and hurts the Meafare. 

(6) z Gent. / rmthn- think fie was ever sm ttve, in ferfkB 
I Gent. / mean, with all the World. (ClHerifjf^ 
% Gent A mofi chr'ifiioM Anfaoer^ Ifremifi you. 

3 Gent. Bmt I mean in Love vith a Mani] Mr. TheohaU and 
Mr. Seward faw.with me the Confuilon of the Speakers in thisj)art 
of the Dialogue/ and read the whole as I have given it in the Text. 

2 Gent^^ 
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Iks thight ef^ Malu* ^g^ 

4 !&€»/. Oh Heavens, a Bull? , 

1 GenL Yes, a white Bull. 

2 Genf. Lord, how could Ihe fit him ? Where did (he 
hold? 

1 Gent. Why^ by the Horn, fince which time, no 
Woman, almofl, is contented, 'till ihe have a Horn <^ 
her own, to hold by. 

2 Gent. Thou art very knavifli. 

1 Gent. And thou very fbolifti ; but Sirndh, why doll 
not thou marry ? 

2 Gent. Becauie I would be no Mmi*s Looki(igw 
Glafs? • 

1 Gent. As how ? ^ 

2 Gent. As thus, there is no Wife, if fhe be good and 
true, will honour, and obey, but muft refled: the true 
Countenance of her Husband upon him ; if he look fad 
upon her, fhe muft not look merrily upon him : If he 
look merrily, (he muft not forrowfuUy, elfe fhe is a falle 
Glafs and fit for i^othing but breaking : (7) His Anger 
muft be her Difcontent j his Pleafure her Delight : If he 
weep, fhe muft cry : If he laugh, fhe muft fhow her 
Teeth ; if he be fick, fhe muft not be in Health ; if he 
eat Caudles, fhe muft eat Pottage, fhe muft have no proper 
Paffion of her own ; and is not this a Tyranny? 

1 Gent. Yes, i*faith. Marriage may well be called a 
Yoak ; Wives then are but like fuperficial Lines in Geo- 
metry, that have no proper Motion of their own, but. as 
their Bodies their Husbands move; yet I know fbme 
Wives, that are never freely merry, nor truly pleafed, but 
when they are fartheft oflF' their Husbands. 4 

2 Gent. That's becaufe the Moon governs 'em, which 
hath more Light and fhines brighteft, the more remote 
it is from the Sun ; md contrary, is more fullen, dim, 
a^d fho ws leaft Splendor, when it is neareft. 

(7) His jinger vmft not he her Difcontent i"] But if that is the Cafe, I 
am fare this Paffage is a glaring Contradiftion to the Speech through- 
out; only ftrikc out the negative Particle «ff/, as I read before I fa¥V 
, the firft Folio Edition, and then the Defcription of the good Wife will 
be like that of the true Friend, in whom the fame Sympathies and An- 
tipathies are, or ought always to be found, Mr. Senjoard too proposed 
the fame Emendation, 

Vol. VII. I Gent. 
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1 Gent. But if I were to many, I would marry a fair 
effeminate Fool. 

2 Gent. Whf ? 

1 Gent. Becaufe I would lead the blind whither I lift. '. 

2 Gent. And I the wifeft Man I could get for Mony, 
becaufe I had rather follow the clear- lighted j blefs me 
from a Husband that fails by his Wife's Compafs. 

1 Gent. Why ? 

2 Gent. Why, 'tis ten to one but (he breaks his Head 
in her Youth, and when (he is old (he'Jl never leave 
(8) 'till (he has broke his Back too — ~ 

But what fcurvy Knights have §e here in Malta^ &c. 

Enter Zanthia. ^ 

Zan. Hift, Wenches, my Lady calls, (he's entring the 
Terrals, to fee the Show. 

1 Gent. Oh black Pudding! 

2 Gent. My little Labour in vain. 

r Gent. But what (curvy Knights have we here in Malta^ 
that when they are dub'd take their Oath of Allegiance to 
live poor, and chaftly, ever after ? 

2 Gent. 'Faith many Knights in other Nations (I have 
heard) are as poot as ours ; marry where one of 'em has 

(8) 2 Gent. — "'tilljhe has broke his Back too. But what fcurijy, &C. 

Enter Zanchia. 
Zan. Hiflt Wenches, Sec, 

1 Gent. Oh black Pudding ! 

2 Gent. My little Labour in *vain, 

1 Gent. But ^what fcurvy Knights, &C. 

2 Gent. 'Faith many'] In this Scene, till Zanthia enters, we have 
but two Ladies upon the Stage, and yet by fome flrange Miilake they 
ask each other the felf-fame Queftion, 

But <what fcum)y, S(C, 
in lefs than a Minute's Time. To remedy this 1 imagine the TeJit 
run thus, 

2 Gent. — — '* till fie has broke his Back too *■ " ■ 

I Gent. But lAjhat fcumjyi &c.] Here Zanthia appears, and inter- 
rupts her Queftion, which is refum'd four or nve Speeches lower with 
great Propriety, and takes away that Confufion or Tautology with 
which the old Text was juftly chargeable. 

taken 
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taken tht Oath of Ghaftity, lire want it new Cdltttnbiis to 
find out. [EjttUMt. 

S Q E. N E m. 

Enter above j Orhn^^,Zwthhy,imd two Gentlewomen ^ be^ 
neatbj Valctta, ivioumferrat, Aftorius, Caftriot, Go- 
xnera, Mirandir, Attendants of Knights^ &a 

Mount. Are you there. Lady ? 

Ori. Thoq•rt^a^aa^ghiy Man, 
Heav'n mend thee. ' ^ 

VaL Our great Meeting, jprincely Brothers, 
Ye holy Soldiers of the Cbrifiian-Crofs^ 
(9) Is to relieve our Czpt^in^Nbrandine^ 
Now fighting 'fore VaJetta with the Turk^ 
A valiant Gentleniah, a noble Dane 
As e'er the Country bred, endangered now 
By frelh Supply of • head-boqnd Infidels. 
Much means, much Blood this warlike Bane hath (pent 
T' advance our Flag, above their horned Moons, 
And oft hath brought in profitable Conqueft : 
We muft not fee. him perilh in our View, 
How far ofFfight they ? 

Mir. Sir, within a League. 

Val. TTis^ well ; our next Occafion of conventing 

(9) Is to relieve our Captain Norandine, 

^ow fighting for Valetta nuitb the Turk,] But was Noran- 
dine then lighting only for the Grand Mailer ? Had he no Caufe to 
defend but his ? Surely the Poets couM not be fo inconfUtent with 
themfelves : Read as I have corrected the Text, and as our Poets give 
Qs Authority to do. 

JVtfw fighting *fore Valetta wtb the Turk. 
do Colonna, toward the clofe of the fifth A£t fays, ^ 
Weftjed^ and in that flight nuere ta*en again 
By the fame Galiies, 'fore \2ltXX2L fought, 
Valetta is not only the Grand Mafter*s Name^ but that of a Town in 
the Iflandof A/tf/r^: Thus Adt I. Sc. i. 
Mount. What News of the Dane, 

The valiant Captain Norandine ? 
Caft. He fights fill 

In viewotb^ TVwfr Valetta. 

• i. c. Turban'd, at 80 Othello. Mr. Theobald. 

Arc 
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Are tbA two Gendenm, ftanding in ynir Sghi; 
(Ye nobk Pron of MtltOj) royally 
?io} Deicendea are they both, vaKant as War, 
MirMda^ and Go$Hera^ fiill un Yean - 
They*ve lerv'd this Ifland, perfe&ed E]q>I(MtB 

Matdilefi» andinCnite, they^e hofieft, wtfi^ 

Not empty of one Qmanent of Mati : 

Moil eminent Agents were they in that Aiiq^tery "^ 

That marveUoQS great flaqghter of the Tm€^ 

Before St. Elme^ whov five and twenty tlkoi^and 

Fell, for five thou&nd of our Chriilians : 

Thde ripe Confideratbns moving us. 

Having had vour allowance on their Worths^ 

Here we would call Vm fio our Brotherhood ; 

If any therefore can their N^nerstax, 

Their Faith, their Chaftity, any part of lifc^ 

Let 'em fpcak now. 

j0lo. None does. 

M. None can» |^t Mafter. 

Vd. (11) The Uigniqr t^en d^i^e, by them^ 
As their Reward : Tender Miranda firft 
Becaufe he i; to focoour Narandine^ 
Our lacred Robe of Knighthood, our white^G^ofi, j 

Dtf€4ndid aM thr^ bath yaltaot at Wan] FaUant m 9^ait ii 
tn unufoal Expreffion, at kaft to me ; I MpeCt there has been a 
Change of one Letter, and a Mutilation of another in thjs Woid, 
and to let it right we muft tarn the ^npfide dowiu and add an j^ 
and then the S5ik will torn oat thust 

Valiant aj Man, 
Or if the Reader thinks this Altemdon violates Becornm in com*^ 
paring a ChrifUan Knight to a Heathen God, he nmy read thm^ 

Faliant in War^ 
Or if fuch a Liberty niay be allowM, a valiani Pair, and thca thw 
Names will follow natorsuly. 

(II) fhe Digmiiy ikim digmSi^ In ihm^ 

Js tbiir JUward.} The 1647 Copy thm^ 

j hm d^gmijfe by tbiMf 
h their Ri^murd. 
Which I think by a fiull addition without any Chai^ (as la tl« 
Odavo) may come nearer to the old Textf 
' thin digniffd hj thm^ 
L tbiir Riwatrd. 

Tho* 'tis no treat flBtttcr, cither wiqr asijr do. 

Tht 
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(The hdy GogiuzaiK* of him wc fenrc^) 
The Sword, the Spun. 

iUE£r. GmYCi and moft honoured Mafter,, 
With humble Duty, aa<| my Soul's beft Thank$ 
To jrou, and aU this femous Coaveotidey 
Let me with Modefty refiife acc^icaisce 
Of this high Oder : I, alas, am yet 
Unworthy, and unca[)able of foch Honour i 
That Matty wlttch with &voar you enlarge . 
Is far/fiu* &orC9 of this proposed Reward. 
Who takn upon him fodi a chai^ a this, 
Muft come w^ pure Tteiu^»ii and a gathered Mlnd» 
Tfait time nor aH oceafions ever may 
After difperiib^ orftaini did this Title here 
Of Knighthood, uak no other Ornaments 
Than omer Countries glitt'rii^ Aow, ppor Pride, 
A ginglif^ Spur, a Feather, a white Hand, 
(12) A firizlea Hair, Powder, P er fame s, and Luft, 
Drinking fweet Wines, Surli^, and Ignocaoo^ 
Raihly «|d easily Ihoold I ventum on't ; 
But this requires another kind of Man. 
Momi. A ftaidand matore Judgment, fpeak on, Sir, 
Mir.tMk'ft (dtafeyoo then c* allow me ibme fiwU time 
To reftifit my lUf for that high Seat, 

(iz) Jfrt%lidIUir, fmni^i ferfumn, &c«] lAx. SewarJ reads 
with mc tfavt, 

AM^kd Hair^^ Prwder^ Ferfimn^ Ire. 
Tke ># i rw aiy ptAtpi be ao wMt dt^ew^d wkh Ut NoM apon 
tUs PdDigt^ iriuch I fluill here tranfcribe. *— ^ Tliere aie two ways 
i>f lindiiBg this Vtffis Scnli* other bj ftriking out the firft Comma, 
and makii^ it, 

JfrtftUdBkirpiMlit^i, 
Or hf retainiag tke Ceaiayi^ sad laski^t theAdjsftiveaStihftin- 
life, 

Jl/riwkd JEUiy PmuAr, PitAmn, mut Lufi. 
I snke no doabc of preftrring the latter^ becaofe wkhout a Paofe 
aiwr Hmir, it is really no Verft, and with a Paaft after it» it is one» 
^aMdi eftry Reader who has an/ Ear majr fercrive^ 

J/riztgd Hair ftn^dtf^d, Pir/mms, and Luji. 
This is a Firttcidariw that I believe efeaped the ObTervation of all 
die Writers on the MKftif^ Meafiue. I hare already given At rea- 
te of it» in Ae filidk Ndle tai Wti n»$ib$ui Mbnty, to whidh i reler 
ihi Reader, tt he thiab it worth his Say iiy. 

Or 
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Or give my Reafons to the contrary. t y ,. : ^ 

Tth" mean fpace, to difmifs me to^he aid ' , 
Of Norandine : My Ships ride in the Bay 
Ready to difembogue, uckledi and mann*d 
Even unto my wifhes. 

Mount. His RequdB: : 

Is fair and honcft. j . ' 

Val At your pleafure go. 

Mir. I humbly take my leave of all : Of you 31 
My noble Friend M^untferrat\ Gracious Miftrefi^ . 
Oh that aufpicious Smile doth arm your. Soldier ! 
Who fights for thofe Eyes, and this facrod Cro^ 
Can neither meet fad accident, nor lofi. [Exti^ 

Or/. The mighty Matter of that Livcry> 
Conduft thee fafely to thefe Eyes ^ain. 

Mount. Blows the Wind that way ? 

r^/. Equally beloved, . 
Equally meriting, Gomra^ you 
Without Excufe receive that Dignity^ . 
Which our Provincial Chapter hath decreed you* 

Gom. Great Matter o( Jerus'lem's Hofpical^ 
From whence to Rhodes this bleft Fraternity 
Was driven, but now among the MaUtfe ftsuKk, '"^ 
Long may it flourifti, whilft Gomera ierves it^ - r^ 

But dares not enter farther. 

Jll This is ttrange. 

Val What do ye obje<a ? .r* 

Gom. Nothing againft it, but my felf, fair Knigtrt^i*. 
I may not wear this Robe. * 

Val. Exprefs your Reafons ; ' 
Doth any hid Sin goar your Confciesce ? 

A/lo. Are you unftedfaft in Religion? 

Caji. Or do y* intend to forfake Afo/iftf now« 
And vifit your own Country, fruitful Spain ? 

(13) Gom. Never, good Sir. 

Vol. 

(13) Gom. Never, good Sir."} Gomera's Anfwer feenu by what 
follows to have referred to the three Qijeftions, nor do I know any 
reafon why he lhou*d declare never to fee Spain again, v^ther He 
was Knighted or not; the Knights ef Malta are not €cmfin>i to the 

Iflaad, 
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t^al. Then explicate your Thoughts. 

Gom. Thus then : I fliould be pcrjur'd to receive it. 
Once in Malita^ your next City here. 
When I was younger, read I the Decrees 
Touching this point, being ambitious then 
T' approach it once \ None but a Gentleman 
Can be admitted ■ 

f^al. That*s no Obftaclc 
Iji ^ou. 

Gom, I fliould be fbrry that were it } 
No married Man * ■ 

Mount. You never felt that Yoak. 

Gom. None, that hath been contrafted • " 

Cafl. Were you ever ? 

Gom. Nor married, nor contrafted — None that ever 
Hath vowed his Love to any Womankind, 
Or finds that fccret fire within his Thoughts ; 
Here I am caft, this Article my Heart 
Objefts againft the Title of my Fame, 
I am in Love ; laugh not, though time hath fet 
^Some wrinkles in this Face, and thefe curl'd Locks 
Will fhortly dye into another hew. 
Yet, yet I am in Love : Ci'faith you fmile) 
What Age, what Sex, or what Profelfion 
Divine, or Human, from the Man that cries 
(14) For Alms in the high way, to him that lings 
At the high Alur, and doth Sacrifice, 
Can truly (ay he knows not what 'v& Love ? 

Val. 'Tis honeftly profels'd ; with whom, Gomera ? 
Name the Lady, (15) that with all advantage 
We may advance your fuit. 

Gom. But will you. Sir ? 

Val. Now by our holy Rock, were it our Sifter : 

Ifland, or its Neighboarhood, but are permitted at times to vifit 
what Countries they pleafe. I read therefore. 

Neither, good Sir. Mr. Sevoard. 

(14) For Alms in tbi bigb wa^sl So the oldeft Copy : The reft. 

From Alms tbe bigb-tuitf. 
(ij) ^— — tbat wiib all advantagt\ The 1647 Edition fo. 
The later Copies,. 

— — tb^ qitiib all the advantage. 

Vol. VII. U Spamri, 
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Spamard^ I hold thee worthy, fiieely name her. 

Com. DC Mafter of your word ; it is ike. Sir, 
The matchlefs Oriana. 

Vol. Comedown, Lady. 
YouVe made her bluih, let her confent, I will 
Make good my Oath. 

Mount. Is*t fo ? ftay ; I do love 
So tenderly, (16^ Gomera^ your bright Fame, 
As not to fufier your Perdition. 

Com, What means Mountferrat f * * 

EfUer Guard. 

Mount. This whole Auberge hath, t 

(A Guard upon this Lady^ wonder not, 
Ta'en publick notice of the Bafia^s Love 
Of Tripoli unto her, and confcnted 
She (hould return this anfwer, as he writ 
For her O)nver(ion, and betraying Malta^ 
She (hould advife him betray ihpoly^ 
And turning Chriftian, he fhould marry her. 

All. All this was fo. 

Mount, How weakly does this Court then 
Send Veflfels forth to Sea, to guard the Land, 
T^ing fuch fpecial care to fave one Bark, 
Or ftrive to add fam'd Men unto our Cloak, 
When they lurk in our Bofoms would fubvert 
This State and us, prefuming on their Blood, 
And partial Indulgence to their Sex ? 

Vat. Who can this be ? 

Mount. Your Sifter, great Valetta^ 
Which thus I prove : demand the Bajhah Letter. 

Ori. 'Tis here, nor from this Pocket hath been mov*d. 
Nor anfwer*d, nor perus*d, by 

Mount. Donotfwear, 
Caft not away your fair Soul, to your Trcafon 

(16) — — Gomera, your bright Flame.'] Thns ran all the Co- 
pies from top to bottom, but I imagine the judicious Reader «^ili 
wiih with Mr. 7h$obaU, Mr. Se*war^, aad myftlf, that they had dafh*d 
oat a Letter and read thus, 
Tiur brigbt Fame* 

Add 
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Add not foul Perjury : Is this your Hand ? 

Ori. 'Tis very like it. 

Mount. May it pleafe the Mafter, 
Confer thefe Letters, and then read her Anfwer» 
Which I have intercepted ; pardon me, 
Reverend Valetta^ that am made the means- 
To punifh this mofl beauteous Treachery, 
E'en in your Sifter, fince in it I iave 
Malta from Ruin : I am bolder in*t, 
Becauie it is fo palpable, and withal 
Know our great Matter to this Country firm^ 
As was to th' Roman Marcus^ who fpar'd not 
As dear a Sifter in the publick caufe. 

Val. I am amaz'd, attend me. 

• 

s Reads the Lettir. 

Let your Forces by the next^Even le ready ^ my Ur other 
feafts then ; put in at St. Michaels, the Afcent at that Port 
is eajteft \ the Keys of the Cqftle you JhaU receive at my 
Hands. natpoJfefs*dj you are Lord of Malta, and tnayfoon 
defiroy all hy fire^ than which I am hotter^ HUl I emkrace 
you. Farewel. Your Wife 

ORIANA. 

From this time let me never read again. 

Gentlew. *Tis certainly, her Hand. 

Val. This Letter too, 
- So clofe kept by her fclf, could not be anfwer'd 
To every Period thus, but by her felf. 

Ori. Sir, hear me. . 

Val. Peace, thou fair fweet bank of Flowers, 
Under whofe Beauty Scorpions lie, and kill ; 
Wert thou akin to me, in fome i^w Name 
Dearer than Sifter, Mother, or all Blood, 
I would not hear thee fpcak : Bear her to Prffon, 
So grols is this, it needs no formal courfe. 
Prepare thy felf, to iMorrow thou flmh dye. . ' 

Ori. I dye a Martyr then, and a poor Maid, 
Almoft i'faith as inaocent as born, [thee. {Ex. 

Thou know'ft thou'rt wicked, Frenchman^Vkaiy^ti forgive 

u 2 411. 
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Jll. This Scene's turn'd ftrangcly. 
FaL Yet can Nature be ■ . ; 

So dead in me ? I would my charge were off, ^ ^ 
Mountferrat fhould perceive my Sifter had > 

A Brother, would not live to lee her dye 
Unfought for, fince the Statutes of our 5tate 
Allow, in c^fe of Accufations, 
A Champion to defend a Lady's Truth. 
Peter Gomera^ thou haft loft thy Wife, 
Death pleads a Precontradl. 

Gom. IVe loft my Tongue, 
My Senfe, my Heart, and every Faculty : 
Mountferrat^ go not up ; with Reverence 
To our great Matter, and this Confiftory 
(I have confidered it, it cannot be) 
Thou art a Villain, and a Forger, 
A Blood-fucker of Innocence, an Hypocrite, 
A moft unworthy Wearer%f our Crofs 5 
To make which good, take, if thou dar*ft, that Gage, 
And .arm'd at all points like a Gentleman, 
Meet me to Morrow Morning, where the Matter 
(17) And this Fraternity fhall dcfign, where I 
Will cram this Slander back into thy Throat, 
And with my Sword's point thruft it to thy Heart, 
The very Neft where Luft and Slander breeds. 
Pardon^my Paffion ; I will tear thofe Spurs 
Off from thy Heels, and ftick 'em in thy- Front, 
As a mark'd Villain. 

Mount. This I look'd not for : 
Ten times more Villain, I return piy Gage, 
And crave the Law of Arms. 

Gom. 'Tis that I crave. 

JVI. It cannot be deny'd. 

G(m. Do not I know. 
With thoufand Gifts andlmportunacies. 
Thou often haft foUicited this Lady, 
(Contrary to thy Oath of Chaftity,) 

(17) And this fraternity Jhalldifign.l Thii word has its original 
Signification to Appoint or Decree, in Latin, DifigMare, from whence 
Diagnotor, an Herald. Mr. Sewmrd. 

Who 
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Who ne'er (18) difclofing this thy hot-reign'd Luft, 
Yet tender to prevent a publick Scandal, 
TJhat Chriftendom might juftly have imposM 
Upon this holy Inftituti(^n, 
Thou now haft drawn this Praftice 'gainft her Life, 
To quit her Charity. 

Mount. Spaniard^ thou lieft. 

/ffto. No more, Gomeray thou art granted Combat, 
And you Mountferrat muft prepare againft 
To Morrow Morning in the Valley here 
Adjoining to St.GeorgehVon: A Lady 
In cafe of Life, 'gainft whom one Witncfs comes. 
May have her Champion. 

rah And who hath moft right 

With, or againft our Sifter, fpeed in fight. [Flourijh. Ex. 

-»< . .-* 

Enter Rocca. 

Mount. Rocca^ the firft News of Miranda*s Service 
Let me have" notice of. 

Roc, You fhall : The Moor 
Waits you without. 

Mount, (ig) Admit her; ha, ha, ha. 
Oh, how my Fancies run at tilt ! Gomera 

(18 ■ ■ difclofing this thy hot-reignM Luft,\, Hot-reigrfd 

as a Compoutkl siay figoify that has nigni hotly ^ nor do I there- 
fore difcard it, tho^ there is a more natural reading extremely neair 
the trace of the Letters, and. 'tis this. 

Who ne'er dijclofing this thy not rein'd Luft. Mr. Seaward. 
Since the Communication of my Friend's Corredlion, a Suspicion has 
occur'd to me, that the Text ought to be reformed thus. 

Who noUr difclofing this thy hot-reinM Luft, 
/. e. Having hot Reins, Kidneys. 

(19) Admit her i ha, ha, ha."] Laughter which is always thus 
exprefs'd, feems by no means fuited to Mount/errat^s prefent Cir- 
cuntftances. The Whirls of his Brain between his Fears and Plots 
of Prevention, are what ^Shairfpear has finely defcribed in Julius 
Cafar. 

£et<iveen the aSling of a dreadful things 

And the firft Motion, all the interim is 

Like a Phantafma^ or an hideous Dnam* 
Troubled Geflure and fudden Starts wouM exprefs this, but cot 
Laughtec. The Poets therefore moft probably wrote it. 

Admit her — — Ha } ^ haF — ha? — — • Mr. Seward^ 

U 3 Loves 
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Loves OrianM ; fhe, as I ihould gucfi, 

Affefts Miranda 5 thefe arc two dear Fnends» 

As firm, andifull of fire, as Steel and Flint. - ^ 

To make 'cm fo now, one/againft the ocheri ■ * 

En^er Zanthia. ' 

Stay, let me lick it better — Zanibia^ ^ 

Firft tell me this, did Don Gomera ufe 

To give his Vifits to your Miftrels ? ^ 

Zan. Yes, and Miranda too, but fcv'rally, 

Meunt. Which did {he moft apply to ? 

Zan, Faith to neither : 
Yet infinitely Pve heard her praife *em both. 
And in that manner, that were both one Man, 
I think Ihe was in love with't. 

Mount. Zanibia^ 
Another Letter you njuft frame for me 
Inftantly, in your Lady*s Charaftcr, 
To fuch a purpofe as I'll tell thee ftrait ; 
Go in, and ftay me : Go my Tinder-box, 
Crofi lines Pll crofs ; fo, fo, my after-game 
I muft play better : Woman, I will fpread 
My Vengeance over Malta^ for thy fake : 
. Spaniard^ Italian^ like my Steel and Stone, 
rU knock you thus together, wear ye out 
To light my dark deeds, whilft I feem pfecifc. 
And wink, to fave the fparkl^s from mine Eyes. ^Exeuni^ 
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A C T II. SCENE I. 

A Sea-fight within^ Alarm. 

Enter Norandine, Miranda, Soldiers y and Gentlemen. 

Mir.UO'N is it. Sir? 

■t* Nor. Pray fct me down \ I cool, 
And my Wounds fmart, ' 

Mkr I -hope yet, 

* Though 
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Though there be many, there's none dangerous. 

Nor. I know not, nor I care not much, I got 'em 
Like a too forward Fool ; but I hope the Surgeons 
Will take an order I fhan*t leave *em fo ; 
I make the Rogues more work than all the Ifland, 
And yet they give me th* hardeft words for my Mony. 

Mir. Pm glad ye are fo fprightly ; ye fought bravely : 
(Go call the Surgeons, Soldiers ;) wondrous nobly. 
Upon my Life, I have not feen fuch Valqur, 
Maintained fo long, and to fo large a ruin. 
The odds fb ftrong againft ye too. 

Nor. I thank ye. 
And thank ye for your help, your timely Succour : 
By th* Mefs it came i*th* nick. Sir, and well handled; 
Stoutly, and ftrongly handled *, we had duck'd elfe. 
My Turk had Turk^d me elfe ; but he's well paid for't* 
Why what a fign for an Almanack h'as made me ? 

Enter Aftorius» 

• 

jifto. Vm glad to find* ye here. Sir, of neccQity 
I mufl: have come Aboard elie ; and brave Captain 
We all joy much in your fair Vidory, 
And all the Ifland fpeaks your Valour noblv. 
Have ye brought the Turk in that ye took? 

Mir. He rides there. 
^ Nor. If he were out again, the Dev*l &ouW bring him. 
H'as truly Circumcis'd me. 

jffto. Pve a bufinefs 
Which much concerns ye, prelently concerns ye; 
But not this Place nor People : Pray ye cjraw ^rfFf 3ir, 
For 'tis of that weight to ye ■ " p 

Alir. I'll wait on ye. 
I muft crave leave a while 5 my Care dwells with ye. 
And I muft wait my fclf 

Nor. Your Servant, Sir. 

Mir, Believe I (hall, and what my Love can minifter; ; 
Keep your ftout Heart ftill. 

Jsfor. That's my beft Phyfician. 

Mir. And I fhalllceep your Fapiefair, [Exit. 

Nor. yare too noble. 

U4 A 
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A brave young Fellow of a matchlefi Spirit 5 

He brought me off like Thundqr, charged and boarded^ 

As if he had been (hot to f^ve mine Honour : 

And when my fainting Men, tyr*d with their labour. 

And lack of Blood, gave to the Turk aflurance 

The Day was his 5 when I was cut in Ihrcds thus. 

And not a corn of Powder left to blefe us ; 

Then flew his Sword in, then his Cannon roar'd. 

And let fly (20) Blood, and Death, m Storms amongft 'em* 

Then might I hear their fleepy Prophet howl too. 

And all their filver Crefcents then I law 

Like falling Meteors fpent, and ftt for ever 

Under the Crofs of Maha ; Death fo wanton 

I never look'd upon, fo full of revel. 

Enter Surgeon. 

I will not be drefs*d yet : Methought that Fellow 
Was fit for no Converfation, nor no Chriftian 
That had not half his Brains knockt out, no Soldier. 
Oh valiant young Man, how I love thy Virtue. * 

I Sold. Pray ye Sir be drefs'd, alas ye bleed apace, yet. 

Nor. 'Tis but the fweat of Honour, alas ! thou Milkfop, 
Thou Man of Af^urrfc-pane, canft thou fear to fee 
A few light Hurts, that bluQi they are no bigger, 
A few fmall Scratches ? Get y* a Cawdle, Sirrah, 
Your Finger akes, and let the old Wives watch thee : 
Bring in the Booty, and the Prifoners ; 
By Heav'n PU ftc *em, and difpofe 'em firft. 
Before I have a drop of Blood wip*d from me ; go. 

[^Exeunt Soldiers. 
Surg. YouMl faint. Sir. 
Nor. No, ye lye. Sir, like an Afs, Sir ; 
(11^ I have no fuch Pigs hurt in my Belly. 

(20) The firft Folio thus ; the other Editions, 

'Blood, and Deaths and Storms. 

(21) I ha*ue no fuch Pigs hurt in my Belly. 1 The Captain wou'd 
jeemingly fay that he has more Courage than to i^int at fuch flight 
Wounds as he had receiv'd, but as the Words are incapable in ap- 
pearance of conveying any fuch Senfe» may we l^ot fuppofe the Poets 
made him fay, 

Jbavi n^/ucb Pigs heart in my Belly, 

Surg. 
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Surg. By my Life, Captain, 
Thefc Hurts are n't to be jetted with. 

Nor. If thou haclft *em ; 
They're my Companions, Fool, my Farnily : 
I cannot eat nor flcep without their Company- 
Doft take me for St. Davy^ that fell dead 
With feeing of his Nofe bleed ? 

En^er Soldiers with Booty. 

Surg. Here they come. Sir ; 
But would you would be drefs*d. 

Nor. Pox, drefs thy felf firft. 
Thou faint'ft a great deal fatter : What's all this ? 

I Sol. The Mony and the Merchandize ye took, Sir. 

Nor. A goodly Purchafe -, is't for this we venture 
Our Liberties and Lives ? What can all this do? 
(22) Get me fome dozen Surfeits, fomc fevcn frefli 

Whores, 
And twenty Pot-Allies, and then I*m virtuous. 
I^ay th* Knight's Part by, and that to pay the Soldier: 
This is mine own, I think I have defcrv'd it : [maid, 
Come, now look to me, and grope me like aChamber-* 
ril neither ttart nor Iqueak ? What's that i'th' Trufs there ? 

2 1$*^/. *Tis Cloth of Tiffue, Sir, and this is Scarlet. 

Nor. I Ihall look redder fhortly then, I fear me, 
And as a Captain ought, a great deal prouder. 
Can ye cure me of that Crack, Surgeon ? 

Surg. Yes, when your Suit's at pawn, Sir. 

Nor. There's for your Plaifter. 
A very learned Surgeon : What's in that Pack there ? 

I Sol. 'Tis Engli/h Cloth. ^ 

Nor. That's a good wear indeed. 
Both ftrong, and rich ; but yet it has a Virtue 

(22) Get me fome fe^ven frejh Whores ^ 

And tnuenty Pot-Allies^ and then Pm 'virtuous.'] The olded 
Copy reads thus. 

And twenty Pot 'Allies and to: and then, &c. 
Which wou'd induce one to think the Original might ran (o. 

And twenty Pot- Allies ^ and two. 
^fwo is often miilakenly wrote too in the oldeH Edition, and poflibly 
might have been fohere. 

A 
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A Twang of the own Country, that (poils all ; 

A Man Ihall ne'er be (bber in't. Whcre^are the Gentlemen 

That ventured with me, both their Lives and Fortunes? 

Come forward, my fair Spirits 5 Norandine 

Forgets his Worth, when he forgets your Valours. 

You've loft an Eye, I faw ye face all Hazards: 

YouVe one left yet, to chufe your Miftrefs. 

You have your Leg broke with*a Shot ; yet fitting, 

I faw you make the Place good with your Pike ftill. • 

And your Hand's gone ; a good Heart wants no Inftru- 

Share that amongft ye, there's an Eye, an Arm, [ments. 

And that will bear you up, when your Legs cannot. 

Oh, where's the honeft Sailor? (23^ That poor Fellow, 

Indeed that bold brave Fellow, that with his Musket 

Taught them new Ways how to put their Caps ofi^ 

That ftood the fire of all the Fight, twice blown. 

And twice I gave him drown'd 5 welcome afliore Knave ; 

Give me thy Hand, if they be not both loft ; [come ; 

Faith thou art welcome, my tough Knave, thou'rt wel- 

Thou'lt not flirink i'tih* warning ; 

Hold, there's a Piece of Scarlet, get thee handfome. 

And this to buy thee Buttons. 

SaH. Thank ye Captain. 
Command my Life at all Hours. 

Nor. Thou durft give it. 
You have deferv'd too. 

3 Sold. We have feen the Fight, Sir. 

Nor. Yes, coil'd up in a Cable, like fait Eels, 
Or buried low i*th* Ballaft, d'you call that fighting ? 
Where be your Wounds ? You^ Knocks ? your want of 

Limbs, Rogues? 
Art not thou he that ask'd the Mafter-Gunner 
Where thou might'ft lye fefeft ? and he ftrait anfwer*d. 
Put thy Head in that Hole, new bor'd with a Cannon, 

(?3) •— ' 7i^^/ toor Fellow^ 

Indeed that boid^ora've Fellonu ] The afcent from poor to bold 
find brave Fellow Teems to be too fudden, and I imagine the Authors 
jnJgHt have given it thus, 

^bat pure Fellotsi, 

Indeed that bold, &c« 

For 
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For it was an hundred to one« another Shot would not hit 
Tour Wages f ou fliall have, but for Rewarda^ [there : 
Take your own ways, and get ye to the Taverns ; 
There, when y*are hot with Wine, 'mongft your Adjf 

mirers. 
Take Ships, and Towns, and Caftles at your Pleafures, 
And make th' great Turk fhake at your Valours. Bring in 
The Prifoners ; t>ow (24/ my brave Muislemen. 

Enter Prifoners^ and Lucinda. ^ 

You that are Lords o'ch' Sea, ^ fcorn us Chriftians, 
Which of youi* mangy Lives is worth this Hurt here? 
Away to Prifon with *em, fee •em (afe ; 
You (hall find we have Gallies too^ md Slaves too* 

I Sold. What (hall be done with this Woman^ S.ir I 

Nor. Pox take her, 
*Twas (he that let me on to fight with the(e Rogues, 

IS^gsoms drefs Um^ 
That Ring-Worm^ rot it i what can you do t\ow 
With all your Paintings, and your Pouncings, Lady» 
T* reftore my Blood again ? You^ and your Cupid 
That have made a.Carbonado of mc -—Plague take yc. 
Ye are too deep ye Rogue— this* is thy Work, Woman, 
Thou lowfie Woman — 'death, you go too deep ftili — 
The feeing of your fimpering Sweetnefs : —• ye Filly, 
Ye Tit, ye Tomboy, what can one Night's jingling. 
Or two, or ten. Sweet-heart, and oh my dear Chicken, 
Scratching my Head, or fumblii^g with my Fore*n^fl:,. 
Do me good now ? YeVe powder'd me for one Year,, 
I am in Ibuce I thank ye y thank your Beauty, 
Your mod fweet Beauty ; pox upon thoie Gog^^s, 
We cannot fighc like honed: Meni for Honour, 
And quiedy Kill one another as we ought. 
But in fteps one of you % the Deyirs Holine& 
And you muft have a Dance : away with her. 
She (links to me now, 

1 Sold, Shall J have her. Captain f 

2 Sold. Or I ? 

(24) The Copy of 1647 lu» it, 

3 Sold. 
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^Ssld. Pll marry hef- ^ 

4 Sold. Good Captain, I. fher ; 

3 Sold. And make her a good Chriftian ^ lay Hands off 
I know (he's mine. [ners, 

2 5^/^. ril give my fall Share for her 5 have yc no Man- 
To thruft the Woman fo ? * 

Nor. Share her among ye ; 
And may Ihe give y*as many Hurts as I have; 
And twice as many Aches. 

Luc. Noble Captain, 
Be pleasM to free me from thefc Soldiers Wildnefs, 
•Till I but fpeak two Words. • 

Nor. Now for your Maidenhead, 
You have your Book, proceed. 

Luc. Viftoriods Sir, 
Seldom are feen in Men (b valiant. 
Minds fo devoid of Virtue ; he that can conquer. 
Should ever know how to preferve his Conqueft, 
*Tis but a bafe Theft elfe. Valour's a Virtue, 
Cro«Vn of Mens Aftioiis here ; yours, as you make it. 
And can you put fo rough a Foil as Violence, 
As wronging of weak Woman, to your Triumph ? 

Nor. Let her alone. 

Luc. I've loft my Husband, Sir 5 
You feel not that: Him that I love ; you care not: 
When Fortune falls on you thus, you may grieve too : 
My Liberty I kneel not for j mine Honour 
(It ever virtuous Honour touched your Heart yet) 
Make dear and precious, Sir; you had a Mother 

Nor. The roguy thing fpeaks finely, neat; who took ye? 
For he muft be your Guard. 

Luc. I wilh no better : 
A noble Gentleman, and nobly us*d me. 
They call*d his Name Miranda. 

Nor. You are his then ? 
Ye*ve light upon a young Man worth your Service, 
I free ye from th* reft, and from all Violence i 
He that doth ofier't, by my Head he hangs for't : 
Go fee her fafe kept, 'till the noble Gentleman 
Be ready to dilpole her ; thank your Tongue, 

You 
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You have a good one, and prelerve it good ft ill. 
Soldiers, come wait on me, 1*11 fee ye paid all. [Exennf. 

S C E N E 11. 

EnUr Miranda and Aftorius". 

j^o. I knew ye lov'd her» virtuoufly ye lov*d her. 
Which made me make that hafte: I knew ye priz'd her, 
As all fair Minds do Goodnefs. 

ABr. Good AjioriuSj 
I muft confefs I do much Honour her. 
And worthily I hope ftill. 

jifto. 'Tis no doubt. Sir, 
For on my Life (he's much wrong*d. 

Mir. Very likely, 
And I as much tormented I was abfent. 

AJlo. You need not fear, Peter Gomera^s Noble, 
Of a try'd Faith and vValour, 

Mir. This I know too ; 
But whilft I was not there, and whilft (he fufFer'd, 
Whilft Virtue fuffcr'd. Friend. — Oh how it loads me! 
Whilft Innocence and Swcetnefe funk together*— 
How cold it fits here ? If my Arm had fought for her. 
My Youth, though naked, ftood againftall Treafons, 
My Sword here grafp'd. Love on the Edge, and Honour, 
And but a Signal (25) from her Eye to feal it 5 
If th?n flie had been loft. — I brag too late. 
And too much I detrad from the noble Peier. 
Yet fome poor Service I would do her Sweetnefs, 
Alas flie needs it, my JJicriuSf 
The. gentle Lady needs it. 

JJio. Noble Spirit 

Mir. And what 1 can— prithee bear with this Weakncfe, 

{25) ' fi'om her Eye to fjfat it j ] To feal a Sivord Teems a 

very odd Metaphor. I think ic therefore highly probable that the 
true word wa8 Steel, The Propriety and Elegance of which migh't 
be prov'd by forty Paffages in Shake fpear and our Authors, where 
*cis us*d in the fame Senfe ; and the Reader will find it twice before 
the end of this Adl. Mr. Seward^ 

Often 
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Often I do not ufe thefe Womcns Weapons, 

BdC where true Pity is • » I am much troubled^ 

And fomething have to do, I cannot form yet. 

Jflo. rU take my Leave, Sir, I Ihall but difturb ye. 

Mr. An*t pleaie you for a while j and pray to Fortune 
To fmile upon this Lady. 

Jfto. All my Help, Sir. [Exit. 

Mir. Gomerd^ old and ftifF, and he may lofe her. 
The Winter of his Years and Wounds upon him. 
And yet he has done bravely hitherto : 
Mountferrath Fury's in his Heat of Summer, ^ 
The whiftling of his Sword like angry Storms, 
Renting up Life by th* Roots: Tve feen him fcalc 
As if a Falcon had run up a Train, 
Clafhing his warlike Pinions, his fteePd Guraft. 
And at his Pitch (26) inmew the Town below him. 
I muft do ibmething. 

Enter Colonna. 

Col. Noble Sir, for Hcav'n lake 
Take Pity of a poor afBifted Chriftian, 
Redeemed from one Affliftion to another. 

Mir. Boldly you ask that, we arc bound to give 
From what Affliftion, Sir ? 

Col. From Cold and Hunger, 
'From Nakednefs and Stripes. 

Mir. APrifoner? 

Col A Slave, Sir, in the ^urki/h Prize, new taken 5^ 
That in the Heat of Fight, when your brave Hand 
Brought the Dane Succour, got my Irons off. 
And put my felf to mercy of the Ocean. 

Mir. And fWum to Land ? 
, CoL I did. Sir, Heav'n was gracious; 
But now a Stranger, and my Wants upon me, 
(Though willingly I would prcfcrvc this Life, Sir, 
With Honefty and Truth,)* I am not looked on; 
The Hand of Pity that fliould give for Heav'ns fake, 

(26) ■■ inmenv the Town bthw him.\ Mr. Theobald WQuM 

have the Line correded thus. 
The Fowl belrw him. 

And 
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And charitable Hearts, are grown fo cold, Sir^ 
Never remembcing what their Fortunes may be. 

Afir. Thou fay'ft too true ; of what Profeflion art thou ? 

Col. I have been better train'd, and can ferve truly. 
Where Truft is laid on me. ' 

Mir. A handfome Fellow ; 
Haft th* then e'er bore Arms ? 

Col. I've trod full many a March, Sir, 
(ly) And fome Hurts have to Ihew ; before me too. Sir. 

Mir. Pity this thing Ihou'd ftarve, or, forc*d for Want, 
Come t' a worfe End. I know not what thou may*ft be. 
But if thou think'ft it fit to be a Servant, 
PU be a Mafter, and a good one to thee» 
If ye deferve. Sir. 

CoL Elfe I ask no Favour. 

Mir. Then, Sir, to try your Truft, becaufe I like you. 
Go to the JOfane^ of him receive a Woman, 
A Turkijb Prifoner, for me receive her, 
I hear fhe is my Prize, look fairly to her. 
For I would have her know, tho* now my Prifoner, 
The Chriftians need no Schoolmafters for Honour. 
Take this to buy thee Cloaths, this Ring, to help thee 
Into th* Fellowftiip of my Houfe ; y*are a Stranger, 
And my Servants will not know ye elfe ; there keep her. 
And with all Modefty prefcrve your Service. 

Col. A foul Example find me elfe j Heav'n thank ye, 
Of Captain Norandine ? 

Mir. The lame. 

Col. 'Tis done. Sir : 
And may Heaven's Goodnefs ever dwell about ye. 

Mir. Wait there 'till I come home. 

Col. I Ihall not fail, Sir. [Exeunt. 

(27) And fome Hurts have to Jhen» ; he fire me tO0, Sir.'} I have 
a (mail Quarrel to me -here ; Shaktfpear does not write 10, in the 
laft Scene of Mackbetbi Old Si'ward, upon hearing his Son was 
dead in Battle, asks Rff//lFp who told him the heavy News^ 

Had he his noundi before. ^ 
So here I wou*d flrike out me^ and read the Line thui» 

And fome Hurts have to Jhmu^ hefin too. Sir. 

SCENE 
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SCENE m. 

Enter Mountferrat wi/h a Letter^ and Abdella. 

ylbd. *Tis (Irange it fhotrfd be fo, that your high mettle 
Should check thus poorly, dully ; moft unmanJy. 

Mount. Let me alone. 

Abd. Thu3 leadenly ? 

Mount. Take yc, 

Abd. At every childilh Fear ? At every Shadow ? 
Are you Mountferrat^ that have done fuch Deeds? 
Wrought through fuch bloody Fields, Men (hafce to 

i'peak of ? 
Can ye go back ? Is there a Safety left yet 
But tore-right ? Is not Ruin round about ye ? [whole? 
Have ye not ftill thefe Arms, that Sword, that Heart 
Is't not a Man ye fight with, and an old Man, 
A Man half kill'd already ? Am not I here? 
As lovely in rtiy Black to entertain thee. 
As high and full of Heat to meet thy Pleafures ? -— 

Mount. I'll be alone. 

jibd. Ye (hall \ farewel. Sir, 
And do it bravely, never think of Confcience ; 
There is none to a Man refolv'd ; be happy. {Exit. 

Enter Miranda. 

Mount. No, moft unhappy Wretch as thou haft made me 
More Devil than thy felf, I am. 

Mir. Alone, 
And troubled too, I take it ; how he ftarts ? 
All is not handfomc in thy Heart, Mountferrat. 
God fpeed ye. Sir, I have been fecking of ye ? 
They fay you are to fight to Day. 

Mount. W hat then ? [Sir. 

Mir. Nay, nothing but good Fortune to your Sword, 
Ye have a Caufe requires it, th* Ifland's Safety, 
The Order's, and your Honour's. 



Mount. And do you make a Queftion 
I will not fight it nobly ? 



Mr. 
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il/ir. Ye dare fight. 
Ye have, and with as great Confidence as Juftice, . 
l*vc feci} ye ftrike as honie, and hit as deadly^ 

Mount. Why are thefe Qieftions then ? 

Mir, 1*11 tqll ye quickly. 
Ye have a La^y in your Caufr) a fair one, , 
A gfentlqr never trod pit Ground, a nobler ?--' — - . 

Mount. Do ye come oa fo.faft? I haye it for ye^ 

iAftde. 

Mir. The Sun ne^er faw a fweeter. 

Mount. Thefe I grant yej 
Nor dare I againft Beauty heave oiy Hand up^ 
It were unmanly. Sir; too much unmanly 2 .« 
But when thefe, Excellencies turn to Ruin, 
To Ruin of themfelves, and thpfc protedt 'em ; 
When Virtue's loft, Luft and t)i (honour entered j * 
Lofs of our fel vcs and Souls bafely projefted — ^ 

Mir. Do you think 'tis fo ? 

Mount. Too fure. 

Mir. And on it be? ^ 

Can it be thought, Mountferrat^ fo much Sweetnels, 
So great a Magazine of all things precious, 
A Mind fo heav*nly made? ■■ ■ ■ prithee obfcrve me. 

Mount. I thought fo too ; now by my holy Order, 
He that had told me, ('till Experience found 
Too bold a Proof) this Lady had been viqious ■ 
I wear ho dull Sword, Sir, nor hate I Virtue. 

AGr. Againft her Brother ? To the Man txas bred her ? 
Her Blood and Honour ? — — 

Mount. Where ambitious Luft, 
(Defire to be above the Rule prefcrib'd her,) 
Takes hold, and wins, poor Chaftiiy, cold Duty^ 
Like Faftiions old forgot, fhe flings behind hcsr^ 
And puts on Blood and Mifchief, Death and Ruin, 
To raife her new- built Hopes, new Faith tofaftcn her : 
Ma*foy^ fhe is a^ foul, as Heav*n is beauteous. 

ikGfr.Thouly*ft, thou l/ft M^«»//J?rr<a/, tho9 ly'ft bafclyi 
Stare not, nor fwell not with thy Prides thou ly'ft. 
And this ihall make it good- 

Mount. Out with your Heat^ firft 

Vol. VIL X ^ Y« 
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Yc fhall be fought withal. 

li/Gr. By - — that Lady, 

The Virtue of that Woman, were all th* good deeds 
Of all thy Family, bound in one Fagot, 
From Adam to this hour, but with one fparkle 
Would fire that wifp, and turn it to light AQies. 

Mount. 0\i pitiful young Man,ftruck blind with Beauty? 
Shot with a Woman's fmile :; poor, poor Miranda 'j 
Thou hopeful young Man once, but now thou loft Man ; 
Thou naked Man of all that we call Noble, 
How art thou cozen'd ? Didft thou know what I do,* 
And how far thy dear Honour, (mark me Fool) 
Which like a Father I have kept from blafting. 
Thy tender Honour, is abus'd — but fight firft. 
And then too late, thou fhalt kjtiow all. 

Mr. Thou ly'ft ftill. 

il/^«»/. Stay,now Pll (hew thee all,and then PIl kill thee. 
I love thee fo dear, Time fhall not difgrace thee. 
Read that. [Gives bim a letter. 

. Mir: It is her Hand ; it is moft certain ; 
Good Angels keep me ; that I fhould be her Agent 
To betray Malta^ and bring he^ to the^^^. 
That on my tender love lay all her Projedt ! 
Eyes never fee again, melt out for forrow. 
Did the Devil do this ? 

Mount. No, but his Dam did it. 
The virtuous Lady that you love fo dearly 5 
Come, will ye fight again ? 

ilf/r.No, prithee kill me. 
For Heav*n's fake, and for Goodnefs' fake difpatch me. 
For the difgrace fake that I gave, thee, kill me. 

Mount, Why, are ye guilty p 

Mir. I have liv*d, Mountferraty 
To fee Difhonour fwallow up all Virtue, 
And now would die : By HeavVs eternal firightnefi, 
I am as clear as Innocence. ' ^ 

Mount. I knew it, ' 

And therefipre kept this Lettpr from all Knowledge, 
And this my Sword from Anger, ye had'dy'd elfe. 
And yet I lye, and bafely lye. 

. Mir. 



« 



7^5 Knight of Malta. 323 

Mr. O Virtue! 
Unfpotted Virtue, whither art thou variifh'd ? 
What haft thou left us to abufe our Frailties ^ 
In fhape of Goodnefs ? 

Mount, CcHne, take Courage, Man, 
I have forgiven and forgot your rafhnefi^ 
And hold yog fair as light in all your Adions, 
And by my troth I griev'd your Loves j take comfort, 
There be mbre Women. 

Mir. And more Mifchief in *em. 

Mount. The Juftice I fhall do, to right thefe Vilknics, 
' Shall make ye Man again : TU ftrike it fure, Sir. 
Come, look up bravely, put this puling Paflion 
Out of your Mind ; one knock for thee, Mirand^^ 
' And for the Boy, the grave Gomera gave thee, 
When Ihe accepted thee her Champion 5 
And in thy abfence, like a valiant Gentlen^an, ' 
I yet remember it : he is too young. 
Too Boyifli, and too tender, to adventure : ' '^ 
ni give him one found rap for that : I love thee, 
TThou art a brave young Spark, 

Mir. Bo^y did he call me? 
Gomera call me Boy ? 

Mount. It pleas'd his Gravity^ 
To think fo of ye then : they that do Service, 
And honeft Service, fuch as thou and I do. 
Are either Knaves or Boys. 

Mir. Boy, by Gomera ? ' . 
How looked he when he faid it ? for Gomera 
Was ever wont to he a virtuous Gentleman, 
Humane and fweet. 

Mount. Yes when he will, he can be ; 
But let it go, I would not breed Diflention, 
*Tis an unfriendly Office \ and had't been 
(28) To any of a higher ftrain thanyou^ Sir^ 

The 

(2S) ^0 any of an higher drain than you afe!\ Ac Aril clance^ 
the Reader may think as I once did with Mr. Senua^^^ that Tighter^ 
or krwer^ or fome fuch word fhouM fupply the place of bigbtr. 
But poffibly the PalTage is right as it is, and refers only to the etven 

X a • Timptr 
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The well known, well approved, and lov'd Miranda^ 
I had not thought on't : hap'ly 'twas his haftc too. 
And zeal to her. 

Mir. A Traitor and a Boy too? 
Shame take me if I fufFer*t ; pufF, farewcl Lave. 

Mount. Ye know my buGncfe, I muft leave ye. Sir, 
My hour grows on apace. 

Mir- I muft not leave you, 
I dare nor, nor I will not, 'till your Goodnefi 
Have granted me one courtefie : ye lay ye love me ? 

Mount. I do, and dearly ; ask, and let that Courtefie ] 
Nothing concern mine Honour. • 

Mir. You muft do it, 
Qr you will never fee me more. 

Mount. What is it ? 
It (hall be great that puts ye off; pray fpeak it, 

Mir. Pray let me fight to day, good, dear Mbuntferraty 
Let me, and hxM:Gomeras 

Mount. Fie, Miranda^ 
D*ye weigh my Worth fo little ? 

Mir. On my Knees, 
As ever thou hadft true touch of a forrow 
Thy Friend conceived, as ever Honour lov'd thee > ■ 
• Mount. Shall I turn Recreant now ? 

Mir. *Tis not thy Caufe, 
Thou haft no Reputation wounded in't \ 
Thine*s but a general zeal : death, I am tainted. 
The deareft twyn to life, my Credit's murder*d, 
Baffl'd and boy*d. ' 

M/mnt. I'm glad ye'vc fwallow'd it. [Jfide. 

I muft confefe 1 pity ye ; and 'tis a juftice, 
A great one too, you fliould revenge thefe Injuries : 
I know it, and I know ye fit and bold to do*t. 
And Man, as much as Man may : but Miranda^ •— ~^ 
Why do ye kneel ? . 

temper and Dijpofition of Miranda^ and means that had he been of 
an hot fifry Temper prone to PaAion, f^r. he (houM not have dif- 
covcreda Secret, whicn might poflibiy breed DiiTeniion betwixt Go- 
mira and him. This I only offer the Reader, in erder to give the 
Text fiur flay* if he does not approve of the Explanation, tighter 
•r lowir %xt ftill at hit Service. 

Mir. 
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Mr. By ■■ Pll grow to th* Ground herci 
Add with mjr Sword dig up my Grave^ and fall iVc, 
Unlcfi thou grant mc— •Dear Mtuntfirraiy Friend, 
Is any thing in my ppwer, to ipy life. Sir ? 
The Honour flmll be yours. 

Mifuni, I love ye dearly. 
Yet fo mucl^ I fliould tender—— 

Mir. Pll preferve all : 
By— —I will i or aJl the Sin fall with me. 
Pray let me. 

Mount. Ye have won ; Til once be Coward 
To pleafure you. • . 

Mir. I kifs your Hands, and thank ye. 

Mount. Be tender of my Credit, and fight bravely. 

Mir. Bk)w not the Fire that flames. 

Mount. rU fend mine Armour, 
My Man (hall prefently attend ye with it. 
For you muft arm immediately, the hour caUs, 
I know 'twill fit ye right ; be fure, and fecret. 
And laft be fortunate ; farewel, y* arc fitted : 
I'm glad the load*$ off me. 

Mir. My beft Mountferrat. [J^xeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Norandine and DoSior. 

Nor. Doftor, Pll fee the Combat, that's the truth on*t, 
If I had ne'er a Leg, Pd crawl to fee it. 

Doll. You're moft unfit, if I mi^ht counfel ye. 
Your Wounds fo many, and the Air 

Nor. The Halter 5 • 
The Air's as good an Air, as fine an Ai r 
Wouldft thou have me live in an Oven ? 

Do£l. Befide the noife. Sir, 
Which to a tender Body-^— - ^ 

Nor. That's it, Do£tor, 
My Body mufl: be cur'd withal ; if you'll heal me quickly. 
Boil a Drum-head in my Broth ; I never prolper. 
With Knuckles o* Veal, and Birds in Sorrel Sops, 

X J Cawdlcs 
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Cawdles, and Cullyiles, they wafh tne'away 
Like a Horfe had eaten Grains : if thou wilt cure me, 
A pickled Herring, and a pottle of Sack, Dodor, 
(29) And half a dozen Taimpets—— 

DoSf. You're a ftrange Gentleman— 

Nor. As e'er thou knew*ft i wilt thou give m* another 
Glifter, 
That I may fit cleanly there like a French Lady, 
When (he goes to a MsLsk at Court : Where's thy Hoboy ? 

Do£l. Vm glad y* are grown fo merry. 

Nor. Welcome, Gendemen. 

MnUr Aftorius, and Caftriot, 

j^o. We come to fee you. Sir ; and glad we are 
To fee you thus, thus forward to your Health, 

J^or. I thank my Doctor here. 

Doif. Nay, thank your felf. Sir, 
For by my troth, I know not how he*» cur'd. 
He ne'er pbferves any of our Prefcriptions. 

Nor. Give me my Mony again then, good fweet J>oftor ; 
Wilt , thou have twenty Shillings a day for vexing me ? 

DoS. That fhall not fcrve ye. Sir. 

Nor. Then forty (hall. Sir, 
And that will make ye fpeak well : Hark, the Drums. 

[Drums of ar off : AltrtoMarcb. 

Caft. They begin to beat to th* Field : Oh noble Dane^ 
Never was fuch a Stake, I hope, of Innocence, 
Plaid for in Malta^ and in Blood, before, 

jifto. It makes us hang our Heads all. 

Nor. A bold Villain j 
If there be Trealbn in it — Accufe poor Ladies ? 
And yet they may do mifchjef rob*— Pll be with ye : 
If (he be innocent I (hall find it quickly, 
And fometbing then i*ll fay— • 

JJio. Come, lean on us. Sir. 

Nor. I thank ye. Gentlemen : and Domine Do5lor^ 
Pray bring a little fneezing Powder in your Pbcket, 

(29) Mr. Theohald has explained this in his firil Note on Tbe Scorn^ 

For 
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For fear I fwoon (30^ when I fee Blood. 
DoS, You're plcafant. {Exeunt. 

8 C E N E V. 

Enter two MarJhaU. 

1 Marjh. Are the Combatants come in ? 

[The Scaffold fet out, and the Stairs^ 

2 MarJh. Yes. 

1 MarJh. Make the Field clear there. 

2 MarJh. That's done too. 

i Marjh. Then to the Prifbner, the grand Mafter's 
coming, 
Let's fee that all be ready there. 

2 A^Jh. Too ready. 
How ceremonious our very Ends are ? 
Alas, fweet Lady, if (he be innocent, [Flourijb. 

No doubt but Juftice will dired her Champion. 
Away, I hear 'em come. 

I MarftK Pray Heav'a (he profper. 

Enter Valetta, Norandine, Aftorius, Caftriot, 6f^/ 

Val. Give Captain Norandine a Chair. 

Nor. I thank your Lordfhip. 

Val. Sit, Sir, and take your eafe \ your Hurts require it ; 
You come to fee a Woman's Caufe decided, 
(That's all the Knowledge now, or Name IVefor her : ) 
They fay a falfe, and bafe, and treacherous Woman^ 
And partly prov'd too. 

Nor. Pity't (hould be fo : 
And if your Lordfhip durft ask my Opinion^ 
Sure I fliould anfwer No \ fo much 1 honour her ; 
And anfwer' t with my^Life too : But Gomera 
Is a brave Gentleman ; the other valiant. 
And if he be not good. Dogs gnaw his Flefh ofi^ 
And one above 'em both will find the Truth out. 
He never fails,* Sir. 

(30) All (he other Books, but the firll Folio, read* 

'nuhen I fee my Blood. 

X 4 Vd. 
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Fal. That's the hope refts with me. 
Nor. How Nature and his Honour ftruggle in him I 
A fweet, clear, noble Gentleman. 

\Witbinj make room ibere. 
. Guard, Make room there. 
VaL Go up, and what you have to lay^ fay there. 

jB«/^r Oriana, Ladies^ Executioner ^ Abdclla, and Guard. 

Ori, Thus I afccnd ; nearer I hope to Hcav*n j 
Nor do I fear to tread this dark blaek Manfion> 
The Image of my Grave, each foot we niove 
Goestoitftill; each hour we leave behind us. 
Knolls fadly toward it: My noble Brother^ 
For yet mine Innocence dares call ye lb, 
And you the Friends to Virtue, that come .hither^ 
The Chorus to this Tragick Scene, behold tw, . 
Behold me with your Juttice, not with Pity, 
(My Caufc was ne'er fo poor to ask Con^j^on,) 
Behold me in this fpotlefs White I wear. 
The Emblem of my Life, of all my Adions, 
So ye (hall find my Story, though 1 perilh : 
Behold me in my Sex, I am no Soldier, 
Tender and fijll of fears our blulhing Sex is, 
Unhardned with relentleft Thoughts ; (ii) unhatchc 
With Btood and bloody Pracftice : 'las, we tremble. 
But when an angry Dream afBidts our Fancier, 
Die with a Tale well told ; had I been pradlis*^^ 
And knov/n the way of Mifchief, tra(veird in it. 
And giv*n my Blood and Honour up to reach it ; 
Forgot Religion, and the Line I fprung of; 
Oh Heav'n! J had been fit then for thy Juftice, 
And then in black, as dark as Hell, Pd howl'd here. 
Lad, \h your own Opinions weigh mine Innocence j 
Amongft ye I was planted from an Infant, 
(Would then, if Heav'n had fo been plcas'd, Pd perifc'd) 
Grew up, and goodly, ready to bear Fruit, 
The honourable Fruit of Marriage : 
And am I blafted in my Bud, with Treafon ? 



(31) See Note ^i on The Cufi^m oftbt Cwniry. 
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Boldly and bafcly of my fair Name ravifliM, 
And hither brought to find my Reft in Ruin? 
But he that knows all, he that rights all Wrongs, 
And in his time reftores, knows me : I've Ipoken, 

FaL If ye be innocent, Heav*n will protedt ye. 
And ft) I leave ye to his Sword ftrikes for ye 5 
Farewcl 

Ori. Oh that went deep, ferewel dear Brother, 
And hbwfoc'cr my Caufe goes, fee my Body 
(Upon my Knees, I ask it) buried chaftely 5 
For yet, by holy Truth, it never trefpafs*d. 

J^o. Juftice fit on your Caufe, and Hd'av'n fight for ye. 

Nor. Tworof ye. Gentlemen, do me but the Honour 
To lead me to her ; good my Lord, your Leave too. * 

VaL You have it. Sir. 

Nor. Give me your fair Hand fearlefs. 
As white as this I fee your Innocence, 
As fpotlefs, and as pure, be n't afraid. Lady, 
You arc but here brought to your nobler Fortune, 
To add unto your Life immortal Story ; 
Virtue, through hardeft things arrives at Happineft, 
Shame follow that blunt; Sword that lofes you ; 
And he that ftrikes againft you, I flull ftudy 
A Curfe or two for him : Once more your fair Hand, 
I ne'er brought ill Luck yet ; be fearlefs happy. 

Ori. I thank yc, noble Captain. 

Nor. So I leave ye. 

FaL Call in the Knights feverally. 

' EnUr feverally y Gomera and Miranda, 

Ori. But two words to my Champion, 
And then to Heav'n and him I give my Caufe up. 

Fal. Speak quickly, and fpeak fhort. 

On. I have not much, Sir. 
Noble GomerUj fraln your own free Virtue, 
YouVe undertaken here .a poor Maid*s Honour,. 
And with the hazard of your Life \ and happily 
You may fufpeft the Caufe, though in your true Worth 
You will not fhew it; therefore take this Teftimjny, 
(And as I hope for Happinefe, a true one,^ 

Aiid 
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And may it ftccl your Heart, and edge your good Sword : 
Ye fight for her, as fpotlefi of thefc Mifchieft, 
As Heav*n is'of our Sins, or Truth of Errors, 
And fb defie that treacherous Man, and profper. 

Nor. BlefTing o* thy Heart, Lady. 

VaL Give the Signal to *em. ' [Low Alarms. 

Nor. 'Tis bravely fought ; 'Gomeray follow that blow^ — 
Well ftruck again. Boy— —look upon the Lady, 
And gather Spirit : brave again — lye clofe. 
Lye clofe, I lay — he fights aloft, and ftrongly • 
Clofe for thy life — a— — s-o* that fell Buffet : 
.Retire and gather Breath; ye'vc Day enough, Knights— 
X'Ook lovely on him, Lady \ to't again now. 
Stand, (land, Gomera^ (land— one blow for all now. 
Gather thy (Irefigth together j God blels th* Woman : 
Why, Where's thy noble Heart ? Hcav'n blels the Lady; 
. Ml Oh, oh ! 

VaL She is gone, (he is gone. 

Nor. Now ftrike it. [quer*d— • 

Hold, hold — he yields: hold thy brave Sword, he*s con- 
He's thine, Gomera ; now be joyful. Lady : 
What could this Thief have done, had's Caufc been equal ? 
H6 made my Hcart-ftrings tremble. 

VaL QiTwith's Cask there j 
And Executioner, take you his Head next. 

Abdel. Oh curfed Fortune ! [Afide. 

Gom. Stay, I befeech ye. Sir, and this one Honour 
Grant me, 1 have deferv'd it ; that this Villain 
May live one day, to envy at my Juftice, 
Thr^t he may pine and die, before the Sword fall. 
Viewing the Glory I have won her Goodne(s. 

VaL He (hall, and you the Harved of your Valour 
Shall reap, brave Sir, abundantly. 

Gom. Tve fav*d her, 
(32) Preferv'd her fpotlefs Worth fropi black Dedrufl: ion, 

(Her 

(32) ? refer'v'd her fpotlefs Worth from black Deftrudion,] If by 

: Worth the Poets mean her luorthyfelf to fave that from Dcllrac- 

tion, wou'd be only faying the fame thing, wi h preferving 

Her Youth f and Snueetn^s^ from a timelefs Ruin^ 

r Three Lines below. But if by Worth be meant her Fame and Cha- 

^^' I raJIer, 
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(Her white Name to Eternity delivcr*dO 
Her Youth, and Swcctnefs from a timelcls Ruin. 
Now, Lord ValeUa^ if this bloody Labour 
May but defcrve her Favour- 

Mir. Stay, hear me firft, 

t^al. OflF with his Cask, this is Mirandd^s Voice. 

Nor. 'Tis he indeed, or elfc mine Eyes abufc me. 
What makes he herethiM? ; 

r Ori. Ah! tht young MranJa ? 
Is he mine En*my too ? 

Mr. None has deferv'd her. 
If Worth muft carry it, and Scrv'ice feek her. 
But he that fav*d her Honour, 

Gom. That's I, Miranda. 

Mir. No, no, that's I, Gotnera^ be n*t fo forward j 
In bargain for my Love, ye cannot cozen me. 

Gom. I fought it. 

Mir. And I gave it 5 which is nobler? 
Why every Gentleman would have done as much 
Asjoudidj fought it? that's a poor Defert, Sir, 
They're bound to that ; but then to make that Fight 

fore,' 
To do as I did, take all Danger from it. 
Suffer that Coldnefs, that muft call me now 
Into Difgrace for ever, into Pity— — 

Gom. I undertook firft, to preferve her from Hazard. 

Min And I made fore no Hazard fhould come near h^r. 

Gom. *TwasI dcfy*d Momtferrat. 

Mir. 'Twas I wrought him-. 
You'd had a dark Day elfe ; *twas I defy'd 
His Cpnfcience firft, 'twas I that fhook him there, 
Wliich is the brave Defiance. 

Gom. My Life and Honour 
At ftake I laid. 

Mr. My Care, and Truth lay'd by it, 
lucft that Stake might be loft : I have deferv'd her, 

« 

raSer^ I then (hould thiAk DeftruHion a Corruption, and would pro- 
pofe reading the Line (o, 

Pr^erv^d ber ffHtlefi Worth from Hac^ Dctraftiod. 

And 
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And none but I •, the Lady might have perifli'd^ 
Had fell Mountferrat ftruck it, from whole Malice 
With Cunning and bold Confidence I catch*d it» 
And 'twas high time-^^and (uch a Service, Lady, 
For you, and for your Innocence— ^for who knows 
Not th* all-desrooring Sword of fierce Mtmnifema ? 
I (hewM what I could do^ had I been fpighcful; 
Or Mafter but of half the Poifon he bean^ [Madam^ 
('Hell take his Heart for't; and befhrew thefe Hands, 
With all my Heart, I wifli a Mifchief on *ero, 
They made ye once look fad ; fiich another Fright 
I would not put ye in, (33) to own the Ifland ; . 
Yet pardon me, 'twas but to Ihew a Soldier, 
Which, when Td done, I ended your poor Coward. 

Val. Let fomelook oat, for the bafe Knight, Mmni* 
ferraS 

Jbd. I hope he's far enough, iPs Man be trufty ; 

i4fide. 
This was a ftrange Misfortune ; I muft not know it. 

Fal. That moft debofhed Knight -^-^ come down fWeet 
Sifter, 
My fpotlcfs Sifter, now pray thank thefe Gentlemen, 
They have deferv'd both truly, nobly of ye. 
Both eitcellently, dearly, both all th' Honour, 
All the Refpedt and Favour—— 

(^i. Both 0)all have it; 
And as my Life, their Memories I'll nourifti. 

Val. Yc're both true Knights, and both moft worthy 
Lovers \ 
Here ftands a Ijan^y fipen'd with your Service, 
Young, fair, and (now I dare fay) truly honourable : 
'Tis my Will (he fhall marry, marry now, [feits 

And one of you ; (flie cannot take more nobly) your De- 
Begot this Will, and bred it ; both her Beauty 
Cannot enjoy ; dare ye make me your Umpire ? 

Gom. Mir. With all our Souls. 

(33) Thus the fii (tvJFolio : The Oaavo, 

■■ ' to owe the Ifland i 

'Tis no matter which way we lead, they are eqaally good. 

Fal. 
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ydl. He mud not then be angry 
That lofaher. 
Gom Oh that were. Sir, uiuwrtby. : 

Mr. A little Sorrow he may find. 
Fal. ^^Tis roziiif. 
Gomera^ you're a tifave accomplifliM Gentleman; 
A braver no where liyes than is Miranda. 
In the white way of Virtue, and true Valour, 
Yc've been a Pilgrim long; yet no Man farther 
Has tfbd thofe thorny Steps, than young Mtranda : 
You're gentle, he is Gentlcnefs it felf ; Experience 
Calls you her Bf other ; this h^r hopeful Heir. 

Nor. T\ic young Man now, an't be thy Will. 

iPi/. Your Handv Sir 5 
You undertook firft ; nobly undertook 
This Lady's Caufe -, you made it good, and fought it^ 
You muft be fcrvM firft," mke her and enjoy ber, 
I give her to you, kifs her ; are you pleas 'c! how ? 

Gom. My Joy's fo much I cannot (peak. 
• J5^i«/. Nay, faireft-Sir, 
You muft not be difpleas'd ; you break your Promifc. 

Mir. I never griev'd at good, nor dare I nfow. Sir, 
Though fomcthing feem ftrange to me. 

Vat. I'vfc provided ^ 
A bitter Match for you, more full of Beauty ; 
ril wad ye to our Order: There's a Miftrefs, v 

Whofe Beauty ne'er decays. Time ftands below her^ 
Whofc Honour, ^ii»m-/i^^,^ cap never differ 
Spot, or black &jib and whofc eternal Iffuc x 

Fame brings up at her flreafts, and leaves 'em fainte(j. 
Her you fl»ll marry.. 

Mir. I moft humbly thank ye. ' .v 

Val. Saint Thomas' Fort^ a Charge of no fmall VaJuc, 
I give you too, in prcfent, to keep waking 
Your noble Spirits •, and to breed ye pious, ^ 
I'jr fend yea Probation Robe, wear th^it 
Till ye fttall plcafe to be our Brother — how now I 

Enter Aftorius.- 

•' - 'Ajh. Momtferrad fled. Sir. • 

Val. 



334 7^^ Knight df MalM. 

VaL Let him go a while 
•Till we have done thefe Rites, and feen thefc coupled: 
His Mifchief now ]yest>peD: GSnic all, Friends now^ 
And fo lec*s march to th' Temple, Ibund thofe Inftruments, 
That were the Signal to a Day of Blood, 
Evil beginning Hours may end in good. [Flourijh. 

Nor. Come, we'll have Wenches, Man, and all brave 
things •, • • • 

Let her go, we'll want no Miftreflcs, 

Good Swotds, and good ftrong Armours. 

Mir. Thofe are beft. Captain. ;^ , . 

Nor. And Bght 'till Queens be in Love with us, and 
run after us, 
I'll, fee ye at the Fort within thefe two Days, 
And let's be merry prithee. , 

Mir. By chat time I fhall. 

Nor. Why that's Well faid \ I like a good Heart truly« 

\ExeunL 



A C T III. SCENE I. 

Enter Norandine and Servant^ Corporal and Soldiers . 

above. 

5^r.TP H E Day's not yet broke. Sir. 
. Jl Nor. ^Tis th' cooler riding, 
I muft go fee M/>^»^ ; bring my Horfe 
Round to the South Port : I'll out here at th' Beach, 
And meet ye at -the end o' th' Sycamores : ^ 
'Tis a fweet Walk, and if the Wind be ftirring 
Serves, like a Fan to cool. 
- Ser. Which walk ? ^ 

Nor. Why that. Sir, 
\Vhere the fuic City Dames meet to make Matches. 

Ser. I know it. \E9cH. 

[Corporal and ff^atcbabove^Jbi^ng. | 
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1 . Q/ 7* SoldierSy Jit (mdfing^ tU Round u clear ^ 
t^ And Cock-a-loodte-looe telU us the Day is near. 
Each tofs his Cann^ until bis Throat be mellofv^ 
Drinks laugb^ and ftngy the Soldier has no Fellow. 

2. To thee a full Pot^ my little Lance*prefado^ 
>*And when tbou*Ji donCy a Pipe of Trinidado! 

Our Glafs.oflife runs Wine^ the Vintner Jlinks tt^ 
Wbilfi with his Wife the frolick Soldier, drinks it. 

3. The Drums heatj Ei^gns wave^ and Cannons thump itf 
Our Game is Ruffe^ and the beji Heart doth trump it : 
Each tofs his Canny until his Throat be mellow^ 
Drinky laugh, andfrng, the Soldier has no Fellow. 

4. PU pledge thee my Corporal, were it a Flagon^ 
After Watch fiercer, than George did the Dragon \ 
What Blood we hfe f tV Town, we gain V tb* Tuns, 
Furred Gowns, and flat Caps, give the Wall to Guns. 

* Each tofs. his Cann, until his Throat be mellow. 
Drink, laugh, andftng, the Soldier has no Fellow. 

Nor. Speed ye then; what Mirth i$ this ? 
The Watches are not yet difcharg'd, I take it : 
Thcfe arc brave carelefs Rogue$ ; I']! hiear the Song out 
And then Pll fit ye for* t, merry Companions:. 
Here's notable Order, now for a Tri^k to tame ye — — 
Owgh, owgh. 

1 Watch. Hark, hark, what's that below us, who goes 

there? 
Nor. Owgh, owgh, owgh. 1 

2 Watch. 'Tis a Bear broke loofc ; pray call the Corporal, * 
I Watch. The Dutchman's huge >at Sow. 2 Watch^ I 

fee. her now, ' • 

And five fine Pigs. Nor. Owgh, owgh. 

Enter Corporal. ^ 

Cer. Now what's the Matter ? 

• • • 

I Watch. Here's the great fat Sow, Corporal, . r 
The Dutcbman^% Sow, and all, the Pigs, brave fat P^gs ; 
You have been* wiihing long, fhe would break Ipofc. f 



^or. 

V 



336 The Knight of Malta. 

Nor. Owgh, owgh. 

Cor. 'Tis fhc indeed, there's a white Pig now (ticking? 
Look, look^ d'you fee it. Sirs ? 

1 Watch. Yes, very well. Sir. 

. Cor. A notable fat whorefon ; come two of ye. 
Go down with me, we'll have a tickling Brcakfaft. 

2 fFatcb. Let's cat *em at the Cro/s. 

Cor. There's the bed Liquor. * . 

Nor. ril liquour fome of ye, ye lazy Rogues, 
Your Minds are of nothing but eating and fwilliog r 
Whatafwect Beaft theyVe made of me? A Sow? 
Hog upon Hog, I hear 'em come. . 

Enter Corporal below y and Watch. 

Cor. Go foftly; and fall upon *cm finely, nimbly, 

I Watch. Bids me. 

Cor, Why, what's the Matter f 

1 Watch. Oh the Devil ! 

The Devil, as high as a Steeple. '• 

2 Watch. There he goes. Corporal, 

His Feet are. cloven too. Cot. Stand, Hand, I lay: 
Death, how I (hake?, Where be your Muskets? 

1 Watch. There's no good of them : 
Where be our Prayers, Man ? 

2 Watch:\jy[^^ how he ftalks : fpeak to him Corporal; 
Cor. W hy, what a Devil art thou. 

Nor. Owgh, owgh. 

.Cor. A dumb Devil, 
The word Devil that could come, a dumb Devil. 
Give me a Musket ; he gathers in to me, 
V th* Name of— fpeak, what art thou ? — (peak Devil, 
Or PU put a Plumb in your Belly. 

Nor. Owgh, owgh, owgh/ 

Cor. Fie, fie, in what a Sweat am I ! Lord bleils n>e» 
My Musket's gone too, I am not able to ftir it. 

Nor. Who goes there? Stand, fpeak. * 

Cor. Sure I am inchanted. 
Yet here's my Halbert ftill ; nay, who goes there, Sir ? 
What, have 1 loft my felf? What art ye? .. \ 

ffor. The Guard. ' « . : 

. • Cor. 
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G?r. Why , what arc we then ? he's not half lo long now. 
Nor h'as no Tail at all; I fhake itill daninably^ 
, Nor. The Word. 

Cor. Have Mercy on me, what Word does he mean? 
I prithee Devil, if thou bc'ft the Devil, do hot 
Make an Afs of me, for I remember yet ' 
As well as I am here, I am the Corporal, ^ 

- I'll lay my Life on*t, DeviL * ' • • 

JVJ?r. Thon art damn'd. . 

G?r. That's all one; but am not I rft* Corporal ? • 
I'd give a thouPan^ Pound to be refolv*d now ; i 
Had I Soldiers here ? • ' I 

^Nor. No, not a Man, 
Thou art debofli'd, and GOzen*d. r ' • * I . 

G?r. That may be, • « • . ' 

It may be I am drunk ; Lord, where have I becfi ? 
Is 'not this my Halbcrt ih rtiy Hand? 

Nor. No, 'tis a Majf-pok: : ■ . » 

. Cor. Why then I know oot who I am, n^ what, . 
Nor whence I come. 

Nor. Ye af-ean arrant Rafcal 5 : :. 

YoQ Corporal of a Watch? Cor. 'Tis the IXa»^s' Voice ; 
You are no Devil then. Nor. No, nor no Sow, Sir. 

Cor. Of that I am right glad, Sir, I w^ ne'er 
So frighted inmy Life, as I am a Soldier.. ' . 

iVi?r. Tall Watchmen, 
A Guard for a Goofe, you fing away your Centries. - . 
A careful Company ; let me out o* th* Port here; 
I was a little merry with your Worfliips ; 
And keep your Guards ftfong, tho* the Devil walk. 
-Hold, there's to bring y* into your Wits again. 
Go off no more to hunt Pigs ; fuch another Trick, 
And you will. hunt the Gallows. 
y Cor. Pray Sir, pardon us : 
And let the Devil come next, I'll make him ftand 
Or. make him ftiok. . " ■ ^ 
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Nor. Db, do your Duty .truly. 
(34^ Come let ttie out, and come away % ftO itiofe Rage. 

\JSxcuni. 

E N E II. 

. . Enter Abdella tvith a Letter ^ and Rocca. 

Ahd. Write thus to me ? h'ath fearfully and bafcly; 
Betrfty'd his cfv^ Caufe •, yet to free himfclf, ; 
He nonv afcribe^ the Fault to me. . 

• Rock. I know not 

What he hath done \ but what he now dcfircs^ 
His Letters have inform'd you. 

jlbd. Yes, he is . * . . 

Too well acquainted with the Power he holds 
Over my mad Aflfeftions: I want time 
To write 5 but pray you tell him, if I were - 
No better" ftecl'd in my ili;png Refolutions, 
Than he hath (hown himfelf in his; or thought . 
There was a Hell hereafter, or a Hcav*n 
But la enjo^it^ him, I fhould ftick here. 
And owve no further 5 bid him yet take Comfort ; 
(?5) For iomeching I will do, the Devil would quake at, 
But Pll uatie this Nuptial Knot of Loye, 

And make way for his Wifhes; in the meantime 

., • . . . • • 

• ■ ■ ' - . 

i (34) C^m$ Ut me out f and comt auuayi no more Rage, 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Ahdella with a Letter and Rocca, 

Abdella. Write thus to me /*] If this latter part of the Line bel(dig 
to !Norandlne, 'tis ftrangely odd ; for why xnuft he fay no mare Ragef 
This rntpl res, that the Corporal and the Guard had been ito one befc^» 
which the Reader knows is fo far ireta ttne, that they were frighted 
with the mimic Grunt of a Hog, and took it for the' Devil ; but fup- 
poiing Jhdeiia had been florming at Mountferra^% Letter^ fome time 
before Racca's and her coming upon the Stage, thefe mollifying words 
^of his to her will be exceedingly in Chara^r, and highly {(foper to 
introduce «thfi angry Speech of Abdella. 

{l^)'For fomethtng I would do,-^—'] JTould^ which /confounds the 
Senfe, I have changed for nvill, upon the.AutWity of the 1647 
fdition. , • • 

• -Let 
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Let him lye dofe^ for he is ftriOly fought for« 
And pni&ice to love her, tb^ for his Ends 
Scorns Fear and Danger. 

£iittr Oriaqn Md Vdledat . 

Roc. All this I will tell him, [pcit Rocca. 

• Abd. Dofo( farewel. My Lady, with my Felbw, 
So carneft in Difcourfe ! What-c*er it be, 
rU fecond it. ^ 

Vel. rte*s fuch a noble Husband* 
In every Circumftance fo truly loving. 
That I might fay, and without Flatt'ry^ Madaip* 
The €un fees not a Lady but yourfdf 
That can defer vc him. 

M pf all Men I fay • 
That dare (for 'tis a defperate Adventure) 
Wear on their frpe Necks the fwect Yoak of Woman, 
(For they that do repine, are no true Husbands) 
Give mc a Soldier. 

. Ori. Why, arc they more loving 
Than other Men ? 

jibd. And loyc too with more Judgment ; 
For, but obferve, your Courtier is more curioits 
To fet himfclf forrii richly, than his Ls^dy : 
His Baths, Perfumes, nay Paintings too, more c^ftfy. 
Than his Frugality will allow to her \ 
His Cloaths as chargeable, and grant him but 
A thing without a Beard, and he may pais 
At all times for a Woman, and with *fome 
Have better ^^elcome ; Now, your Man of Lands 
For the moft part is careful to manure them, 
But leaves his Lady fallow; your great Merchant 
Breaks oftner for the Debt he owes his Wife, 
Than with his Creditors, and that's the Reafon 
She looks ellewhere for Payment : Now your Soldier -— 

Vel. Ay marry, do him right. 

jlbd. Firft, who has one, 
Has a Perpetual Guard upon her Honour y 
For while he weai*s a Sword, Slander . herl'eff 
' Dares not bark ^t it ; next, ihe fits at home 

• Y 2 . Like 
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Like a great Queenv and fends him forth to feidi in 
Her Tribute from ail parts \ which being brought honM^ 
He lays it at her Feet, and fedcs no further 
For his Reward, than what ihe may give freely. 
And with delight too, from her own Exchequer, 
Which he finds ever open. 

On, Be more modeft. ; 

Jbd. Why, we may (peak of that we*rc glad .to taftc of. 
Among our felves I mean. 

Ofi. Thou talk'ft of nothing. ' 

Abd. Of nothing, Madam ^ You have foui^d it Ibme- 
thingi • 

Or with the raifing up this pretty Mount here, • 
My Lord hath dealt with Sprites. 

Enter Gomera. 

* 

Ori, Two long hours abfent ? 

Gom. Thy Pardon, Sweet: I have been looking on 
The Prize that was brought in by the brave Dane^ 
The valiant Norandine^ and have brought fomething, . 
That may be thou wilt like of; but one kife. 
And then poffels my Purchafe : There's a piece 
Of Cloth of Tiffue, this of purple Velvet, 
And as they fwcar, of the nghfTyrian dye. 
Which others here but weakly counterfeit : 
If they are worth thy ufe, wear them 5 if not, 
Bcftow them on thy Women. 

jibd. Here's the Husband. 

Gom. While there is any trading on the Sea, 
Thou (halt want nothing; 'tis a Soldier's glory, 
IJowever he ncgledt himfelf, to keep * . 

His Mirirefs in full Luftre. 

Ori. You exceed, Sir. 

Gom. Yet there was one part of the Prize difpos'd of 
. Before I came, which I grieve that I mifs'd of, 
Being almoft aflured, it would have been 
A welcome Pr^fcnt. 

Ori. Pray you fay,- what was it ? 

Gom. A 7urki/h Captive of incomparable Beauty, 
And without queftion, in her Country noble ; 
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Which, as Companion to .thy faithful Moor^ 

I wbul4 have giv*n thee for thy Slave. On*. But was fhc 

Cff fuch an exquifitc form ?. Gom. Moft Exquifitc. * 

Or/. And well delcended? 

Gom. So the Habit promis'd. 
In which ,lhe was ta*en. 

Or/. .Of ^what Years ? • 

Gom. 'Tis faid 
A Virgin of fourteen. 

On. I pity her, . 
And wiih (he were mine, that I might ha* th* means 
T'entert^n her gently. 

Gom. She is now Miranda% 
And I've heard, made it her fuit to be£>, 

Ori. Miranda*^ ? then her Fate deferves not Pity, 
But Envy rather. 

G^/». Envy, Orianaf 

OrL Yes, and their Envy that live free. 

Gom. How*s this i 

Ori. Why, (he's falPn into the Hands of one. 
So full of that, which in Men we (tile Goodnefe, 
That in her being his Slave, (he*s happier far 
Than if flie were confirmed the Sultan's Miftrefi. 

Gom. Miranda is indeed a Gentleman 
Of fair deftrt,. and better hopes, but yet *. 

He hath his Equals. 

Ori. Where } I would go far. 
As I am now, though much unfit for Travels, I 

But to fee.one that without injury 
Might be put in the 'Scale, or parallcH'd, 
In any thing that's Noble, with Miranda ; . 
His Knowledge in all Services of War 
And ready Courage to put into aft 
That knowing Judgment, as you are a Soldier 
You bed may Ipeak of. Nor can you deliver. 
Nor I hear with delight, a better fubjeft. ' • 
And Heav'n did well, in luch a lovely Fg^ture 
To pla^e fo chafte a Mind ; for he is of 
So fyeet a Carriage, fuch a winning Nature, 
And fuch a bold, yc| wcH-difpos'd Behaviour} 

. Y 3 And 
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And to all thefe, h*as fuch a charming Tongue, 
That if he would fervc undct Love's frelh colours. 
What monumental Trophies might he raife. 
Of his free Conquefts, made in Ladies favours ? 

Gom. Yet did npt you refift him» when he was 
An earned Suitor to you. 

OrL Ycsldidi * . . 

And if I were again fought to, I fhould \ 
But mud afcribe it rather to the Fate 
That did appoint me yours, than any Power 
Which I can call mine owti. 

Gom^ E'en fo ? 

Abd. Thanks, Fortune, 
The Plot I'd, to raife in him Doubts of her, 
Thou hafteffcftcd. 

Ori, I could tell you too. 
What caufe i have to love him, with whlit resa(bn^ 
In thankfulnefs, he may ejtpefk from me 
All due obfervance 5 but I pafs that, a^ 
A benefit, for which*^ in my behalf. 
You ar^ his Debtor. 

Abd. I perceive it takes^ 
By his changM looks. 4 

Ori. He is not in tJic Oty, 
Is he, my Lord f 

Gom. Who, Lady? ^ 

Ori. Why Miranda^ 
Having you kene, -can there be any elfe 
Worth my encjuiry ? ' . 

Gom. This is ^ewhat more * i4/l(h, 

Than Love to Virtue. 

Ori. Faith when he oomes hither, 
(As fometimes, witbtnit ^ftion, you fliall ineec bias) 
Invite him h(mt. 

Gom. To what end? 1 

Ori. To Dine widi ITS) ^ 

Or Sup. .^ , j 

Gom. And then to take a hard Bed wkh you \ 
]Viean you not fo ? • 

Ori. If yWi could ^iti hkn to it^ 

• Twould 
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•Twould be the better ; for hi^ Entertainment, 
Leave that to me, he fhall find noble Ufage, 
And from me a free welcome. 

Gom. Have ypi^ never 
Heard of a Roman Lady, Oriana^ 
Remembred as a Precedent for Matrons, 
(Chad ones, I pray you underftand) whofe Husband, 
Tax'd for his fow'r Breath by his Enemy, 
Condemned his Wife, for not acquainting him 
With his Infirmity ? 

Ori\ 'Tis a common one } 
Her Anfwer was, having kifs*d none but him, 
She thought it was a general Difcafe 
All Men were fubjeft to ; but what infer you 
From that, my Lord ? 

Gom. Why, that this virtuous Lady 
Had all her Thoughts fo 'fix*d upon hei* Lbrd, 
That (he could find no fpare tinjc %6 fing Praifes 
Of any other j nor would fhe imploy 
Her Husband '(though perhaps in debt to years 
As far as I am) for an Inftrument 
To bring home younger Men (h^t mighf delight her 
With their Difcourfe, or r- 

Ori. What, my Lord? 

Gom.. Their Perfons, 
Or if r Ihould fpeak plainer -»- 

Ori. No it needs not, 
You*ve faid enough to make my Innocence know 
It is fufpefted. 

Gom. You betray yourfelf 
To more than a fufpicibn ; could you elfe. 
To me that live in nothing but love to you. 
Make fuch a grofs difcovVy, that your loift 
Had fold that Heart, I thought mine, to Miranda ? 
Or rife to fuch a height in Impudence, 
As to prefame to work my yielding weiakncfs 
To play for your bad ends, to my difgrace. 
The Wittal, or the Pander ? 

Ori. Ho not ftudy 
Tq print more Wounds, (for that were Tyranny) 

Y f Upon 
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Upon a Heart that is pierc'd through already. 

.Com. Thy Heart? thou haft picrc*d thro* mine Ho- 
nour, falfe one, 
The Honour of my Houfe i Fool that I was. 
To give it up to the deceiving truft 
Of wicked Woman : For thy fake, vile Creature,, 
(j6) For all I have done well in, in my Life, 
I've dig*d a Grave, all buried in a Wife; 
For thee I have defy*d my conftant Miftrefe, 
That never failed her Servant, glorious War 5 
For thee refus'd the Fellowlhip of an Order 
Which Princes, through all dangers, have been proud 
To fetch as far as from JerufaUfn ; 
And am I thus rewarded ? 

Vei By all Goodnefs 
You wrong !ny 'Lady, and deferve her not, 
When you are at your beft : Repent your Raflincfs,, 
'Twill ihow well in you; 

Abd. Do, and ask her Pardon, ' 

Ori. No, I have liyM too long, to have my Faith,^ 
My tryM Faith, caird in queftion, and by him 
That Ihould know true Affcdion is too tender 
To fuffer an unkind touch, without ruin ; 
Study Ingratitude, all, from my Example 5 
For to be thankful now, is to be faWe. *. 

But be't fo, let me dye, I fee you wifh it ; 
Yet dead for truth, ^nd pities fake, report . 
What Weapon you made choice of, when you kill'd me, 

VeL She faints. 

Abd. What hiive ye done? 

Ori. My lafl: Breath cannot 
Be better fpeht, than to fay I forgive you j 
Nor is. my Death untimely, fince with me 
I take along what might have been hereafter 
In fcorn delivered for the doubtful Iflue 
<)f a fufpeded Mother, [Sbe/tpoons, 

. p^eL Oh, fhe*s gone. 

{36) For all I have done 'well, in fjrf Life^ The deficient Meafare 
of this Verib I have filled un from the Copy of the oulieft Date. 
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j^d. For ever gone. Are you a Man ? 

Qm. I grow here. 

jflfd. Open her Mouth, and pour this Cordial in it; 
If any fpark of Life be unquenjn'd ip her. 
This will recover her, 

Fel. 'Tis all in vain. 
She's ftifF already : Live I, and flie dead ? 

Gom. How like a Murtherer I ftand? lookup. 
And hear me curfe my felf, or but behold 
The Vengeanee I will take for't, Oriana^ 
And then in peace forfakeme: Jealoufie, 
Thou loathfome Vomit of the Fiends below. 
What defp'rate hunger made me to receive thee 
Into my Heart, and Soul ? Til let f hec forth. 
And fo in Death find eafe ; and does my fault then 
Deferve no greater Punifliment ? No, Til live 
To keep thee for a Fury to torment me, 
And make me know what Hell is on the Earth : 
All Joys and Hopes forfake me ; all Men*s Malice, 
And all the Plagues they can infiift, I widi it, 
Fall thick upon me : let my Tears be laught at. 
And may mine En'mies fmiletbhear me groan; 
And* dead, may I be pitied of none. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Colonna and Lucinda. 

Luc. Pray you, Sir, why was th* Ordnance- o* the Fort 
Difcharg'd fo fuddenly ? • 

Col. Twas the Governor's pleafure. 
In honour of the Dane, a Cuftom us'd. 
To fpeak a Soldier's welcome. 

Luc. 'Tis a fit one : 
But is my Matter here too ? 

Col. Three days fince. 

Luc. Might I demand without offence fo much, 
Js'c Pride in him (however now a Slave) 
That I am not admitted to his Pf^feqce ? 

C^/. Hiscourtefie to you, and to NJankind, 
fday eafily refolve you^ he is free 

From 
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From that poor Vice which only empty Men 
Efteem a Virtue. 

Lmc. What's the Reafbn then. 
As you imagine, Sir ? # 

(37) Col. Why I will tell you ; 
You are a Woman of a tempting Beauty, 
And he, however virtuous is a Man, 
Subjeft to human frailties ;. and how far 
They may prevail upon him, (hould he foe yciu. 
He is not ignorant ; and therefore chafes 
With care t*avoid the caufc that may produce 
Some ftr^nge eSefb, which wi!l not well keep rank 
With the rare Temperance which is admir'd 
In his life hitherto « 

Luc. This much increaies 
My ftrong Dcfire to fee him. 

Col It (hould rather 
Teach you to thank the Prophet that you worihip. 
That you are fuch a Man's, who though he may 
Do any thing which Youth and heat of Blood 
Invites him to, yet dares not give way to them : 
Your Entertainment's noble, and net like 
Your prefent Fortune ; and if all thofc Tears 
Which made Grief lovely in you, i* th* relation 
Of the fad Story that forc'd me to w^p too, 
Your Husband's hard Fate, were not counterfeit ; 
You (hould rejoice that you have means to pay ^ 
A chad Life to his Memory, and bring to him 
Thofe fweets, which while he liV'd, he could^not tafteof ^ 
3ut if you wantonly beftow them on 
Another Man, you offer violence 
To him, though dead ; and his griev'd Sprite will fuffer 
For your immodeft Loofenels. 

Luc. Why, I hope, Sir, 
My willingnefs to look on him, to whom 
I owe my Life and Service, is no proof 
Of any unchafl purpofc 
Col So J wiih too, 

(37) ^ol. Why /will ////jpotf ;] WeasejigRJii Iseholdep here to the 
^dlio of 1 647. The other Books write« 

WhylttllyTu. And 
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And in the Confidence it is nor. Lady, 

I dare the better tell you he will fee you 

This Night, in which by him I am conrimanded. 

To bring you to his Chafliber, (38) to what end 

I eafily (hou)d guefs, was I Lucinda \ 

And therefore^ though I can yield lictle reafon, 

(But in a general love to Womens goodnefs) • 

Why I (hould be fo tender of your Honour, 

!• willingly would beftow fome Counfel of you. 

And would you follow tii 

Luc. Let me firft hear it. 
And then I can refolve you. 

CoL MyAdvic^then 
Is, that you would not, (as moft Ladies ufe 
When they prepare themielyes for fuch Encounters) 
Study to aidd, by artificial Dreffings, 
To native Excellence ; yours, without* help, 
£ut feen as it is now, would make a Hermit 
Leave his Death's Head, and change his after hopes 
Of endlefs Comforts, for a few fhort Minutes 
Of prefent Pleafures 5 to prevent which. Lady, 
iPraftice to take away from your Pcrfc^tfons, 
And to preierve your Chaftity unftain'd ; 
The moft deform'd Shape that you can put on. 
To cloud your Body's fair Gifts, or your Mind's, 
(It being laboured to fo chaft an endj 
Will prove/the faireft Ornament. 

Luc. To take froni 
The Workmanftiip of Heav'n is an Ofieace 
As ,great as to endeavour to add to it j 
Of which, ril GOt be guiky : Chaftity 
That lodges in Deformity, appears rather . 
A MuI6t. imposed by Nature^ than a Bicfling *^ 

;^^) « ■ I ■ ' ■ ■ I ■ I M . i0 fwhet end 

I eafif^yhould gue/sftjoere IMiTZXidoii] Belbr^ we condemti 
this Miranda, let tts put the Sen(e of this PalTage into plain Prok. 
You are intended to be brought into Miranda^ Chamber this Night^ 
fa^s C^Umbm to ijucimik, afui if f was IMfrMwia, I cou^d eaSly gtiefs for 
what end, &r. i. e. if I fent for you, I could furely tell why I fent 
lor you. Is n«t this aighty riegaoc ? IiJodbt aot but my «ea4er . fecf 
where the Fault lies, and las auSe ^ Corre^on for bic;^ 
/ eeMy fiould guefs^ way I Lucinda. 

^. . . AndU 
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And's commendable only when it conquers. 

Though ne'er fo oft affaulted, in refiftanoe : 

For me, VU therefore fo difpofe my felf. 

That if I hold out, itfhall be with Honour ^ 

Or if I yield, Miranda (hall find fomething 

To make Jiim love his Via'ry, J^£xU. 

Col. With what cunning 
This Woman argues for her own Damnation? . 
!Nor fhould I hold it for a Miracle, 
Since they are all born Sopbifters to maintain 
That Luft is lawful, and the end and ufe 
Of their Creation ; would I never had : 
Hop*d* better of her, or could not believe % 
Though {e^n the Ruin, I muftevcr grieve* [.Ei^if. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Miranda, Norandirie, Servants with Lights^ 

Mir. Pll fee you in your Chamber. 

Nor: Pray ye no farther : 
It is a Ceremony I expe6l not, 
I am no Stranger here, I know my Lodging, 
And have flept foundly there, when the Turks Cannon 
• PlayM thick upon it : O 'twas Royal Mufick, 
And ta procure a found Sleep for a Soldier, . 
(39) Worth forty of your Fiddles. As you love me, 
Prefe it no farther. 

Mir. You will overcome. 
Wait on him carefully. 

Nor. Pve took, fince Supper, 
A Roufe or two too much, and by- - 

It warms my Blood. 

Mir. You'll fleep the better for' t. 

iVi^r— On*r, I Ihould, had but I a kind Wench 
To pull my Boot-hofe off, and warm my Night-Cap, 
There's no Charm likc*t : I love old Adam^s^zy \ 
Give me a diligent Eve^ to wait towstrds bed^time, 

. ^59) .W9rth forty 9fo\xtFiJdUs. — ^] I have given what I take 
to be the true Reading from the oldeft Folio. 

; : .. ^ . . - Hang 
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Hang up your fmpoch Chin Page ; and now I think on't. 
Where is your Turtijh Prisoner ? 

Mr. In the Caftte, 
But yet I never (aw her. 

Nor. Fie upon you : 
See her for Shame 5 or hark ye, if you would 
JPerform the Friend's part to me, the Friend's part> 
It being a Falhion of the laft Edition, 
From Pander ifm far, now fend her to me— 
(46J You look ftrange on't, no Entertainment's perfcdt 
Without it on my Word, no Livery like if; . 
I'll tell her he looks for it as duly 
As for his Fee, — There's no Suit got without it, 
Gold is an Afs to't. 

Mir. Go to bed, to bed. 

Nor. Well, if fhe come, I doubt not to. convert her; 
If not, the Sin lye on your Head. Good night. 

. . {^Exii Nor. and Servants. 

'Enier CoJonna and Lucinda. 

Col. There you fliall find him. Lady 3 you know what 
I've faid, . ' 

And if you.pleafe you may make ufc. 

Luc. No doubt. Sir. 

C»l. From hence I (hall hear all. [He retires, 

Mir. Come hither young one— ^— 
Beflirew my Heart, a handfome Wench ; come hearer,— 
A very handfomq one; do not you grieve. Sweet, 
Yoi^re a Prifoner? 

Luc^ The lofs of Liberty, 
No doubt. Sir, is a heavy and Iharp Burden 

(46) Nor. lou look JI range, 071* f, no Entertainment's ferfeB . 

Without it on my Word, no Linjery like it, ' '^ 

The Paffage 

/'// tell her he looks for it as duly 

As for his Tee > • ' 

which I have recovered from the Folio of the .oldeft dare is not to 
be found in the fucceeding Editioiis ; buc I mull confefs I doVc^qn- 
derlFaftd the latter part of the Speech any more than^ I know rcAfoa 
why the Ediiors of the Copies' cJf 1679 and 1711, thought proper to 
.ircp it* • • • . . . . . • • 

• . • •.,.'• To 
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To them that feci it truly : But your Servant* 

Your humble Handmaid, never felt that Rigour* \ 

Thanks to that noble Will ; no Want, no Hungq" 

(Companions ftill to Slaves) no Violence, 

Nor any unbcfcem ing Aft, we ftart at. 

Have I yet met with ; all Content and Goodoefs, 

Civility, and Swcethefs of Behaviour 

Dwell round about me; therefore, worthy Mafter, 

I cannot lay I grieve my Liberty/ 

Mir. Do not you fancy vat too cold a Soldiert 
Too obftinatc an Enemy to Youth, 
That had fo fair a Jewel in my Cabinet, 
And in fo long a time would ne'er look on it? 

CoL What can fhe fay now ? 

Luc. Sir I dcfir'd to fee ye. 
And with a longing Wifli 

CoL There's all her Virtue. 

Luc. Purfu'd that full Dcfire to give ye Thanks, Sir, 
The only Sacrifice Pve left, and Service, 
For all the virtuous Care you've kept me fafc with, 

CoL She holds well yet. 

ACr. The pretty Fool fpeaks finely ; 
Come, fit down here. 

Lmc. O Sir, 'tis moft unfeemly. 

Mk. ril have it fo; fit clo&, now tell me mily» 
Did you e'er love yet ? 

ZiU(f. (41) My Years will anfwer that. Sir. 

JMlr. And did you then love truly ? 

Luc. So I thought, Sir. • 

Mir. Can ye love me fo ? 

CoL Now! . ♦ 

Imc. With all my Duty ; • • . . 

(41 ) Mf Years nvill anfwer that^ Sir.'] Bat what will hCT Years an- 
fwer ? Is it aConfequence, that becaufe ihe is young, th^i^re (be xnuft 
have been in Love } The Alteration of a Letter, which is buta fmaU * 
Change, will feemingly fet all right : 

My Tears nvill anfwer that,' ■ 

i. e. Her Tears for the Lofs of her Hasband, which *ds nataral to 
fepppie ihe toight burfl into, upon Miranda^ Quef^on, 
\ Didyout*er love yet? 
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I were unworthy of thofe Fnvours eUe, 
You daily fliownr on me. 

Mir. What think'ft thou of mc ? 

Jjuc. I think ye imi a truly worthy Gcntfeiiumv 
A PatttUB, and a.lPridc to- th* Age ye live in, 
. Sweet as the Commendations all Nfen give ye. [Man 
' Mir. A pretty flattVing Rogue» dare ye kifs that fwcec 
Ye fpeakYo fvrcctJy of? Come. 

Col. Farewel Virtue. \m0tc. 

Mir. What ktft tbou got between ^y Lips ? kils once 
Sure thou haft a SpeH there. 

Luc. More ibati e'er I knew^ Sir. 

Col. All Hopes go now. [hear «ic, 

Mir. I muft teU you a thing in your Ear, and you oiuft^ 
And hear me willingly, and grant me fo too, 
'Twill not be worth my asking elfc. 

Jjuc. It muft be 
A vet^y hard thing, 5ir, and from my Power, 
I ihall deny your Goodnefe. 
• Mir. ' Tis a good Wench ; I muft lye with ye. Lady. 

Lue. 'Tis fomething ft range : 
For yet in all my Life I knew no Bedfellow, • 

ilfir. You'll quickly find that Knowledge 

Luc. To what end. Sir? 

Mir. Att cbou fo innocent, diou canftnotguefs atit? 
Did. thy Dreams ne'er dineft thee ? 

•Z«^. **Fairh none yet. Sir. * [fines 

Mtr. V\\ tell thee then j Td meet thy Youth, and PJca- 
Give thee my Youth for that ; by Heav'n ftje fires 4aie.i 
And teach thy fair while Arms, like wanton Ivies, 
A thou&nd new Embraces. 

Luc. Is that all. Sir ? 
And fay I (hould try, may not wc lye quietly ? 
Upon myConfcience I could.* 

Mir. That's as we make it. • {then ? 

Luc. Grant.thaCj that likes ye bcft, what would ye do 
.Mir. What would I do? certainly Tm no Baby, 
Nor brought up for a Nun ; hark in thine £ar, 

Luc. Fie, fie. Sir. 

Mir. I would get^ a brave Boy on thee, • 
A warlike Boy. * \ Luc. 
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Luc. Sure we flidl get ill Chriftians. 
. Mir. We!ll mend 'cm in the breeding then. 

Imc. Sweet Mafter. 

CoU Never belief in Woman come near me more. 

Lmc. My beft and nobleft^ir, if a poor Virgin^ 

(For yet by -Fm fo) (hould chance fo far 

(42) (Seeing your E^xcellence, and able Sweecnefs) 
To forget herfelf, and flip into your Bofome»* 
Or to your Bed, out of a doating on ye, . 
Take it the beft way ; have you that cruel Hearty 
That murd'ring Mind to ?■ 

Mir. Yes, by my troth. Sweet, have I, * . 
To lye with her. * 

Luc. And do you think it we^^dyw|je ? [Wench, 

Mir. That's as flieMl think whcrr tis done ; co^ie to bed. 
For thou'rt fo pretty, and fo witty a Companion, 
We muft not part to Night. Luc, Faith let me go. 
Sir, and think better on't. Mir. Pfaith thou fhalt not 5, 
I warrant thee Pll think on't. ' 

Luc. Tve heard «*em fay here, 
^ You are a Maid too. 

il4fr. I .am fure I am, Wench, 
If that will pleafe thee. 

Z.»r. r have fcen a Wonder.' 
And would you lofethat, for a little Wantonncfs, 
(Confid^r my fweet Mafter, like a Man, now) 
For a few hony'd Kiffes, flight Embraces, 
That Glory of your Youth ? that Crown of Sweetncfs 
Can ye deliver? That unvalued Treafure ' 

Would ye forfake, to fcek your own Diflionour, • 
What gone, no Age recovers, nor Repentance, 
To a poor Stranger ? * 

Cal. Hold there again, thou'rt perfeft. 
* Z.«r. . I know you do but try me. 

M/>. And I knbw 
rU try y' a great deal farther 5 prithee, to bed: 
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(4t) [Seeing your Excellence^ and ^X^Sweetnefs)} I hJlve not atiy 
clear Idea of /z5/^ S'weetnefs^ perhaps we fhouM read amiable^ ''ih true 
the Meafare reclaims againil, cho* the Senfe feems to demand it. But 
the Reader is left to his choice. 
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t Ipyc ifc?!?, jB^fo well — i— Come kife mconceinore ; 
Is a Maiden-head ill beftow*d o' me ? 

Luc^ yfhsLt*s this. Sir ? ITaking bold of bis Crpfs. 

Mr. Why ^ *ds the Badges Sweet, of that holy Order 
I (hortly muft receive, the Crofi of Malta, 

Luc. What Virtue has it ? 

Mir. All that we call virtuouSk 

lU^f • Who gave it firift ? 
• A/ir. He that gavC; all, to fave uSi 

Luc. Why then 'tis- holy too ? 

Mir: True Si^n of Holinefs, 
The Bajjge of all his Soldiers that profefs him# 

Luc. The^adge of all his Soldiers that profefs him !J 
Can't fave in Dangciila^,, 
' .Mtr. Yes, 

Luc. In Troubles, comfort ^ 

Mir. You fay true, Swecn 

Luc. In Sicknefs, reftore Health ^ 

Mir. All this it can do. 

Luc. Preferve from Evils that afflift our Frailties? 

Mir. I hope flie will be Chriftian ; All thefe truly^ i 

Luc. Why are you fick then, fick to Death with Lull? 
In danger to be loft? No holy Thought, 
In all that Heart ? nothing but wandring Frailties 
Wild as the Wind, and blind as Death or Ignorance^ 
Inhabit there. 

Mir. Forgive me Heav'n, (he fays true: [t\tk ? 

Luc. Dare ye profefs that badge, prophane that Good* 

Col. Thon haft redeemed thy fclf again^ moft rarely. 

Luc. That Holineftiand Truth ye make me wonder at? 
Blaft all the Bounty Heav*n gives I that Remembrance—. 

Col. O excellent Woman. 

Luc. Fling it from ye quickly* 
If ye be thus refolv'd ; I fee a Virtue 
Appear in't like a Sword, both Edges flaming. 
That will confun^e ye, and your Thoughts, to Aflies : 
Let them profefs it that are pure, and noble. 
Gentle, and juft of Thought^ that build the Ct^fs, 
Not thofe that break it ; by-- — if ye touch me, 
Ev'n in the Aft, FIl make that Crofs, and curfc ye. 

Vol. VII. 2 Mir. 
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Mr. You (haU not, Fair; Xdid diffembfe wkli y^ 
And but to try your Faith, ! faihion'd all this ; 
Yet ibmething you provok*d me : This fair Crofs^ 
By me (if he but pleafe to help, firft gave it) 
Shall ne'er be worn vipon a Heart corrupted ; 
Go to your Reft, my modeft, honeft Servant, 
My fair and virtuous Maid, and fleep fecure there. 
For when you fuflfer, I forget this Sigit here. 

CoL A Man of Men too : O moft perftft Gentlemani 

Luc. All fweet Reft to you, Sir •, Pm half a Chrifttan, 
The other half I'll pray for i then flbr you. Sir. 

jMir. This is the fouleft Play Y\\ fliew ; good ni^r, 
Sweet. lEmmt. 



ACT IV. S C E N B I. 

Enter Momthrm an(m,9QC2L, 

^ Mount. 'T^ H E San"^ not fet yet ? 
JL Hoe. No, Sir. 

Mount. Would it were. 
Never to rife again to light the World. ' 

And yet, to what vain Furpo& do I wifli it, 
Since though I werer inviron'd with thick MMs, \ 

Black as Cymirian Darknefs, or. my Crimes, 
There is that he^, upon whic^ as an Anvil 
Ten thouiknd ][;^aa^mers ^rike, and every Spark 
They force from it, to fne^s another Sm 
To li^ me to my ^ame ? 

Roc, Take Hope and Comfort. 

Mount. They're Aid^ indeed, but yet as far from njc, 
As I from being innocent : This Cave, fafhion'd 
By provide Nature in this folid Rock 
To be a Den for Qeafts, alone receives me. 
And having provM an Enen^y lo Man^kind^ 
All human helps forfake me. 

Roc. I'll ne er leave you. 
And wi/h you would call back that noble C^urage^ 

That 
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That ^Id tevlncJbfc i?oititude of ydUiT* 
That us*^ to dxnvik ac nothing. 

Mount. The* k did not, 
But 'twas when I was honeft ; then i' tV hfisHt . 
Of all my H^ppineCs, of all my Glories 
Of all Delights, that made Life precioiis tO ndQf 
I durft die, Rocca ; Death itfelf then to me 
Was nothing terrible, becaufe I knevf 
The Fame of a good Knight would ever Mvc 
Frelh on my Memory ; but fince I fell 
From my Integrity, and difmifsM thofe Guardi, 
Thofc flrong Affurances of Innocence, / 

That Conftancy fled from me, 9n0 wbiit*9 worfe. 
Now I am loathfome to my felf ; and Life 
A Burthen to me, racked with i^A RemembrsinGe 
Of what I have done, and my prcfent Horn)r$ 
Unfufferable to me, tortured with Defpair 
That 1 fhall ne'er find Mercy : Hell about m«i 
Behind me^ and before me, yet I dare not. 
Still fearir^ wof fe, pot off my wretched Being. 

Enter Abdelfa. 

Roc. To fee this would dAer a doubtful Man 
(43) From mifchicvous Intents, much mQrc the Pra^ke 
Of what is wicked : Here's the Moor^ look up Sir, 
Some Eafe may come from her. 

Mount. New Trouble rather. 
And I expeft it. 

Abd. Who is this ? Mountferrat f 
Rife up for Shame, and like a River dry'd up 
With a lof^ droMghf, from me, your bounteous Sea, 
Receive ehofc Tidei of Comfort that flow to you \ 
If ever I look'd lovely, if Defert 
CouW eveir challenge welcome ; if Revenge, 
And onexpcfted Wreak, were ever pleafing, • 
Or could endear the Giver of fuch Blcflings, 
All theie I come adom'd with, and, as due, 

(45)^^r#« mifchtevoiu E<vtnts, — -^] Tho* this reading may be de- 
fended, yet I have chofc to adopt UtenU from the firft Folio Edition. 

Z 2 .Make 
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Make Challenge df thofc fo long wIlhM Embrace?, 
Which you, unkind, have hitherto dehy*d mc. 

Mount. Why, what have you done for me ? 

jibd. Made Gotnera ^ 

As truly miPrablc, 35 you thought hini happy ; 
Could you wifh rtnorc ? ^ 

Mount. As if his Sicknefs could 
Recover me ; the Injuries I receivM 
Were Oriana's. 

jfbd. She has paid dear for 'em. 
She's dead. 

Mount. How? 

j/bd. Dead ; my- Hate could reach no farther : 
Taking Advantage of her in a Swoon, 
Under Pretence to give a Cordial to her 
I poifon'd her : What ftupid Dulnefs is this ? 
What you fliould entertain with Sacrifice, 
Can you receive fo coldly ? 

Mount. Bloody Deeds 
Are grateful Offerings, pleafing to the Devil, 
And thou, in thy black Shape, and blacker Aft ions. 
Being Hell's perfeft Charafter, art delighted 
(44) To do what I, though infinitely wicked, 
'^Tremble to h^ar; thou haft, in this, ta'en from mc 
All Means to make amends with Penitence, 
To hdr wrong'd Virtues, and difpoird me of 
The poor Remainder of that Hope was left me. 
For all I have already, or muft fuffer. 
/^ jibd. I did it for the beft. . 
flfuwi'^ -Mr- For thy worft Ends, 

AnTbe affur'd but that, I think, to kill thee 
Would but. prevent, what, thy Defpair puft force thee 
To do unto thy felf, and fo to add to 
Thy moft afl^ur'd Damnation, thou wert dead now. 
But ge*t thee from my Sight ; and if Luft of me 
Did ever fire thee (Love I cannot call it) 

♦ 

(44) To Jo nx'lat J though i ] TWs nonfenfical Reading both 

Mr. Se'warJ and my felf rejedled for though^ before we faw ihc Copy 
of 1647, which happily confirmed our Cor^efturc. ^' 
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Leap down from thpfe fteep Rocks, or take advantage 
Of the next Tree to hang thy felf, and th^ ^ 

I may laugh ^t it. jibd. , In the mean time I muft 
Be bold, to do fo much for you ; ha, ha,, 

il4&tt»/. Why grin'ft diou. Devil ? 

jfbd. That 'tis in my power . ,^ . 

To punifh thy Ingratitude 5 I made trial , , . . V 
But how you ftood afFefted, and Ance I , \. ■■ 

Know l*m us*d only for a Property, 
I can and will revenge it to the full. 
For under (land in thy contempt qr me, 
Thofe hopes of Orianay which I could 
Have chang'd to certainties, are Jqft for ever. ^ 

Mount. Why, lives (he? . 

jlbd. Yes, but never to Mountferrat^ 
Although it is in rn^, witji as muph eafe 
To give her freely up to thy Poffeffibn, 
As to remove this Rufh ; which yet defpair of: 
Fpr by my much wrong'^fl Love, Flattery, nor Threats^ 
Tears, Prayers, norVows, ihall ever win me tp it : 
So with my Curfe I leave thee. 

Mount. Prithee ftay, 
Thou know'ft 1 dote on thee, and yet thou art 
So peevilh, and perverle, fo apt to take 
. Trifles unkindly from me. 

jlbd. To perfwade me 
To break my Neck, to hang, then damn my felf, 
With you are Trifles. 

Mount. *Twas my Melancholy 
That made me fpeak I know not what ; forgive, 
I will redeem my fault. 

Roc. Believe him. Lady. 

Mount. A thoufand times I will demand thy Pardon, 
And keep the reckoning on thy Lips with Kiflcs. ^ 

Abd, There's fomething elfe, that would prevail more 
with me. 

Mount. Thou fhalt have all thy wifhes, do but blcfs mc 
With means to fatisfie my mad Dcfircs 
For once in Orianay and for ever 
I am thine, only thine, my bed Jbdella. 

Z 3 Jbd. 
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Jhd. Wert t dlRir'd of this, and ifcait y^u #6u!d. 
Having enjoy'd her*— ♦— 

Monht. Any thifig :' iftake choice of 
Thine own conditions. 

Abd. Swear then, that ^rfoif m'd, 
(To free me from all doubts and fcttri hereafter) 
To give me leave to kill her. 

Mount. That our fafcty 
Mu(t of neceffity urge Us to. 

Abd, Then know 
It was not Poifon, but ft fleeping Pdtioii 
Which fhe received ; yfct of fufficicnt ftreng^h 
So to bind up.her SeAfes, that no figki 
Of life appeared in her; and thus thought dedd. 
In her beft Habit, as the Cdftom is 
You know in Malla^ with all Ceremonies 
She's buried in her Family^s Mbhumemt, 
V th* Temple of St. J^bn^, Pll brlhg y^u thither, 
Thus, &s you are difguisM ; fome fix hdu!4 hedce 
The Potloii will leave working. 

Roc, Let us hafte then; 

Mount. Be my good AngeJ, guide tAt. 

Abd. But remember 
You keep your Chlth. 

Mount. As i defire to profpef 
In whj^t I undertake. 

Abd. i ask no more; {JEneiM^ 

s c E N e; il 

• - ■ ^ • 

Enter Miranda, Norandine^ md G^lohiia. 

Cd. Here, Sir, Tve got the Key 5 \ bpfr^w^d it 
Ofhim that keeps the Church, the Door i^ open. 

Mir. Look lo the Horfes then, and pleafc the Fallow. 
After a few Devotions, PJl retire. 
Be not far Off, thefe mv^y be fome ufe of ye. 
Give me the Light : Come Friend, a few good Prftyws 
Were not beftow'd in vain now, e'en froni you, Sifw 
Men that are bred ih Blood, hayc nq my left 'erft^ 

NO 
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No Bath, no Purge, no Time to wear it out 

Or waife ft off, bW Penitence^ and Praytar : 

I am to take the O^cr, aad my Yooth 

Loaden I-muft confcfs with many Follicsy 

Circled and bound about with Siot^) many 

As in the Houfe of Memory live Figiir®. . 

My Heart Pll open now, my Fault* confeg, 

(45) And rife a new Man* Heav^j I hojpe, t* a hew life, 

JVSr. I have nt> gitat Devotion^ at thii ii^m, 
B^c for a Prayei* or cvTQy I w^I not out Sir ) * > 

Hold up* your Finger when youVe prayM enough, 

Mir. Go you to that end^ 

Nor. I fhaU m^tr pi-ay akaie fuw^ 
I have been fa us'd to anfweip the Ofisiki iffovM I had a 
Cufhion, forKhaU ne'er make a good Hermit, and kneel 
'dll my Knees are Horn 1 thefe SooDtis are plaguy hat* d ; 
where fhall I begin tiQw ? for if I do not ob&r ve a method, 
I ihall be out preiently. 

OnV Oh, oh. 

Nor. What^s that, Sir P dJd yt hear ? 

Mir* Ay; to your Prtiycrs* v 

Nor. 'T\«?as hereabOuta, (46^ \ has put mb clcaii awfy 
now, I fliail ne'er gtt in again-— ha>— By Land, and 
Water, all Children and all Women i ay, there it was 
I left. 

Oru Oh, oh. 

Nor. Ne'er tell m^ Sir, 
Here's fonaething got an>ong(l us. 

J^Gr. I heard a Groat), 
A difmal one, Ori. Oh,'oh» 

Nor. Here, 'tis here. Sir, 'tis here. Sir j 
A Devil in the Wall. 

Mr^ 'Tis fome Uludon 
To fright us from Devotion--^—* Ori. Oh, oh. 

« (45) And xi(t a mno Many ] So Mr. S«<iiMri^ with me cor- 

'redled the Text, and fo reads the Copy of 1647. 

{\(y)'*thasfut meeluuiZf9zyno'v>i'\ To put one 0«;«)r from one^t 
Prayers, is an odd Expreffion for puttutg m/ ; I conje^luf M that to 
inake the Paflage plaiaer %fc fiiould read 4^wry^ but doift i»ot hate proi^ 
pofed it ^ad it nojt been cosfim'd by the Folio of 1647. 

Z 4 Nor. 
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Nor. Why *tis here, 
(47) The Spirit bf a Huntfman cboak'd with Butter*: 
Here's a new Tomb, new Trickmcnts too. . f 

Mir. For certain; 
This has not been three days here. ' 

Nor. And a Tablet 
With Rhimes upon't. ■ 

Mir. I prithtsc read 'em, Norandine. 

iVbr. An Epi-^— an Epi — taph, I think 'tis ; ay *tii 
taph, an Epitaph upon the moft excell, excel — lent-« 
and " ■ "^ 

Mir. Thou canft not read. 

Nor. Pve fpoil'd mine Eyes with Gun-powdfer. 

Mirk An Epitaph upon the moft virtuous, and excel- 
lent Lady, the Honour of Chaftity, Oriana. 

Ner. The grand Matter's Sifter ? howadevficaiitefhe 
here ? when dipt Ihe out o* th* way ? the Stone's But haJf 
upon her. 

Mir. It is a fudden change : certain the mifchief 
Mountferrat offered to her broke her Heart-ftrings. 

Nor. Would he were here, Pd be the Clerk my fclfi 
And by this little light, I'd bury him alive here : v 
Here's no lamenting now. Ori. Oh, oh. ^ / 

Nor. There 'tis, ... :" > .;.. / 

Mir. Sure from the Monument, the very Stone grcia^s 
for her. - ' > . ' 

Oh, dear Lady, blefling of Women, virtue of thy Sex; 
How art thou fet for ever, how ftol'n from us.- ' - - , 
Pabling and prating now converfe with- Womdi.- 

Nor. Sir, it rifes, it looks up. : £She rifis iip. 

Mir. Heav'n blcfs us. r 

Nor. It is in Woman's Cloaths, it rifes higher. ^^ 

Mir. It looks about, and wonders V fure (lie livesi Sjr. 
^Tis (he^ 'tis Om«^, 'tis that Ladyr ^ ^ 

Nor. Shall I go to her ? On. Where am I ! 

Mir. Stand ftill. \ 

{i^j) The spirit "ef a Hontrman choalCi'with Buffer:] As I can 

• fee no Hunioar in an HuntfrnafCi being choak^d nvith Buffer, I make 

ne doubt of its being a Corruption for Dufthman, who are always 

|au?hM at for eating fuch Quantities of oyiM Butier. T. Sewar4^ 

Qru 
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OrtV What Place if the J 

Nor. She is as live as I am. 

Ori. What fmcU of Earth, and rotten Bones, what 
dark Place ? . 
Lord, whither am i carried ? 

iVl^r. How ihe flares. 
And lets her Eyes pn him. 

Mir. How is't, dear Lady ? ^ 
D* you know me? how (he fliakcs ? 

Ori. You are a Man, , 

Afin A Man that honours you. 

Ori. A cruel Man, 
Ye are all cruel 5 are you in your Grave too ? 
For there's no trufting cruel Man, above ground. 

Nor. By*r Lady that goes hard. 

Mir. To do you Service, 
And to reftore ye to the Joys you were in— 

Orii I was in Joys indeed, and hope 

Mir. She finks again. 
Again flie*s gone, (he's gone 'r gone as a Shadow, 
She finks for ej^r. Friend. 

Nor. She is cold now, ' 

She's certainly departed, I muft cry too. 

A//rJ The bleffcd Angels guide thee; put the Stone to. 
Beauty thou'rt gonje to Duft, Goodnefs to Allies. 

Nor. Pray take it well ; we mufl: all have our hours. Sir. 

Mir. Ay, thus we are, and all our painted Glory, 
A bubble that, a Boy blows into th* Air, 
And there it breaks. . 

Nor. I am glad ye fav'd her Honour yet. 

Mir, Would I had fav'd her Life now too : Oh Heav'n, 
For fuch a Blefllng, fuch a timely Blefling 1 
O Friend, what dear content 'twould be, what Story 
To keep my Name froni Worms i Ori. Oh, oh. 

Nor. She lives again. 
*Twas but a Trance. 

Mir. Pray ye call my Man inprefcntly. 
Help with the Stone firft, oh fhe llirs a^ain. 
Oh call my Man, away. 

. Nor. J fly, I fly, Sir. [Exit, 

Mir. 
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Mr. Upon^y Knees, O I&aT'o, O Hcay'n^ I ihknk 
thee. 

Enter Cdldnha, a)id Nol^ttdine. 

The living heat deals into fcVery Member a 
Come, help the Coffin out foftlyi und fuddenl/ ; 
Where is the Clerk ? 

Col. Drunk above •, he is fare. Sir., 

Mr. Sirrah, you mull be fecret* 

Col. As your Soul, Sir. 

Mir. Softly good Friend, take bcr into your Ama. 

Nor. Put in the cruft again. 

Mir. And bring her out there, when I am a Horfeba(^ 
My Man and I will tenderly condud; her 
Unto the Fort ; ftay you, and .watch what ifliic^ 
And what Enquiry's for the Body. 

Nor. Well, Sir. 

Mir. And when y' have done, Come back to tne* 

Nor. I will. 

Mr. Softly, oh foftly. 

Nor. She grows warmer ftill. Sir. 

Col. What ftiall I do with th* Key ? 

Mir. Thou canft not ftir Aow, 
.Leave it i'th' Doorv go get the Horfcs naidy. lEsmitU. 

Enter Rbcca, Mouritferrat, and Abdella with 

a datk LaHtborn. 

Roc. The Door's already open, the Key m it. 

Mount. What were thole pajS: by ? 

Roc. Some fcout of Soldiers, I think. 
, Mount. It may weU be fo, for I faw their Horfo : 
They faw not u$, I hope. Ahd, No, no, we were ck>le^ 
Bcfidethey were far off. Mount. What time of Night is^l ? 

Jbd. Mudi about twelve, I think. 

Roc. Let me go in firft, 
For by the leaving open of the Door here^ 
There may be fomc Body i*. th* Church j give mc the 
Lantliorn. 

4bd. You'll love me now, I hope. 

Mount. 
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Mount. ^ Make that good to tnt 
Your PfoAiilfe h efig^g^d fot. 

Abd. Why (he's there 
Ready firepdr'd, and muck about this time 
Life will look up ^gain. 
^ Roc. Come in, all's lUre, 
Not a Foot ftirring, nor a Tongue. 

A/i?«»/. H^V*ii bids ilie^, 
I ne'er entered ^ with luCh unholy Thoughts, 
This Place befoi'e. 

Ahd. Yt afe a fearful P'ool, 
If Men have Appetites allowed 'em, 
Afid warm Defires, are there ftot ends tdo for •cm ? 

Mount. Whithei* fhall v^e carry hcf? 

Roc. Why^ to the Bark, Sir, 
I have provided one already waits us ; 
Thi Wiad ftirtds woiidrous fait* tOo for our Paflage. 

Abd. And there when ye*ve enjbyM hef, for yt*ve th^lt 
liberty. 
Let me alone to fend her to fiied FifheS : 
ril no more fighs for her. 

Mount. Where is the Mohunieftt ? 
Thou'rt fure fhe will awake about this time? ^i. Mbft 

fut'^ 
I^ i^ be h'/t kBbckt o'th' Head : give nie the Lanthorti, 
Here 'tis \ how*s this, the Stone off? y 

Roc. Ay, and nothing 
Within the Monument, that^s worft ; no Body 
Tm fure of that, nor fign of any here. 
But an empty Coffin. 

Mount. No L^dy ? 

Roc. No, nor Lord, Sit*, 
This Pye hds been cut up before, 

.^#e/. Either the Devil 
Muft do thefe tricks ■ 

Mount, Or thou, thou daton*d OfiCii *orfe 
Thou black fwoln pitchy cloud, of all my Affli£tions ; 
Thou night Hag, gotten whett the bright Moon fuffer'd ; 
Thou Hell it felT confined in Flefh ; \m%t tridk now? 
Tell me, and tell me quickly What thy mifchief 

Hi* 
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Has done with her, and to what end, and whither ^ 
Thou haft removed her Body, or by this holy Place ' 
This Sword fliall cut thee into, thoufand pipces, 
A thoufand thoufand, ftrow thee o'er the Temple 
A Sacrifice to thy black Sire, the Devil. 

Roc. Tell him, you fee he's angry. 

j4bd. Let him burft, 
Neither his Sword nor Anger do I (h^ke at, 
Ndr will I yield, to feed his poor Sufpicions, ; - ^ 
His idle Jealoufies, and mad Dogs heats, 
One thought againft my felf : Ye*ve done a brave. deed, 
A manly, and a valiant piece of Service : 
When ye* ye kill*d me, reckon't amongft your Battels; 
Pm forry y* are fo poor,^fo weak a Gentleman, 
Able to ftand no Fortune : I difpofe of her ? 
My Mifchief make her away ? a likely Projeft, - 

I muft play booty *gainft my felf; if any thing croft yc, 
J am the Devil, -and the Devil's Heir, 
Ail Plagues, all Mifchiefs 

iVf(?//«/. Will je leave and do yet? .r 

j^bd. I've done too much. 
Far, far too much, for fuch a thanklefs Fellow.: 
^f I be Devil,, you created me ; 
I never knew thofe Arts, nor bloody Praftices 

o' ycur cunning Heart,- that Mine of mifchief ) 
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efore your FlattVies won *em into me. 
Here did 1 leave her, leave her with that certainty 
About this Hpiir to wake again. --' " 

Mount, Where is fhe ? .... , : 

This is the- laft demand. , 't 

yibd. Did I now know it. 
And were 1 fure, this were my latefl: minute, 
I would not tell thee: Strike^ and then Pll curie thee. * 

Roc. I fee a Light, ftand clofe, and leave your angers, 
We all mifcarry elfe. ' 

Enfer Gomera, and Page wUh a Torch. 

]Jbd. I am now carelefs. 

Mount. Peace, prithee peace, Sweet, peace, all Friend. 
Abd. Stand clofc then. 

Gom. 
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G^m. Wait there. Boy, with the light, 'till I call to thee : 
In darknefs was my Soul ancl Seofes clouded 
When my fair Jewel fell, the night of Jealoufie 
In all her blacknefs drawn about my Judgment ; 
No light was let into riie, to diftinguifli 
Betwixt my fuddcn Anger and her Honour ; 
A blind /ad Pilgrimage fhall be my Penance, 
No comfort of the day will I look up at r 
Far darker than my jealous Ignorance, 
Each place of my aboad fhall be : My Prayers 
No ceremonious lights fhall fet off more : 
Bright Arms, and all that carry Ijuflre, Life, 
Society, and Solace, I forfake ye. '^ . 

And were it not onCe more tcv fee her Beauucs, ' 

(For.in her Bed of Death, flie mufl be fwect ftill,) 
And on her cold fad\ Lips feal my Repentance ; 
(48) Thou Child of Hcav*n, fair Light, I could not 
mifsthee. 

Mount. 1 kndw the Tongue, would I were but again. 
Fve done' him too much wrong to look upon him. 

jikd. Thereis no fhiftingnow, BoldnefsandConfidencc 
Mufl carry't now away ; he's but one neither. 
Naked as you are, of a Strength. far under. 

Mount. But h*as a'Caufe above me. 

yibd. That*« as you handle it. 
, Roc: Peace, he may go again, and never fee us, 

(48) Tifou Child of Hea*v*h, fair Lights I could not mifs thee, ] 
Mr. ^/<it;^7r^ propcfes reading here, ■■■ " l^would not ufe thee^ and 
owns, indeed, that the Change made is a large one. But either fome 
Scnfc of the old Text has efcaped him, or elfe it hath no fort of Co- 
herence with the reft of the Sentence, or the evident Intention of G0- 
mera^ . And. adds ferthcr, that if a Change be neceflkry, he believes 
what he has made will bid &ir for being the Original, and that this 
is the greateft Certainty we can arrive at, in verbal Criticifms, when 
all the former Editions concur in the Corruption. 

I muft beg leave to diffent from my good Friend here, for though 
I think there is occafion for a Change, yet fuch a large one as he re- 
commends, I can by no means allow of. What Gff;w^r/l> intends to fay 
is only this ; ,that unlefs it was to fee the Beauty of his ( fuppofed ) 
dead Wife^ l^c, he never (hould dejire or ^want light more, Nuvr , 
this by an eafy Change may be made put thus,. 

fair Light y 1 ^o\x^d not mi/s thee, ' 

Com. 
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Gom. I feel I weep apace^ bu( wha'e'd tht Flood, 
The lorrent of my Tetrs> co drown i^y Fauk in i 
I would I could noW) like a loadem Clogd^ 
Begottea in the moift Sauth^ drop lo nodiing. 
Give tne the Torch, Boy. 

Roc. Now he muft difcover U8. 
Jbd. He has alreadjr, never hicle yoi^ Hdad, 
Be bold and braM, if we muft A'e togscher^^^-^-cWf* 

Com. Who's there ? What Friend cp Soif ow ? tit* Tonb 
wide open. 
The Stone off too? the Body gone? by • ^ * * »^t ^* *- 
Look to the Door Boy : Keep it foft, who 4ni yc ? 
What facrilew)us Villainy ? Fatfe MwmhrrM^ 
The Wolf t^lonour, has thy hellilh Hun^ 
Brought thee to tear the Body out oW Tomb too ? 
Has thy foui Mind ib &r wrought on (beo? ka^ 
Are you there too? Nav, then i fpy a YiUanf 

r« Abdella. 
I never dreani'd of yet, (49) thou finfoi Ulhef* 
Bred from that Rottennef^, thou Bawd (O MMcfa^ 
D* you blufh ehrougb ail your Bkokndfs i Won^£ that 
hide it? 

Ahd. I cannot fpeak. 

Gom. You're well met, wkh ydur Diifi, SifJ 
An thou a Knight ? Did ever on that Sword, 
The Chriftian Caufe fit nobly ? CouM that Hand fight. 
Guided by Fame and Fortune ? That Heart inflame thcc, 
Wkh virtuous Fitts of Valour ?— — To fall off. 
Fall off ft) fuddenly, and with fuch Foulncft, 
As the falfc Angels did from all their Glory ? 
Thou art no Knight^ Honour thou never heard*ft of. 
Nor brave Defires could ever build in that Bread. 
Trcafon, and tainted Thoughts, are all the Gods 
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(49) — . , - 

Br(d from fhmi^ Rotie»Meff, that Bawd to Mi/ebiif,1 TBat 
Bawd plaiitlfr implies Mtunt/errat, but the Reader can't bac kaowr 
this to be a Contradi^ion : Fof not Meuuf/err^, bat AhMla daims 
that Charadt^. We rauA iiead, therefore, tbou^ as Mr. SftMtrd aad 
my felf conjectured^ «nd for which we have the Ccncuntnce of the 
Folio of 1647. 

Thou 
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Thou worlhip'&r ^^be Strength thoa hadll) and Fortunes 1 
Thou didft things out of Fear, and falfe Heart, Villain, 
Out of clofe Traps and Treacheries, they have raifcdchee. 
Mount. Thou rav'ft, old Man, 
Gom. Before thou get*ft off from me, 
Hadft thou the Glory of thy firft Fights on thee. 
Which thou haft bafely loft, thy nobkft Fortunes, 
And in their greateft Luftres, I would make thee. 
Before we part, confefs, (nay knee), and do ir, ' 

Nay, crying kneel, coldly, for Mercy, crying : ) 
Thou art the recreant'ft Rogue tinie ever nouri^'d, 
(50) thou art a Dbg, 1*11 make thee IWear, a Dog, 
A mangy Cur Dbg ; d^ you creep behind the Altar ? 
Look how it fweats, to iheker &ch a Rafca) : 
Firft, with thy venomous Tooth infeft her chafte Life, 
And then not dare to do ; next, rob her Reft, 
Steal her dead Body out o'th* (Grave—— 
jti^iyif^ I havenot. 

Gem. Prithee come CA]t, this is no Place to quarrel in, 
Vdiant Mountfarrat^ come. 
Meutt. I will not ftir. • 

Gem. Thou haft thy Sword about th^. 
That good Sword that ne*er faird thee 5 prithee come, 
We*U h^y^ but five Stroaks for it ; on, on Boy, 
Here is one would fain be acquainted with thee, [Sir, 
Wou'd wondrous fain cleave that Calves Head of yours. 
Come, prithee let's difpatch, the Mcon fliJnes finely : 
Prithee be ktU\i by okv thou wilt be haiig^d elfe; 
But it may be, dioa loogdt tso be hang'd« 

Roc. Out with him. Sir, 
You fliall have my Sword too ; when be^Sidiijpa&:h*donce, 
We haiw th^ Wc^'ld befoe us. 
Gom. WHtdaou walk Fellow, 

(50) Ti&wfc 4r# # p^t, fllntah thetfy^aary a ZX?^,] The firft F«lto 
Copy has an A^diUAn (q thia Ver&, which is wrote there thiis, 

nimaie the£ pwtar a Dog ftav*d. 
Bat what bufinefs ^^i;V has here I can't difcover ; 2ifta<v*dBog in the 
Bear-garden Language, I believe^ is ne move than a Peg taken off the 
Bear, by wrenching his Mouth open to niai$e hinv !^v« hi£ bol^i Pof- 
£bly the Poets might have wrote it thus, a I)o^ JT^r'u'd, and thm 
4 pangy Cur Dog may follow agreeably enough. 
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I never knew a Rogue hang Arfc-ward fo, 
And fuch a dcfp'ratc Knave too. 

Abd. Pray go with him. 
Something I'll promifc too. 

Mount. You would be kill'd then? 
No Remedy, I fee. # ;^ ' 

Gom. If thou darft do it ? 

Mount. Yes now I dare ; lead out, Til follow prefentlft 
Under the Mount I'll meet ye. 

Gom. Go before me, / 

1*11 have ye in a String too. 

Mount. As Pm a Gentleman, 
And by this holy Place I will not fail thee. 
Fear not, thou (halt be killed, take my Word for it 
I will not fail. 

Gom. If thou fcap'ft thou haft Cats Luck. 
The Mount ? 

Mount. The fame ; make hade, Pm ther^. before clfe. 
. Gom. Go get ye home ; now if he fcapc Pm Coward* 

Mount. Well, now I am rcfolv*d, and he (hall jSnd it. 
• \Exeunt^ 

¥ 

S C E N E III. 

Enter Miranda, Luanda, and Colonna. 

Mir. How is it with the Lady ? # 

Luc. Sir, as well > 
As it can be with one, who feeling knows now 
What is the Curfe the divine Juftice laid 
On the (irft (inful Woman. 

Mtr. Is ih' in Travel ? 

Luc. Yes, Sir, and yet the Troubles of her Mind 
Afflift her more, than what her Body fu(icrs ; 
For in th* Extremity of her Pain, (he cries out. 
Why am I here ? Where is my Lord Gomera ? 
Then (bmetimcs names Miranda^ and then (ighs, 
As if to fpeak, what qucftionlcfs (he loves well, 
If heard, might do her Injury. 

CoL Hcav'n's fwect Mercy 
Look gently on hen 

Mtr. 
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Afir. Prithee tell her, my Prayers 
Are prelent with her, and good Wench provide 
iThat rtie want nothing : What*s thy Name ? 
. Luc. Lucinda. 

• Mir. Lucinda ? There*s a profperous Otoen in it. 
Be a Lucina to her, and bring Word . 
Th^t (he is fafe delivered of her Burthen^ 
And thy Reward's thy Liberty : Gome Colonna 
We will go fee how th* Engineer has mounted 
The Cannon the great Matter fent ; be careful 
To view the Works, and learn the Difcipline 
That is usM here: I am to leave the World, 
And for ydur Service, which I have found faithful. 
The Charge that's min^ if I have any Power, 
Hereafter may concern you. 

Col. Iftilljind 
A noble Maftfer in yoii. 

Mir. *Tis but Jufticc, 
iThou doft dcfcrvc it iij thy. Care, and Duty. , {^Exeunt. 

S" C EN E IV. 

Enter Gomera, Mountferrat, Rocca, Abdella 

with a Pijlol. 

Gom. Here's even Ground, Pll ftir no Foot beyond it. 
Before I have thy Head. 

Mount. Draw, Rocca. 

Gom. Coward, 
Hath inward Guilt robb'd thee as well of Courage 
As Honefty ? that without Odds thou dar'ft not 
Anfwcr a fmgle En*my ? 

Mount. AH Advantage 
That I can take, expcft. 

Roc. We kpow you're valiant ; 
Nor do we purpofe to make farther Trid 
Of what you can do nowj but to difpatch you. 

Mount. And therefore fight, and pray together* 

Gom. Villains, 
Whofe Baienefs, all difgraceful Wordi made qne* 

Vol. VI J. A A Cannot 
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Cannot exprefs ; fo ftrong is the good Otufe 
Thatfeconds me, that you fhall tccl, with Horror 
To your proud Hopes, what ftrcngth is in that Arm* 
Though old, that holds a Sword made (harp by Ju4ice> 

Aha. irT)U come then here, to prate ? LPigi>h 

Mount. Help, Ro'tca^ now. 
Or I am loft for ever ; how comes this ? [/X? is^ifarffCi. 
Are y illiny and Weaknefi Twins ? 

Roc. l*m gone too. 

Gom. You ftiall not fcape me, Wretches. 

Abd. I muft do it. 
All will go wrong elfc. • 1^Sb&t>ts bim. 

Gofn. Treacherous bloody Wom^n, 
What haft thou done? 

jibd. Done a poor ^0man*s part, 
And in an Inftant, what thele Mea fo long 
Stood fooling for. 

Mount. This Aid was unexpe'fted, 
I kifs thee for't. 

Roc. His right Arm's only fhot. 
And that eompcU'd him to forfakc his Sword, 
He's dfc unwounded. 

Mfunt. Gut his Throat. 

Abd. Forbear. 
Yet do not hope 'tis with Intent to fave thee, 
iBut that thou may'ft live to thy farther Torment^* 
To fee who triumphs o'er thee ; come Mountferrat^ 
Here join thy Foot to mine, and let our Hearts 
Meet with our Hands^ the Q)ntra6t that is made 
And cemented with Blood, as this of* ours is^ 
Is a more holy Sanftion, and much furer^ 
Than all the fuperftitious Ceremonies 
You Chriftians ufe. 

Entir Norandinft 

Roc. Who's this ? 
Mount. Betray'd again ? 
Nor. By the Report it made, and by the Windt. 
The Pifto] was difchswp^'d here. / 

Gom. Norandlne^ 
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As ever thou lov'ft Valour, or wear*ft Arms 
To punifli Barenefs, flicw it. 

Nor. O the Devil, / 

Qomefa wOuqded^ and my Brache\ black beatify 
An Adlor in it ? 

Jbd. If thoUftrik'ft, Pll fhootthee. 

Nor. How ! fright me with, your Pot-Gun ? What art 
thou? 
Good Heav*n, the Roiue,theTraitdr Rogue, Mountferrat [ 
To fwinge the Ntft of you, *s a Sport unlook'd for. 
Hell's- -confumeyou. . . 

Mount. As thou art; a Man, 
(Pm wounded,") give rrte time to anfvC^er theft. 

Gom. Ourft thou urge this I this Hiand can hold a 
Sword yet. 

Nor. Well done ; to fee tliis Villain, makes my Hurt* 
Bleed frefh again, but had I not a Bone whole. 
In fucb a Caufe 1 fhould do thus, thus Rafcals. 

Enttr OirporaLand JVatcb^ 

Cor. Difarm thert), and (hoot any that refills. 

Gom. Hold Gbfporal, I am Gofnera. 

Nor. It's well yet, ijhat once in an Age ypu can 
Remember what you >yatch for : 1 had thought 
You had agsin becrt making out your Parties . . 
For fucking Pigs; 'Tis well, as you will anfwer 
The contrary with your Lives, fee thefe forth cdrtiing. 

Cor. That wefballdo. 

Nor. You bleed apace ; good Soldiers, 
Go help him to a Surgeon. 

(51) Roc. Dare the worft, / 
And fufFer like your felf. • " 

jibd. From me learn Courage. 

Not. Now for Miranda^ this News will be to him 
As /i^elcoilie as 'tis unexpefted : Corporal, 
There's fomething for thy Care to Night : my Horfe there- 

{Exeunt. 

(51) Roc. t>ari $hmmr/l.'] I faifeiRa Speech of M<ntntfertmt\ is 
^^pt upon US) berfi and ptrhfipt tke Rquier may b? of my Opinion. 

Aa 2 * ACT 
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A C T V. SCENE I. 

Enter Oriana and Lucinda. 

On.TTOW docs my Boy? 

JLl. ^ Luc. Oh worulrous lufty, Madaiii^ 
A little Knight already : You fhall live 
To fee him tofs a Turk. 
Ori. Gentle Lucinda^ 
Much muft I thank thee for thy Care and Service, 

Enler Miranda, Norandine, and Colonna* 

And may I grow but ftrong to fee Faktta^ 
My Brother, and my Husband, thou fhalt find 
1 will not barely thank thee. 

Mir. Look Captain, we muft ride away this Morning, 
The Auberge fits to Day, and the great Matter 
Writes plainly, I muft, or deliver in 
(The Year expired) my Probation Weed, 
Or t^ke the Cloak ; you likewife Norandine^ 
For your full Service, and your laft Afliftance 
In falfe Mountferrat^s Apprehenfion ^ 

Are h^fe commanded to aflbciate me ; 
My Twin in this high Honour. 

Nor, ril none on't ; do they think to bind me to Ifvc 
chafte, fobcr, and temperately, all Days of my Life ? they 
may as foon tye an Englijhman to live fo : I fliall be a 
fweet Dane^ a fweet Captain, go up and down drink- 
ing fmalL Beer, and fwearing Wj neagues : No, Pll live 
a bquire at Arms ftill,,and do thou To too, and thou 
be'ft wife: I have found the Myftcry now, why the Gen- 
tlemen wear but three Bars of the Crofs^ and the Knights 
the whole one. 

Mir. Why Captain i 

Nor. Marry, Sir, to put us in Remembrance, we arc but 
three Quarters crofs*d in our Licence, and Pleafures ; but 
the poor Knights crgfs'd altogether : the Brothers at 

ArmSy 
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Arms, may yet meet with their Sifters at Arms, no«r 
and then, in Brotherly Lx)vc ; but the poor Knights can- 
not get a I*ady for Love nor Mony ; *tis not fo in other 
Countries I wis ; pray bafte you, for TU along, and f^e 
what will come on't. [£yi/. 

Min Colonnaj ftrait provide all Neceflfaries 
For this Remove, the Litter for the Lady, 
And let Lucinda bear her Company, 
You Ihall attend on me. 

Col With all my Duties, [Exit. 

Mir. How fare you, gracious Miftref$? 

Ori. O Miranda^ 
You pleas'd to honour me with that fair Title 
When I was free, and could difpofc my felf ; 
But now, no. Smile, no Word, no Look, no Touch 
Can I impart to any, but as Theft 
From my Gomera^ and who dares accept, 
Is an Ufurper. 

Mir. Leave us ; I have touch'd thee, [^Exit Lucinda* 
(Thou fairer Virtue, than thou'rt beautiful) 
Hold but this Tcft, fo rich an Qjrt was never 
Try'd by 'the Hand of Man, on the vaft Earth : 
Sit, brighteft Orianai is it Sin 
gtill to profefi I love you, ftill to vow 
I fhall do pver ? Heav'n my Witncfs be, 
•Tis not your p,ye, your Cheek, your Tongue, no pajpt 
That fuperficially doth fn^re young Men, 
Which h^s caught me; read over in your Thoughts 
The Story that this Man hath made of you. 
And think upon his Merip. 

Ori. Only Thought 
Can comprehend it, 

Mir. (52) And can you be fp 
Cruel, thanklefs, to deftroy his Youth 

(52) Jnd can you he fo 

Cruel, thanklefs, — ] Mr. Seward, fro^poks reading Cruel 
gtnd, or which he prefers to the former. Cruelly thankUfs^^""'^ I read 
Can you he fo 
• Cruel^ fo thanklefs^^^^ The Reader iji^iy take which he 
]xkes beft. 

^ A a 3 . TV^y 
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That fav\J your Honour, gave you double Life, 
Your own, and your fair In^mt's ? that when Fortuno 
(The blind Foe to all Beauty^ that is good) 
Bandied you from one Hazard to anoth^r^ 
Wasev'n Hcav*n's Meffenger, by Providence 
Caird 10 the Temple, to receive you there. 
Into thefe Arms, to give Eafe to your Throwes, 
As if 't had thunder'd^ take thy due Mira^nda^ 
For Ihe was thine : Gomera^ Jealoufie 
Struck Death unto thy Heart *, to him be dead. 
And live to me, that gave thee fecotid Life : 
Let me but now enjoy thee : Oh regard 
The torturing Fires of my Affeftions ! 

Ori. Oh mafter them, Miranda^ as I mine ; 
"Who follows his Defires, fuch Tyrants fcrvcs. 
As will opprefs him infupportably. 
My Flames, Mwanda^ x\\t as high as thine. 
For I did love thee *fore my Marriage ; 
Yet would I now confent, or could I think 
Thou wert in earneft, fwhi^h by atl the Souh 
That have, for Chaftity, been fenAify'd, 
I cannot ) in a Moment i do know 
Thoud*ft call fair Temperance up to rule thy Blood ; 
Thy Eye was ever chafte, thy Countenance too> honefti 
And all thy Wooing was lilcc Maidens Talk j 
Who yieldeth unto JPksafiares^ and to Lu^, 
Is a poor Captive, that in gpkien Fetters, 
And precious, as he think^ but holding Gyves, 
Frets out his Life. 

Mir. Find fuch another Woman, 
And uke her for his Labour, any Man: 

Ori. I was not worthy of thee, at iny beft, 
Heav'n knew I was not, f had had thee elfe. 
Much lefs now, gentle Sir • Miranda^i Deeds 
Have been as white as Oriana^s Fame, 
From the Beginning to tt^s Point of time. 
And ikall we now begin to Ham both thus ? 
Think on the Legend which we two fhall breed ^ 
Continuing as we are, for chafteft Dames 
And boldeft Soldiers to perufQ and read, 
^ • Am 
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Ay and read thorough j free from any Aft 
To caufe the Modcft caft the Book away. 
And the mod honour*d Captain fold it up. 

Mir. Faireft, let go my Hand; my Pulfc beats thick. 
And my movM Blood rides high in^very Vein, 
Lord of thy felfnow. Soldier, and ever: 
I would not for JUppo^ this frail Bark, 
This Bark of FIcfli, no better Steers-man had 
Than has Mountftrrai'% \ may you kife me. Lady ? 

Ori. No •, though*t be no cflential Injury, 
It is a Circumftancc due to ,my Lord, 
To none elfe ; and my dcarcft Friend, if Hands 
Playing together, kindle Heat in you. 
What may the Game at Lips provoke unto ? 

Mir. Oh what a Tongue is here? whilftlhe doth teach 
My Heart to hate my fond unlawful Love, 
She talks me more in Love, with Love to her ; 
My Fires (he quencheth with her Arguments, 
But as (he breaths 'em, they blow frefher Fires. 
Sit further ; now my Flanic cools ; Husband ! Wife ! 
There is fome holy Myd'ry in thofe Names 
That fure th'unmarried cannot underftand. 

Ori. Now thou art ftrait, and doft enamour iiie. 
So far beyond a carnal earthly Love, 
My very Soul doats on thee, and my Spirits 
Do embrace thine, my Mind doth thy Mind kifs. 
And in this pure Conjundion we enjoy . » 

A heav*nlier Pleafure than if Bodies met : 
This, this is perfed tx)ve ; the other (horc 
Yet languifhing fruition, cv'ry Swain 
And fweating Groom may clafp-, but our$ rcfin'd 
Two in ten Ages cannot reach unto ; 
Nor is our fpiritual Love, a barren Joy ; 
For mark what bleflcd liTue we'll beget, ^ 
(Dearer than Children to Poftcrity,) 
A great Example to Mens Continence, 
And Womens Chaftity, that is a Child 
More fair and conrfortable, than ^ny Heir. 

Mr. If all Wives were but fuch, Luft would not find 
Oxvt corner to inhabit, Sin would be 

A ji 4 So 
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So ftrange, Remiflion fuperfluous : 
But one Petition, and I've done. 

Ori. What, Sweet. 

Mir. To call me Lord, if the hard Hand of Death 
Seize.on Gomera firft. 

Ori. Oh, much too worthy 1 
How much you undervalue your own Price, 
To give your unbought felf, for a poor Woman, 
That has been once fold, us'd, and loft her Show ? 
I am a Garment worn, a Veffel crack'd, 
A Zone unty'd, a Lilly trod upon, 
A fragrant Flower cropt by another Hand ; 
My Colour fully*d, and my Odour chang'd. 
If when I was new bloflbm*d. I did fear 
My felf unworthy of Mirama*s Spring ; 
Thus over-blown, and feeded, I am rather 
Fit to adorn his Chimney, than his Bed. 

Mir. Rife, Miracle, fave Alalia with thy Virtue : 
If words could make me proud, how has ihe fpoke^ 
Yet I will try her to the very Block. 
Hard-hearted and uncivil Oriana^ 
Ingrateful Payer of my Induftries, 
That with a foft painted Hypocrifie 
Cozen'ft, and jeer'ft my Perturbation, 
(53 j Expeft a witty and a fell Revenge : 
My comfort is, all Men will think thee falfe, 
Befide*thy Husband, having been thus Jong 
(On this occafion) in my Fort, and Power— — ^ 

Enter Norandine, Colonna, and Lucinda with a Child. 

«■ • » • . 

IMl hear no more words : Captain, Jet's away. 
With all care fee to her ; and you, Lucinda^ 
Attend her diligently -, flie's a Wonder. 

Nor. Have you found fhe was well delivered ? 
What, had fhe a good Midwife, is all well ? 

Mir. You're merry, Norandine. 

( S 3) ^xi^S a witty and a fell Revenge : ] The Coupling of thefe 
tw6 Epfthets, perhaps, never was from the Poet's Feii. I am inclin*d 
to think that we have the fame Corruption here, as in TIfe fFild-goo/4i 
Cb^ctce ; and that in both Places we fhould read not wtty, but wegg6(y. 
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Luc. Why we^p yoii. Lady ? 
Ori. Take the poor Babe along. 
G)L Madam, 'tis here. * 

OrL Diflembling Death, ^y didft thoU let me live ' 
To fee this change, my grcateft Caufe to grieve? [Exeunt* 

(54) S C E .N E IL 

[Synnet, i. e. Fkurijb of trumpets. ^ 

Enter AftoriuS, Caftrk)t, Valetta, Gomera, Knights^ tw9 
BiJbopSy Moumferrat guarded hy Corporal and Soldiers^ 
Abdella, a Gentlman with a Cloak ^ Sword^ and Spurs. 

Vol. A tender Husband haft thou fhew'd thyfelf. 
My deareft Brother', and {ss) ^^7 Memory^ 
After my Life, in brazen Charafters 
Shall monumentally be regifter'd 
To Ages confequent, {cfi) till Time's running Hand • 
Beats back the World to undiftinguifh'd Qbaos^ 

Ajq4 
(54) SCENE II. 

fentcr Afiotiusi Caftribt, Faletia, Gomera^ Symnt, linights, two Bifliop^ 
Mcuntferrat guarded by Corporal and Soldiers, Ahdella^ a Gentlemaa 
with a Cloak, Sword, and Spurs ; Gwmera.'] This Stage- dtredion feems 
not to be faultlefs. Synnet, a Term us'd oft by Sbakefpiar^ and once 
before this by our Authors in Valentinian for a Flourijh of irumfets^ is here 
inade a Perfon equal in Dignity to Valetta^ &c. Then to put two Gomeras 
Upon us when one was fufHcienty muft at lead be acknowledged as ano- 
ther Overiight. But the highefl Obje6tioa is not fo much againft the 
Editors as the Authors of titis Play, for the very great Omiflion of 
Rocca*s Name and Punifhment. He, 'tis true, was not fuch an enor- 
mous Offender as Mountferrat and Ahielluy ycit poetic Juftice, in fome 
Shape, (hould doubtle^ have arreted him, for beitig fo deeply concerned 
in fupport of their Villany. 

(j^j . thy memory^ 

Afttr my lift\ in brazen Cbara^ers 

S bail monumentally be regifter^d, &C,] If the Reader would givcT 
Ine leave, I would propoie reading tby for x^. I think it better, and fo 
perhaps may he too. 

(56) ■■ ■ //// Timers running Hand 

Beats back the World to undiftingui/h'* d Chaos] Running is, I 
9II0W, a proper Epithet to Time, but Timers running Hand beating tbe ^ 
Vol. VIL . WorU 
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And on the Top of that thy Name fhall ftand 
Frelh, and without Decay. 

Gom. O honoured Sir! 
If hope of this, or any Blifs to come. 
Could lift my Load of Grief off from my Soul, 
Or expiate the Trefpafs *g^nfl: my Wife, 
That in one Hour's Sulpicion I begat, 
I might be won to be a Man agdn. 
And tare like other Husbands, fleep and eat. 
Laugh, and forget my pleafing Penitence 5 
But till old Nature can make fuch a Wife 
Again, I vow ne'er to refunjie the Order 
And Habits that to Men are neceffary ; 
All Breath PU fpend in Sighs, all Sound in Groans, 
And know no Company but my wafting Moans. 

Afto. This will be wilful Murder on yburfelf. 
Nor like a Chriftian do you bear the Chance 
Which th' infcrutable Will of Heav'n admits. 

Gom. What would you have my Weaknefs do, that has 
Suffered itfelf thus to be praftis'd on ' 

By a damn'd Hell-hound, and his agent Dam, 
The impious Midwife to abortive Births, 
And cruel Inttrument to his Decrees ? 
By Forgery they firft affail'd her Life, 
Heav'n playing with us yet, in that, he wrou^t 
My deareft Friend, the Servant to her Virtue, 
To Combat me, againft his Miftrefs* Truth. 
That yet effeftlefe, this enchanting Witch 
Bred baneful Jealoufy againft my Lady, 
My moft immac'late Lady, which feiz'd on her 
Almoft to Death : Oh yet! not yet content. 
She in my Hand put (to reftore her Life 
As I imagined) what did execute 
Their dev'lifli Malice ; farther, great with Child 
Was this poor Innocent, that too was loft. 
They doubled Death upon her; not ftaying there. 

World to Qh2iOs, does not feem to me a Very clear and confiftcnt Meta^ 
phor ; and as Ruining is fo very near, the trace oF the Letters, and ap- 
pears to have much more Propriety and Energy than the former, £ 
think; it bids &ir for having beca the Original Mr. Seaward. 

. They 
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They have done violence unto her Tomb, 
Not granting Reft unto her in the Grave : 
I wifh Miranda had enjpy'd my PriEe ; 
For fure Pm punifh'd for ufurping her. 
Oh what a Tyger is refifted Loift ? 
How it doth forage all? 

Mmnt. Part of this Talc 
I grant you true \ but 'twas not poifon giv'n her ? 

Abd. 1 would it had^ we had been £ar enough^ 
If we had been fo wife, and had not now 
Stood curtTmg for your Mercies here. 

M0UMt. Beud^s, 
What is become o* th* Body we know not. 

^^^- (57) Peace, Impudents ; 
And, dear Gomera^ praftice Patience 
As I my felf muft ; by fome means at Uft 
We (hall diffolve this Riddle. 

Gom. Wherefore comes 
This Villain in this Feftival Array, 
As if he triumphed fdr his Treachery ? 

Caft. That is by our Appointment : give us leave^ 
You fhall know why anon. 

Enter Miranda, Norandine, and Golonna. 

(58; Val. One of th* Efguard. 
Efg. The Gentlemen are come. 
VaL Truce then a while. 
With our fad thoughts ; what, are you both refolvM ? * 

(57) Fiace^ Itnpiimu ;] Sio t^s tke firft Folio Coj^, whlck I pre- 
fer to the Ledion of the other Books. 

(58) Valetta. O^?/ «/ /i&' Efgoaid. 

Efg. Thh Gentlemen are come,'} Mr. Seivard faw with mc» 
that to put One ^/^^-Efguard into ValeUa^^ Mooth, was falfe and li- 
diculous. The Stage Dir«dioil was ttBdonbtcdly > given b/ our Au- 
thors thus, . , ' , 

Enter one of the Ef^udrd. 

Efg. The Gentlemen awe come, 

Valetta. Truce then a <while - 

With your fad Thoughts, 
Eat^r Miranda^ Norandine and Colonna, 
ffhat, ^re you both re/olv*d? &c. 

Air. 
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Nor. Not I, my Lord, your down-right Captain ftill, 
1*11 live, and fcrve you, not that altogether 
I want compundiorf of Confcieqce, 
I have enough to (ave me, and that's all ; 
Bar me from Drink, and Drabs ? — ev'n hang me tOQ-*-f 
You muft ev*n make your Captains Capons firft ; 
I have too rpuch Fle(h for this fpiritual Knighthood^ 
And therefore do dcfirc forbearance. Sir, 
'Till I am older, or more mortify 'd ; 
I am too found yet. 

Val. What fay you, Miranda ? 

Affr. With all pure Zeal to Heav'n, Duty to you, 
I come to undcrgo't. 

Fal. Proceed to th* Ceremony. [Title 

Gom. Before you match with this bright honour^} 
Admir'd Miranda, pardon what in Thought 
I ever did tranfgrefs againft your Virtue ; 
And may you find more Joy with your new Bride, 
Than poor Gomera e'er enjoy*d with his ; 
But 'twas mine own Crime, and I fufFer for't : 
Long wear your Dignity, and worthily, 
Whilft I obfcurely in fome (59) ^Corner vanifh. 

Mr, Have ftronger thoughts, and better j firft I crave, 
.According to the Order of the Court, 
I may difpofc my Captives, and the Fort, 
^hat with a clean and purified Heart 
The litlier I may endue my Robe, 

jllL 'Tis granted. 

Enter Oriana vail*d^ Ladies^ Xucinda with a Child. 

J^£r\ Bring the Captives. To your chargp 
And ftaid Tuition, my moft noble Friend, 
I then commend this Lady; ftart not off, 
A fairer and a chafter never liv'd ; 
By her own choice you are her Guardian ; 
For telling her I was to leave my Fort, 
And to abandon quite all worldly cares, 

(59) '-^-^Cornefr *varnij^.'] The firft Folio Edition happily knows 
of no fuch ridiculous Reading as this, and *^^tis from that Copy that I 
YkVffi reformed the prefent Text. 

Her 
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Her own requeft was, to Gomera*s Hands 

She might be giv^n in Cuftody^ for ihc*ad heard 

He was a Gentleman, wife, and temperate. 

Full erf" Humanity to Women-kind, 

And *caufe he had been married, knew the better 

How to entreat a Lady. 

f^al. What Country-woman is ftie ? 

Mir. Born a Greek. 

yal. Corner a J 'twill be barbarous to deny 
A Lady, that unto your Refuge flics,. 
And fceks to flirowd her under Virtue's Wing. 

Gom. Excufe me, noble Sir ; (60) oh think me not 
So dull a Devil, to forget the lofs 
Of fuch a matchlefs Wife as I po^flfefs'd, 
And ever to endure the fight of Woman : 
Were flie the Abftraft of her Sex for Form, 
The only Warehouf? of Perftikidn, 
Were there no Rofe nor Lilly but her Cheek, 
No Mufick but her Tongue, Virtues but hers, j 

She muft not reft near me i nry Vow is graven 
Here in my Heart, irrevocably breath^d^ 
And when I break it 

jjjio. This is rudenefs, Spaniar4% 
Unfeafonably you play the Timonijt^ 
Put on a Difpofition is not yours. 
Which neither fits you^ nor becomes you. 

Gom. Sir. 

Caft. We cannot force you, but we would perfwade. 

Gom. Befecch you. Sir, no more, I am rcfolv*d 
To foriake Malla^ tread a Pilgrimage 

(60) ■ I ■■ —■^'^ think me not 

So dull a Denfil, — ] Thofc Errors, which leave fome poor 
Senfe, are often the moft dangerous : Thi» I believe was the Cafe «f 
dime's running Hand^ quoted above; the fame I think In this Infiance. 
J heiitated upon it from the lownefs of the Expreffion^ when I per- 
x^ived that the Change of a fingle Letter wou'd give a noble and a 
nervous Senfe, 

So full a Df v/7,-— 

f . e. Think me not fo altogether a Devil as<to forget thfe worth of her 
I have killed. The q(e of /«// jin this manner 1 couM give many 
. Inftancet of. Mr. Seward. 

To 
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To fair Jerufal^y for my Lady's- Soul, * 
And will not be divewtd, 

Mir. You muft beir 
This Child along w* ye then. 

Gom:^^Yy3X Child? 

AIL How's this? 

Mir. Nay then, Gomera^ thotfrt injufldut ; 
This Child is thine, and this rejeited Lady 
Thou haft as often known, as thine chva Wife, 
And this Til make good on thee, with my Sword. 

Com. Thou durft as well blafpheme : if fuch a fcandai-^ 
(I criive the Rights dae to a Gentleman) 
Woman, unvaiL . . 

Ori. WillyouTefttfe me yet? 

Com. My Wife! ^ 

Val. My Siftef! 

Gom. Some Body thank Hcav*n, 
I cannot fpeak* 

Jll. All Praife be ever given. 

MouHt.Thk feves our lives, yet would Ihe had been dead > 
The very fight crf'hcr affliAs me more 
Than fear of Punifhment, or my DJfgrace, 

Fal. How came you to the Tcmpfe ? jl 

Mir. Sir, to do 
My poor Devotions, and to offer Than^ks 
• For fcaping a Teoiptation near performed • - 

With this fair Virgin. I rcftore a Wife 
Earth cannot parallel *, and bufie Nature, 
If thou wilt ftill make Women, but remember 
To work 'em by this Sampler— *-take heed, Sir^ 
Henceforth you never doubt. Sir. 

Gm. Whin I do, 
\ Death. take me Tuddenly. 

Mir. T* incroafe your Happinefs 
To* your beft Wife take this Addition. 

[Gives bim the OiU. 
Gom. Alack my poor Knave. 
FaL The confeffion 
The M)or made 'c feems was truth. 

Ndr. 
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* Nor. Marry was. Jt,^ir v the only truth that ever iflued 
out of Hell, which her black Jaws nefenable ; a pkgue 
o* your Bacon-face, you niufr be giving drinks with a 
. Vengeance ; ah thou branded Bitch, do ye ftarc goggles? 
I hope to make Wiater-boocs o' dby Hide yet^ flie fears 
not damning : Hell fire catooc parch her blacker thiin iht 
is : D' ye grin, Chitnncy-fweeper ? 

Ori. Vfh2it\%ft^ Mir&ntk? 

Mir. That yoa wguid plmici Luwidamx^t attend you* 

CoL That Suit, Sir, I confcnt not to. 

Luc. My Husband? 
My deareft Jn^lo? 

Pfyt. More jiggam-Ms ; is nW this the Fellow that 
fwum like a Duck to th' Shore id oar Sea*ftrvioe? 

Col. The very fame ; do not you know rile now. Sir, 
My Name is jtngelVy though Colonna, vail'd it^ ' t 

.Your Country-man and Kinfman, born in Florenc^^ 
Who from the Neighbour-Ifland hereof Goza 
Was Captive led, in that unfortunate Day 
When the Turk bore with him three thoufand Souls; 
Since, in Conflaniinople have I liv'd. 
Where I beheld this furkifh Dam ft! firft. 
A tedious Suitor wa« I for her Love, 
And pitying fuch a beauteous Caie ihould hide • 
A Soul prophan'd wicii lifiddity, 
I laboured her Converfiori with my Love, 
And doubly won her; to fair Faith her Soul 
She firft betrothed, and then her Faith tO me ; 
But fearful there to cqnfummatethif Contract 
We fled, and in thJit flight were ra^n again 
By thofe fame Gall iesi' 'fore Valtlla fought : 
Since in your Service I attended her. 
Where, what I faw, and heard, hath jdy^ me more 
Than all my pafk Affliftions griev'd bdfere, - [rixndu^ 

Vd. Wonders crown Wonders ; takfe thy Wife : Mi- 
Be henceforth called our Afo//a*s better Angel, 
And thou her evil, Mouniferrat.' 

Nor. We'll call him Cacodemon^ with his black Gib 
there, his Succuha^ his Devil's Seed, his Spawn of PhU- 
gethon^ that o' my Confcicnce was bred o* the Spu^ of 

Cocytus J 
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Co€ytus\ do ye fnarle, you black Jill? (he looks like th 
Yicixixt o^ Amerka. 

Fal. Whv ftay we now ? 

Mir. This laft Petition to the Court, 
I may bequeath the keeping of my Fort 
To this my Kinfman, tow'rd the Mairttenancef 
Of him, and his fair virtuous Wife ; Difcrcctf 
Loyal, and Valiant I dare give him you. 

VaU You muft not ask in Vain^ Sir* 

CoU My befl: thanks 
To you my noble Coufin, and my ferVice 
To the whole Court ; may I dcfcrve this Bounty. 

Vd. Proceed to th* Ceremony, one of our EJguari 
Degrade Mountferrat firft* 

Mount. I will not fue 
m iFor Mercy, 'twere in vain 5 Fortune thy worft. \^Muftck. 

An Altar difcover^d^ with Tapers^ and a Book on it. 7hi 
two Bi/hops ftand on each fide of it j Mountferrat, as the 
Song isfinging^ afcends up the Altar. 

See J fee^ tbeftain of Honour y Virtue* sfoe^ 
Of Virgin^ s fair Fames the foul Overthrow^ 
That broken bath bis Oath of Cbaftity^ 
Bifhonour^d much this holy Dignity^ 
Off with bis Robe, expd bim forth this Plac^^ 
Jp^lfl we rejoycey andfing at bis Dijgrace. 

Fat. Since by thy Aftions thou haft made thy fcif 
tTnworthy of that vprthy Sign thou wear'ft. 
And of our facred Order, into which 
For former Virtues we received thee firft. 
According to our Statutes, Ordinances, 
For Praife unto the good, a Terror to 
The bad, and an Example to all Men ; 
We here deprive thee of our Habit, and 
Declare thee unworthy our Society, -1 

From which we do expel thee, as a rotten. 
Corrupted and contagious Member. 

EJg. Ufing th' authority the Superior 
Hath giv*n unto me, I untie this Knot, 

And 
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And take firotn thee the pleafing Yoak of Heaven : 
We take from off th^ Bread this holy Crofi 
Which thou haft made thy Burthen, not thy Prop ; 
Thy Spurs we fpoil thee of, (6i) leaving thy Heels 
Bare of thy Honour, that have kick'd againft 
Our Order's Precepts ; next we reave thy Sword» 
And give thee armlefs to thy Enemies, 
For being Foe to Goodnefs, and to Heav'n ; 
X^, 'bout thy ftiff* Neck, we this Halter hang. 
And leave thee (62) to the Mercy of the Coun* 
VaU InvtA Miranda. 

SONG. 

Fair Child of Virtue^ Honour^s bloofH^ 
That here wUb burning Zeal doji come^ 
With Joy to ask the mnte-crofs Qoak^ 
jfnd yield unto this pleafing Toak^ 
^at being youngs vows Chajiity^ 
And chufeft wtlfut Poverty ; 
• jis this Flame mount s^ fo mount thy Zealy thy GloTy 
Rife faji the StarSy and fix in Heaven thy Story. 

1 Bifh. What crave you, gentle Sir ? ' 

Mir. Humble admittance 
To be a Brother of the holy Hofpital 
Of great Jerufalem. 

't Bifi). Breath out your Vow* 

Mir. Tq Heav'n, and all the Bench'bf Saints iabove*^ 
(Whofe Succour I implore t* enable me,) 
I vow henceforth a chafte Life ; not to enjoy 
Any thing proper to my felf } ^Obedience 

(61) ul\ ^ \ ■ , . ■■■ I having thy Huh 

Bare of thy Honour, — ] I 4on'c think the PoCtS W9tt*d mtg 
gine themfelves wrong*d» if I fay we fhoald read. 

Bare of ikclx Honour, > ■ ' ■ 

iuid *us pofiible the Manufcript might originally inn fo* 

(62) So the oideft Folio. The reft, 

r to the Mercy of diy Cwrt. 

Vol. VII. B b . To 
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To my Superiors, whom Religion 
And Heav'n {hall give me •, ever to defend . 
The Yirtvious fame of Ladies, and t* oppunge 
E'en unto Death the Chrijiian Enemy : 
This do I vow t' accomplilh. 

Efg. Who can tell. 
Has he made other Vow, or promised Marriage 
To any one, or is in Servitude ? 

jUU He*s free from all thefe. 

1 B\fh^ Put on his Spurs, and gird him with the 

Sword, . 
The fcourge of Infidels, and Type^ of fpeed. 
Build'ft thou thy Faith on this ? [Prefenting the Cro/s^ 

Mir. On him that dy'd 
On fuch a facred Figure, for our Sins. 

2 Bijh. Here, then we fix it on thy left fide, for 
Thy increafe of Faith, Chrijiian Defence, and Service 
To th* poor 5 and thus near to thy Heart we plant it 
That thou mayft love it ev*n with all thy Heart ; . 
With thy right Hand proteft, preferve it whole ; * 
For if thou fighting •gainft Heav'n's Enemies 
Shalt fly away, abandoning the Crois 

The Enfign of thy holy General, 
With Shame thou juftly ihalt be robb*d of it> 
ChasM from our Company, and cut away 
As an infeftious putrified Limb. 
Mir. I ask nd Favour. 
I BiJh. Then receive the Yoak 
Of him that makes it fweet and light, in which^ 
1 hy Soul find her eternal Reft. 
FaL Moft welcome. • 

jIlL Welcome, our noble Brother. . ^ 

f^al. Break up the Court j Mauntfirratj though your 
Deeds, 
Confpiring *gainft the Lives of Innocents, 
Have forfeited your own, We will not ftain 
Our white Crofs with your Blood ; your Doom is th^n 
To marry this Coagent of your Mifchiefs, 

* Which 
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Which done, (6^) we banilh you the Continent} 
If either, a^r three Days, here be found. 
The ^land of Law lays hold upon your Lires. 

Ner. Away Freitcb Stallion, now you have a Barhary '' 
Mare of your own, go leap her, and engender young de- 
vilings. 

Vd. We will find fomething, noble Norandine, 
To quit your Merit j fo to civil Fcafts, 
According to our CuHoms I and all pray 
The Dew of Grace, blefs our new luiight to' Day. 

[ExaiHt otntusi 

(63) -JW» hani/h yaa th* Cotlintnti] Woa'd not one thinki tho* 
they are here ia an Illand, that they were aAually upon the Coiiti- 
nent } Ccrtai'niy the Engli^ of oar Days, and that of our Poets, bat 
undergone great Alteraiions, if we ought not to tead by & (mall Ad- 
dition, 

; ■ — ' ' nut hanifi jt» to th' CtHtintnt. 
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PR O L O G U E, 

On the reviving of this Play. 



STatues and PiSlures challenge Price and Fame ; 
If thy can juftly hoaftj and prove they came 
From Phidias or Apelles. None deny^ 
Poets and Painters hold a Sympathy \ 
Tet their Works may decay ^ and lofe their Qrace^ , 
Receiving hlemijh in their Limbs or Face. 
When the Mind^s Art has this Preheminence, 
She ftill retaineth her fir ft Excellence. ^ 

Then whyjkould not this dear Piece he efteem*d 
Child to the richeft Fancies that eUr teemed ? 
When not their meaneft Off-ffring^ that camefortb^ 
But bore the Image of their Fathers worth. 
Beaumont' J, and Fletcher'^, whofe Defert out'Ways 
^he beft Applaufe^ and their leaft fprig of Bays 
Is worthy Phoebus j and who comes to gather 
Their fruits of Witj he Jhall not rob the Treafure. 
Nor can you everfurfeit of the Plenty y 
Nor can you call them rare^ though they be dainty ^ 
The more you take, the more you do them rights 
4nd we will thank you for your own Delight. 
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M E Nt 



ASfiftant, 9r Governor. 



Vitclli, a young Gentleman^ Enemy to Alvarez, 
Lamoral, a fighting Gallant ^ Friend to VitcIlK 
Anaftro, an boneft Gentleman^ Friend to Vitelli. 
Don Alvaraz, a noUe Gentleman^ Fattier to Lucio, ani 

Clara. 
Syavedra, Friend to Alvarez, 
{jucio. Son to Alvarez, a irave young Gentleman in ff^o- 

fnan*s Habit. 
Alguazeir, a Jharking panderly Conftdble. 
Pachieco, a Coblerj ^ . 
Mendoza, a Botcbfr^ S of Worjhip. 
Metaldie, a Smithy S 
Lazarillo, Pachieco bis hungry Servant 
Bobadiila, a witty Knave^ Servant to Eugenia, andSt^^i 

to Alvarez. 
flerald^ 

Officer. 

■ 

WOMEN, 

Eugenia, a virtuous Lady^ Wife to Don Alvarez. I 

Clara, JJ^^^fo^r /^ Eugenia, the martial Maid^ FaUant 

and Cbafie^ enamoured of Vitelli. 
Genevora, Sifter to Vitelli, in love with Lucio. 
Malroda, a wanton Mijirefs ^Vitelli. 

SCENE S E F I L. 



LOVERS 
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OR, 

The Martial Maid. 



ACT I. SCENEl 

Emit Vitelli, Lamontl, smi Aiuftro. 

Vl T E I, L I. 

^X-varez pardon'd ? 

^na. And return'd. 
Lam. I tivf htm Land 
I Ac St. Lkcars, and fuch a goKral welcome, 
' Fame, as Harbinger to his brave Addons. 
JIad with the eafie People prepar'd for him. 
As if by his command alone, and Fortune, 
JfoUantfj with thofe low Frorinces, that hold ouC 
Againft the Arch-Puke, were again compeU'd 
"With their Obedience to ^vc up their laves 
To be at his Devotion. 
fit. You amaze me: 
For though I've heard, that when he fled from SevS 
To (ave his Life (then forfeited to Law 
For murthering Den Pedro my dear Uncle) 
}iis epi^m Wanu enfo^'d nioi to take pav 

Pth' 
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V th* Army, £ite down then before Ofiend ; 

*Twas never yet reported, by whofe Favour 

He durft prefqme to entertain a Thought 

Of coming home with Pardon, 
Jna. 'Tis our Nature 

Or not to hear, or not to give belief 

To what we wifh far from our Enetfiies. 
Lam. Sir, 'tis moft certain, the Infanta* s Letters 

Aflifted by the Arch-Duke's, to King Philips 

Have not alone fecur'd him from the Rigour 

Of our Caflilian Juftice, but returned him 

A free Man, and in Grace. 
Vtt, By what curs'd means . 

Could fuch a Fugitive arifeiin to 

The knowledge of their Highnefles ? Much more 

(Though known) to (land but in the lead Degree 

Of favour with them ? 
Lam. To give fatisfadion 

To your Demand, (though to praife him I hate. 
Can yield me fmall contentment) I will tell you. 

And truly^ fincc fhould I detrad: his Worth, 

'Twould argue want of Merit in my felf. 

Briefly to pafs his tedious Pilgrimage • 

For fixteen years, a banilh'd guilty Man, 

And to forget the Storms, th** Affrights, the Horrours, 

His Conftancy, not Fortune overcame, ^ 

I bring him, with his fittle Son, grown Man 

(Though *twas faid here, he took a Daughter with him) 

Tq Oftend's bloody Sifege, that ftage of War, 

Wherein the flower of many Nations aded. 

And the whole Chriftian World Spedators were i 

There by his Son, or were he by Adoption, 

Or Nature his^ a brave Scene was prefented. 

Which I makedidice to fpeak of, fince from that 

The good fuccefs oi Alvarez had beginning. 

Vit. So I Jove Virtue in an Enemy 
TKatldcfirc in the rdatioh of 
This young Mali's gtorious Deed, you*]! keep your felf 
A Friend to Truth, and it. 
Lam. SftKh was my purpofc. 

Tfa 
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The Town being oft aflaulted, but in vain. 
To dare the proUd Drfendants to a Sally^ 
Weary of eafe, Don, Inigo Peraha^ 
Son to the GcncraPof our C^/^ Forces, 
All arm*d, advancM within fliot: of their Walls, 
From whence the Mufqueteers plaid thick upoi^ him ) - 
Yet he, brave Youth, as carelefs of tbt Danger, 
As careful of his Honour, drew his Sword, 
And waving it about his Head, as Jf 
He dar'd one fpirited like himfclf, to trial 
' Of fingle Valor, he made his Retreat 
With fuch a flow, ( i ) and yet majeftic, pace, 
As if he ftill call'd loud, Dare none come oni 
When fuddenly, from a Poftern of the Town 
Two gallant Horfemen iflued, and overtook him. 
The Army looking on, yet not a Man 
That durft relieve the rafti Adventurer i 
Which Lucio, Son to Alvarez^ then feeing 
As in the Vant*guard he i&te bravely moimted, 
(Or were it pity of the Youth's Misfortune, 
Care to preferve the Honour of his Country, 
Or bold Defire to get himfelf a Name,) 
He mdde his brave Horle like a Whirlwind bear him 
Among the Combatants^ and in a Monoenc 
Pifcharg'd his Pet^onet, with fuck fare aim 
That of the adverfe party from his Horfe 
One tumbled dea!d., then wheeling round, and drawing 
A Faulchion, fwift as Lightning he came on 
Upon the other, apd with one ftrohg Blow, 
In view of the amazed Town^ and Qimp, 
He ftruck him dead, and brought Ptralta off 
With double Honour to himfclf. 

Fit. 'Twas brave : 
But the fucceis of this? 

( I ) --and yet majijftic^ f^^^^l The Partide/fMiiakes but bad Woxk 
here. For tbo* a ma^efiac Pai:e always implks a flow one, yet a flow 
Pace does not always imply a majeftic one. Nay, tlie Line by this un- 
lucky yet, fuppofes the Pace to be /e/s majeftic for being Jkw. Per- 
haps wt may do the Poets no wrong if we fappoie th^ wrote io$ 
^'^aJl9V9^ and that majefiii, ftic0* 

: Lam. 
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Lam. The Camp ceceivM him 
With Acclamations of joy and welcome ; 
And for Addition to the £iir reward , 
(Being a mafly Chain of Gold giv*n to him 
By young Feraltcf% Father)) he was brought 
To the InfMtd'% Prefence, kifs*d her Hand, 
And from that Lady, (greater in her Goodnefs 
Than her high Birth) had this encouragement ; 
Go on young Man ; yet not to feed thy Valour 
With hope otRccompence to come, from me. 
For prefent Satisfaftion of what's pad:. 
Ask any thing that's fit for me to give, 
^And thee to take, and be aflur'd of it. 

Ana. Excellent Princefs« 

Fit. And ftil'd worthily 
The Heart-blood, nay, the Soul of Soldiers* ^ 
But^what was his Requeft ? 

Lam. That the Repeal 
Of Alvarez makes plain \ he humbly begged 
His Father's Pardon, and fo movingly 
Told the fad Story of your Uncle's Death 
That the Infanta wept, and inftantly 
Granting his Suit, working the Arch-Duke to it. 
Their Letters were direAed to the King, 
With whom they fo prevail'd, that Alvarez 
Was freely pardorfd. 

Fit. 'Tis not in the King 
To make that good. ? 

Ana. Not in the King ? What Subjeft 
Dares contradid: his Pow'r ? 

Fit. In this I dare. 
And will } and not call his Prero^tive 
In Queftion, nor prefume to limit it. 
(2) I know he is the Matter of his Laws, 
And may forgive the Forfeits made to them. 
But not the Injury done to my Honour ; 
And fince (forgetting my brave Uncle's Merits 

(2) lh9w In it thi MaftiT'^l So the ddcft Folio. The refi. 

And 
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And many Services, under Duke jyAhd) 

He fufiisrs him to fall, wrefting from Juftice 

The powerful Sword, that would revenge his Death, 

I'll fill with this Aftrea^s empty Hand, 

And in my juft wreak, make tnis Arm the Kin^s ; 

My deadly hate to Alvarez^ and his Houfe, 

Which as I grew ia Years, hath ftill increased, 

(As if it call'd on Time to make me Man,) 

Slept while it had no Objed for her Fury, 

But a weak Woman, and her talk'd of Daughter; 

But now, fince there are (3) Quarries, worth her Flight 

Both in the Father, and his hopeful Son, 

1^11 boldly caft her off, and gorge her full 

With both their Hearts; (4) to further which, your 

Friendfliip, 
And Oaths, will your Afliftance : let your Deeds 
Make anfwer to me ; ufelefs are all Words 
Till, you have writ Performance with your Swords. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE IL 

Enter Bobadilla and Lucio. 

Luc. Go fetch my Work ; this Ruff was not well 
ftarch'd. 
So tell the Maid, *t has too much blue in it, 
And look you that the Partridge and the Pullen 
Have clean Meat, and freih Water, or my Mother 
Is like to hear on*t. 

(3) '^^uarries, n/ifertb hir fight ^ T\i\% fight ^ tho* it is not altoge- 
ther void of Senfe, difcontinues the Chain of Metaphors taken from 
Falconry. Our bufinefs then maft be to join it again (a thing not 
liard to be done) by changing one Letter, and adding another, thus^ 

But now f fince there are parries, tvartb her Flight. 
Mr. Seaward concarrtd too in the fame Corre£lion. 

(4) to further njuhich, your Friendjbip^ 

Atti Oaths % 'will pur Ajfijlance^ let your Deeds.'] Thas point 
the two laft Editions* and the iirfl not a great deal better. Had 
the Editors of any one of the Copies underftood this Pailage, they 
would have taken better care in the Pundluation, and given the Text 
91 Mr. Seward and my felf have done in the prefeat Edition. 

B9ii 
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Bob. Oh good St. Jofues help me : Was there ever foch 
an Heramophrodioe beard of? Would any Wench living, 
that .Ihould hear and fee what I do, be wrought to b^ 
Jieve, that the beft of a Man lies under this Petticoat, 
and that a Cod-piece were far fitter here, than a pinn'd 
Placket? 

. Luc. You had beft talk filthily, do ; I have a Tcmgoc 
To tell my Mother^ as well as Ears to hear 
Your Ribaldry. 

Bob. Nay, you have ten Womens Tongues that way, 
lamfure: Why my young Matter or Miftrefs, Madam, 
Don, or what you will, what the Devil have you to do 
with PuUen, or Partridge? or to fit pricking on a Cteut 
all Day ? You have a better Needle,' I know^ and might 
make better Work, if you had grace to ufe it. 

Luc. Why, how dare you fpeak this before me. Sirrah ? 

Bob. Nay rather, why dare not you do what I fpeak? 

m Tho' my Lady your Mother, for fear of f^itel/i and 

his Fadion, hath brought you up like her Daughter, and 
has kept you thefe twenty Years, (which is ever finceyou 
were Born,) a clofe Prifoner within Doors ; yet fince you 
are a Man, and are as well provided as other Men are, 
methinks you fhould have the fame Motions of the Flefli, 
as other Cavaliers of us are inclined unto. 

Luc. Indeed you have caufe to love thofc wanton 
Motions, 
(5) They having holpe you to an excellent Whipping, 
For doing fomething, I bpt put y' in mind of it. 
With th* Indian Maid, the Governor fcnt my Mother 
From Mexico, 

Bob. Why, I but taught her a Spanijh trick in Charity, 
and holpe the King to a Subjedl that may live (6) to take 

grave 

(5) ^C^ hafving hope you to an ] The Abfurdity of this Ledion 

any Reader will cafily perceive, and read with Mr. Theobald and my 
felf as I have given the Text. 

(6) to take Grave Maurice Prifoner] Grave is printed ift the kft 
Editions with a great Letter and in Italics ^ as if it was a proper 
Name, whereas it is an Epithet only, and a Charadcriflic of Prince 
Maurice of NaJ/aUf who after performing great Actions againll the 
Sfuniards, is faid to have dy*d of Grief, on accotint of the Siege el 

Breia. 
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grave Maurive Prifone^ and that was more gcxkl to the 
State, than a thoufand fuch as you are ever like to do : 
and I will tell you, (ih a Fatherly care of the Infant I 
fpeak it) if he live (as blefs the Babe, in Paffion I re- 
member him) to your Years, fhall he Ipend his time in 
'pinning^ painting, purling, and perfuming as you do? 
no, he Ihall to the Wars, ufe his Spatnjh Pike, tho* with 
the danger of tht laih, as his Father has done, and when 
he is provoked, as I am now, draw his T'okdo delperate- 
I7, as— — — 

Luc. You will not kill me ? oh. 

Bob. I knew this would filence him : how he hides his 
Eyes ? If he were a Wench now, as he feems, what an 
advantage had I, drawing tv^o Toledo* s when one can do 
this ? : But oh me, my Lady ; I muft put up : Young 
Matter, I did but jeft : Oh cuftom, what haft thou 
made of him ? 

Enter Eugenia and Servant. 

• 

Eug. Vox bringing this, be ftill my Friend ; no more 
A Servant to me. 

Bob: What's the matter ? 

Eug. Here, 
E*en here, where I am happy to receive 
Aflurance of my jilvarez return, 
I will kneel down ; and may thofe holy Thoughts 
That now poflefs me wholly, make this place 
A Temple to me, where I may give thanks 
For this unhop'd for Blefling^ Heav'n's kind Hand 
. Hath pour'd upon me. 

Luc. Let my Duty, Madam, 
Prefume if you have caufc of Joy, t* intreat 
I may ihare ia it. 

Breda. Strada it Bella Belgico^ tho' a bigotted Jefuit^zTii extremely 
prejudiced ^ainfk the Protdlahts, gives Prince Maun'ct the following* 
Charadter. Hie illi Mauritius ejl, a nobis faepe^ nee fine fortis bf cauti 
Ducts laude memorandutt i. e. This is that Maurice whom we fhall 
often fpeak of, and ne^er \vichout the Character of a brave and cau^ 
iteus General. Mr. Seaward. 

• BtK 
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Bdh. ^Tis well» he has forgot (7) how I frighted him 

yet. 

Eug. Thou Ihalt ; but firft kneel with me Lucio^ 
; No more Poftbumia now, thou haft a Father, 
A Farfier living to take off that Name, 
Which my too credulous Fears, that he was dead* 
Beftow'd upon thee ; thou fhalt fee him Lucio^ 
And make him young a^in, by feeing thee. 
Who only hadft a being in my Womb 
When he went from me, Lucio : Oh my Joya 
So far trahfport me, that I muft forget 
The Ornaments of Matrons, Modefty, 
And grave Behaviour ; but let all forgive me 
If in th* Expreflion of my Soul's beft Comfort, 
Tho' old, 1 do a while forget mine Age, 
And play the Wanton in the Entertainment ^ 

Of thofe deh'ghts I have fo long deipair'd of« 

Zmc. Sh^ll I then fee my Father ? 
* Eug. This hour, LMcio ; 
• Which reckon the beginning of thy life, 
I mean that life, in which thou ihalt appear 
To be fuch as I brought thee forth, a Man ; 
This womanilh Difguife, in which I have 
So long conceard thee, thou (halt now caft ofi; 
And change thofe Qualities thou didft learn from me^ 
For mafculine Virtues, for which feek no Tutor, 
But let thy Father's aftions be thy Precepts 1 
And for thee Zancbo^ now cxpeft reward 
For thy true Service. 

Bob. Shall I ? you hear fellow Stepbano^ learn to know 
me more refpedtively \ how doft thou think I (hall be-^ 




Luc. Let my Duty^ Madam^ 

Prefumi^ if you ha*tit caufi of Jof^ i* inirtai 
1 may /hare in it. 

Bob. *7V/ wf //, be has forgot how I frighted bimi 

Bug. That tboufialt i &c. 
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tiomc th|; Steward's Chair, ha ? (8) will not thefe flendcr 
Hanches fhow well with a Chain, and i gold Kight-cap 
after Supper, when I take the Accompts ? 

Eug. Hafte,and take down thbfe Blacks with which 
my Chamber 
Hath like the Widow, hpr lad Miftrefs, mourn'd^.' 
And hang up for it the rich Perfian Arras, . • 
UsM on my wedding Night, for this to noe . 
Shall be a lecond Marriage: Send for Muflck, 
And will the Cooks to ufe their bed of cunning \ 

To pleafe the Palat. 

Bph. Will your Ladylhip have a Potato- pie, *tis a goo^ 
ftirring di(h for an old Lady, after a long Lmt. ^ 

Ew. Begone I fey : Why Sir, you can go fafter ? 

Bw. I could. Madam : but I am now to pradife the 
Steward's t'ace, that's the reward I look for ;. every Mati 
muft &(hion his Gate, "according to his Calling ) you fel-^ 
low Stepbano may walk fafter, to overtake Preferment } 
fo, ulhcr me. 

Luc. Pray, Madam, let the Waftecoat I laft wrought 
Be made up for my Father : I will have 
A Cap, and Boot-hofe, fuitable to't. 1 

Eug, Of that 
We'll think hereafter Lucio ; our Thoughts now t 

Muft have no objeft but thy Father^s welcome, 
To which thy help 

Luc. With humble gladnefs, Madam. [Exeunii 

(8) Will not thefe Jltnier Hanches Jhow well tutth a Chain, and 
a Gold Nightcapj Gold Helmets and Armour 1 have ofc read 
and heard of,' but never before this do I remember to have feen a 
Cold Night' cap. The true Reading here is, J Gold Chain, and 
Night-cap. 

Thus Aa I|I. Scene II. of this Play, Piorate asks Bobadilla, 
hyeur Chain right ? /. e^ is it pure Gold \ 
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S C E N E 

Efiier Alvarez, ami Cla^a. 

Alv. Where loft we Syaveira ? 
C/«..Hewasn3Ct, ^ ' / 
Entering the City, by iapie Gentlemen^ 
Kinfmen» as he laid, of \vi q^d, mch whom 
For compliment lake (for ib t tt^iiik he termed it) 
He was cc^peird to my i tho' I mtich wbnder 
A Man that knows to do, and has done well 
I'th* Head oh'f Troop, when i|iet)c>ld X^06 chai^d h&m^ 
Can learn ta fuddenly t* abu^ his time 
In apilh Ent^ainracnf i for my piit 
(By all the glorious rewards of War) 
rd rather meet ten Enemies i'th' field. 
All (wproto ietch my l|?i&d, than be brought /on 
To change an Hour^s di&ourle with one 6i ^dlfe 
Smooth City-fools, or Tifliie-Cavaliers, 
(The only Gallants, as they wifety think,) 
To get a Jewel, or a wanton Kifs 
From a Cburt-lip, though painted • 
, Alv. (9) My lov*d Qara^ 
(For Ludo is a Name thou muft forget 
With Lucia's boldBehavit)ur«) thouigh thyj^^eedi^g 
Tth* Camp, may plead fometbing in tHe Excufc • 
Of thy rough manners, Cuftom ^ving chang'd. 
Though not thy Sex, the foftnefs of thy Nature, 
And Fortune, then ar cruel Step-dame to thee, 
impos'd upon thy tender fyveetn^fs, burthens . 
Of Hunger, Cold, Wounds, Want, fuch as would era 
The Sinews of a Man, not born a Soldier : 
Yet now (he fmiles, and like a natVal Mother 
Looks gently on thee, Clara^ entertain 
Her proffered Bounties with a willing Bofom v 
Thou (halt no more have need to ufe thy Sword ; 

• 

(9) Mf Love Clara,] Our Authors might poiJibly, as Mn^ru 
thinks with me, have wrote A^vV Clara. The Reader will perc 
that Lwe is more proper to a Wife^ and kv'd to a Da}ig^er. 

1 
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Thy Beauty (which e'en Be^ia hath ts>t alterM) 
Shall be a Uronger Guard, to keep cny Clara^ 
Than that has been, (though never u$M but nobly) 
And know thus much, 

Qa. Sir, I kdow only i:hat ^ 

It ftands not with my Duty to gain-iay you 
In any thing : I muft and will put on 
What fafhion you think bed, though Icxnitd wiih 
I were what I appear. 

-4/u Endeavour rather . [Msiftck^ 

To be what you are, Clara^ entring here. 
As you were borui a Woman. 

Enter Eugenia, Lucio, and Servants. 

•* 
£1^* JL^r choice Mufick, 

In the bed v(Hce that e^er toucfa'd humane Ear, 

For jpy hath ty*d my Tongue up, fjpcak your welcomf^ 

jMv. My Soul (fw thou giv*ft new lifp to totf Spirit) 

^ [Embraces her. 
Myriads of joys, though fhort in number of 
Thy Virtues, fall on tkcc ; Oh my Et^enia^ 
Th' afllmince that I do embrace thee, makes 
J4y twenty Years of forrowbut a Dream ; 
And by the Neftar, which I take from thcfe, 
I feel djy Age rcftor*d, and like old JEfon 
Grow young again, 

Eug. My Lord, long wifh'd for, wekome ; 
*Tis a fweet briefnefe, yet in that fliort word 
A£l Ptealures which I may calinune, begin. 
And may they long increafe, before they find 
A fecond Pbriod ; Ltt mme Eyes now imi€)L * 
On this fo wifli'd-for Objeft, and my Lips 
Yet modeftly pay back the parting Ki6 
You trufted with them, when you fled from SivU^ 
With little Clara my fweet Daughter $ lives ihe ? 
Yet I could chide my fclf, having you here. 
For being fo covetous pf all, Joys at once, 
T* enquire for her, you being alone, to me 
My Clara^ Lucia^ .my Lord, my felf. 
Nay more than all the World. 

. Cc 2 • jllv. 
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jilv. As you, to itae are, 

Eug. Sit down, and let me feed upon the Story 
Of your paft dangers,, now you're here in fafety ; 
Ic will give Relifh, and frefh Appetite 
To my Delights,* iJF fuch Delights can cloy xnc. 
Yet do not Alvarez } let me firft yield you 
Account of my Life in your Abfence, and 
Make you acquainted how I have preferv'd 
The Jewel left lock'd up within my Womb, 
When you, in being forc'd to leave your Country, 
Suffered a civil Death, 

Ah. Do, my Eugenia^ 
*Tis that I moft defire to hear. 



Eug..T\itTi know- 



Ah. What Noife is that ? [fFitbin claflnng of Sworisi 
Sya. [within] If you are noble Enemies, 
Opprefs me not with odds, but kill me fairly. 

Fit. [pithin!] Stand off, I am too many of my fclf. 

Enter Bobadilla. 

J5^J.Murther, Murther, Murther, your Friend, myLord, 
Don Syavedra is fct upon in the Streets, by your Enemy 
Vitelli^ and his Fadlion : I am almoft killed with looking 
on them. 

Ah. Pll free him, or fall with him ; draw thy Sword 
And follow me. 

Cla. Fortune, I give thee thanks 
F&r this Occafion once more to ule it. {^Eiot. 

Bob. Nay, hold not me Madam ; if I do any hurt, 
hang me. 

Luc. Oh I. am dead with fear J Let's fly into 
Your Clofet, Mother. 

Eug. No hour of my Life 
Secure of danger ? Heav'n be merciful. 
Or now at once difpatch me. 

Enter Vitelli, purfued by AlvsLVtzand Syavednr, 
Clara ^^^rf»g; ^ Anaftro. 

Cla. Follow him. 
Leave me to keep thefe oE 

Alv. 
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Alv. Aflfault my Friend, 
So near my Houfc ? 

Fit. Nor in it will fpare thee, 
Though 'twere a Temple; and Til make it Qne, 
I being the Pried, and thou the Sacfifice, 
PU offer to my Uncle. ^ 

jUv. Hafte thou to him, 
Ani^ fey I fent thee. 
.Alia. *Twas put bravely by— ^ 
And that s yet he comes on, and boldly i rare 
Pth* Wars, where Emulation and Example 
Join to increafe the Courage, and make lefs 
The Danger ; Valour, and true Refolution 
Never appeared fo lovely— —brave again- 
Sure he is more than Man, and if he fall. 
The bed of Virtue, Fortitude would die with him : 
And can I fuffcr it ? Forgive me Duty, 
So I love Valour, as I will protect it 
Againft my Father, and redeem it, though 
•Tis forfeited by one I hate. 

Fit. Come on, , 

All is not loft yet : You (hall buy me dearer 
Before you have me ; keep off. 

Qa. Fear me not. 
Thy Worth has took me Prifoner, and my Sword 
For this time knows thee only for a Friend, 
And to all elfe I turn the Point of it. 

Sya. Defend your Father's En*my ? 

Jlv. Art thou mad ? 

Cla. Are ye Men rather ? Shall that Valour, which 
Begot you lawful Honour in the Wars, 
Prove now the Parent of an infamous Baftard 
So foul, yet fo long liv*d, as Murther Will 
Be to your fliames i Have each of you, alone 
With your own dangers only, purchased Glory 
From multitudes of Enemies, not allowing 
Thofe neareft to you, to have part in it. 
And do you now join, and lend mutual help 
Againft a fingle Oppolite ? Hath the Mercy 
Of the great King, but newly wafh*d away 

C c 3 Th<j 
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The Blood, that with the forfeit of your Life ^ 
Clcav'd to your Name and Family, like a^ Ulcer, 
In this again to fet a deeper Dye upon 
Your Infemy ? You'll fey. he's your Foe, 
And by his rafhnefscall'd on his own Ruin s 
Remember yet, he was firft wrong'd, and F£?aour 
Spurr'd him to what he did ; and next the place 
Whe^e now he is, your Houfe, which by the Laws. 
Of hofpitable Duty Ihould protect him v 
Haye you been twenty y W3 a ftrangcr to% 
To make your entrance now in Blood ? Or think you 
Your G)untry-nun^ a true born Sfamard^ will be 
An OfTring fit, to pleafe the Genius of it ? 
No, in this Til prefume to teach my Father, 
And this firft A61 of Difobedience, ihalJ 
Confirm I am moft dutiful. 

Jlv. Pm plcas'd 
With what I dare not give allowance to. 
Unnatural Wretch, wfet wik thou do? 

Cla. Set free 
A noble En'my : Come not on, by* 
You pafs to him, through me. The way is open, 
Farewel, when next I meet you, do not look ibr 
A Friend, but a vow'd Foe ; I fee you worthy. 
And therefore now prefcrve you, for the Honour 
Of my Sword only. 

FiL Were this Man a Friend, 
How woul.d he win me, that being my vowM Foe 
Deferves fo well ? I thank you for my Life j 
But how I Ihall dcferve it, give me leave 
Hereafter to confider. [ Exit* 

Jlv. Quit thy Fear,. 
All Danger is blown over, I have Letters 
To th* Governor, i*th' King's Name, to (ecwe u$ 
From fuch attempts hereafter ; yet we need not. 
That have fuch ftroi^ Guards of our own, dread otha^^ 
And to increafe thy Comfort, know, this young Maii^ 
Whom with fuch fervent Earneftnefs you eye. 
Is not what he appears, but, fuch a gne 
As thou with joy wilt blefc, thy Daughter Chra, 
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Bug. A tfaoufand BldTiiigs in that word. 

jSv. Thereafon 
Why I have bred her up thusv at more leifure 
I will impart to you ; wonder not AC 
What you have leen her do. Jt being th* leaft 
Of many great aiiii valiant UndertaKings 
Shchath nfiade good with Hbno'Ur. 

Ei^. I'll teturri 
The joy I have in her, with one as great 
Xo you, my -^^*r^; You^ in a Man, 
Have giv*n tb me a Daughter ^ in a Woman^ 
I give tp ydii a Son t this Was the PletJge 1 
Yptt left here witli me» whom I have brought up 
Different itsm Wl^ hb Was^ as.you did Cidra^ 
And v^ith the like fiiccxir^t ^ disappears 
AltQr'd bjr.Guftonl^ more than Woman, he ^ 
TiansforinM by his fofi: i»ife^ is iefs than Mjsin. 
. Atv* FodTEuoe in thi^^ves ample Satisfadioo 
For: all our ibiroMrs paft. 

luci My deareft Siftd*. 

Qa. Kind Brother. 
' Jlv. Now our mutual care muft be 
Inlploy'd to help wrong'd Nature, to recover 
Her right in eithcf' of theth, loft by Cuftom : 
To you I gi^^e my Clara^ and receive 
My Lucio to my charge $ and wd'll contend 
With loving Induftry, who fooneft can 
Turn thi^ Man Woman^ or this Woman Man. 

[ExiunL 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 

E^ter Pachieco, and La^arillo. 

]Pac. (loj 15 Y, my Cloak, and Rapier ; it fits not a 
J3 Gentleman of my Rank, to walk the Streets 
in ^erpo. ^ 

Laz. Nay, ydu are a y^ry rank Gentleman ; Signior,! 
^m very hungry, they tell me in ^rz»7 here, I look like an 
Eel, with a Man's Head ; and your Neighbour the Smith 
here hard by, would have borrowed me the other Day to 
have fifliM with me, becaufe he had loft his Aiigle-^rod. 

Pac. Oh happy thou Lazaritto^ being the caufe of other 
Mens wits as in thine own ; live lean and witty ftill : Op- 
prefs not thy Stomach too much ; (i i) grofs Feeders, great 
Sleepers, great Sleeper^, fat Bodies ; fat Bodies, lean 
grains : No Lazarilto^ I will make thee immortal, change 
Xhy Humanity into Deity, for I will teach thee to live 
upon nothing, 

Laz. Faith Signior, I am immortal then already^ or 
very near it, for I do live upon little or nothing ; belike 
that's the reafon the Poets are faid to be immortal, for 
feme of them live upon their Wits, which is indeed as 
good as little or nothing : But good Mafter, let me be 
mortal ftill, and let's go to Supper. 

Pac. Be abftinent, ihewnot the corruption of thy Gc- 
Mratipn ; he that feeds, (hall die, therefore, he that feeds 
not, Ihall live. 

Laz. Ay, bi^t how long fliall he live ? Thcrc|*s the 
Queftipn, 

(lo) By, and Cloak^ and Rapier ; ] Thus the Copy of 171 1^ the 
Text is from the Edition of 1647. 

[it) gro/s Feeders, great Sleepers, fat Bodies i fat Bodies^ lean 
Brains : ] The Repetition in the latter made me UifftGt that there 
w^ the fame to be obferved in the former Part of this Paflages snd 
upon confulting the Folio of 1647, I found my Sufpicion fuUy con* 
j^rme4? Mr, Se*ward*z Conjedar^ too was the &me as mine. 
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Pac. As long as he can without feeding : Didft thou 
never read of the miraculous Maid in Flanders ?^ ■ > 

Laz. No, nor of any Maidelfe; for the. Miracle of 
Virginity now-a-days ceafes, e'er the Virgin can read 
Virginity? 

Pac. She that liv*d three years without any other Sufte- 
nance, than the fmell of a Rofe. 

Laz. Pve heard of her, Signior, but they fay her 
Guts Ihrunk all into Lute-ftrings, and her Neather-parts 
cling*d together like a Serpent's Tail, fo that though fhe 
continued a Woman ft'ill above the Girdle, yet beneath 
ihe was Monfter. 

Pac. So are moft Women, believe it. 
: Laz. Nay all Women, Siguior, that can live only upon 
the fmell of a Rofe. 

Pac. No part of the Hiftory is fabulous. 

Laz. I think rather no part of the Fable is Hiftorical : 
but for all this. Sir, my rebellious Stomach will not lee 
me be immortal : I will b^ as immortal, as mortal Hunger 
will fufier ; put me to a certain flint Sir, allow me but a 
red Herring a Day. 

Pac. O.de diosy would'ft thou be gluttonous in thy de- 
licacies? 

Laz. He that eats nothing but a red Herring a Day^ 
Ihall ne'er be broiled for the Devil's Raflier 5 a Pilchard, 
Signior, (12) a Sardina, an Olive, that I may be a Phi- 
ioibpher firft, and immortal after. , 

Pac. Patience, Lazartllo^ let Contemplation be thy Food 
awhile: I fay unto thee, one Pe^fe was a Soldicr'sProvant 
a whole Day at the deftruftion of Jerufalem. 

£«/^r Metaldi, ^77^ Mendoza. 

Laz. Ay, and it were any where but at the dcftrudion 
ofa Place, PJl be hang'd. 

Met. Signior Pachieco jilajlo^ my moft ingenious 
Cobler of Sevily the bonos noxios to your Signiorie, 

(12) A SurJiny^ an Olive ] Mr Theobald and Mr.. Seward faw 
\yith me the NecefTity of akexing this Place. Fide Note 3 upon 
fbe Loner's Pilgrimage. 

Pac. 
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Pac. Signior Metaldi ie Fargh^ mf moft f&tn^us SAiA, 
and Mat! of Metal, I return your Gourtefie t^n-foldi wi 
do humble my Bonnet beneath thit Shoe-ibte of four 
Coqgie } the like to you SigniOr Mend^hca Pedicuh dt Vtf- 
minify my moll exquifite Hofe-heelcr. 

Ijzz^ Here's a gi'eeting betwixC a Cdbler, a Sbikti land 
a Botcher, they all belofVs to the Foot, whieh nsakei 
ihem ftaiid fo milch upon meir Gentry. 

Mend. Signiof Lazarilldn 

Laz. Ah SigHdry s} ^ Nay, we are sill Signiors iterth 
Spain^ from the Jakes-farmer to thei Grahdda^ of- jidehoh 
iado\ this Botcher looks as if he were Dbu^^bakM^ i 
little Butter now, and I c6uld eat hml likeanO^ten-cake: 
bis Father's Diet was new Cheefe and Onions^ wheil he 
got him ; what a Scallion-fac*d Rafcal 'tis ? 

Met. But why, Signior Pacbkeoy do you ftand fo liiuch 
on the priority, atid antiquity of ybur Quality (as you 
call it) in eom^rifon of outs? 

Mind, Ay j your reafoii for thar. 

Pa€. Why thou Iron- pated Smithy and thou Woollen^ 
witted Hofc-heeler, hear what I will fpeak indifie^dy, 
arid according to aritient Wi'itdirS, of our three Pfofeffi6ns, 
and let the upright Lazarillo be both Judge and Mode^ 
rator. 

Laz. SiWl am I the moft immortally himgiy, ihk 
may be. 

Pa€. Suppofe thou wilt derive thy Pedigree, like fotni 
of the old Heroes, (as Hercules^ jEneas^ AcbiUes) lineally 
from the Gods, making ^^«r« thy great Grandftthcr, and 
Vulcan thy Father : Vukan was a God. 

Laz. He'll make Vulcan your Godfather by and by. 

Pac. Yet I fay, Saturn was a crabbed BlQck-head, and 
Vulcan a limping Horn-head, for Venus his Wife wstt a 
Strumpet, and Mars begot all her Children ; therefore 
however, thy Original muft of neceffity fpring from 
Baftardy : (13) Further, what can be a more dejeS Spnrii 
in Man, than to lay his Hands under e^ery onc*s Horfes 

fl3) Further, luhat can he a more dejeH Spirt 1^"] f Cl^nnot help 
thinking but thejadicious Reader will wi(h, with me, that the Authors 
iiad. wrote, 'whai canjh^w &c. 

Feet, 
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FrtSt* to do him Icrvicc, as thou doft ? For thee, I will ht 
briefi thou doft botch, and not mend| thou arc a hider of 
Enoritiitied, vi?^. Scabs, Chilblains^ and kib*d Heels j 
much prone thou art to Seds, and Herefies, difturbing 
State ^ Government 1 for how canft thou be a found 
Menlber in the Common-wealth, that art fo fubjed to 
fiitdies in the Ankles ? bluih> and be filent then» oh ye 
Mechanicks, compare no morie with the politick Cobfer : 
For Coblers, jn old time, have Prophened; what may 
they do now then, that have every day waxed better and 
better? Have we not the length of cv^ry Man's Foot? 
Arc we not daily Menders ? Yea, and what Menders? Not 
Horfe-menders.— • 

Laz. Nor Manners-menders. 

Pac. But Soul-menders : Oh divine Coblers ; do we 
not, like the wife Man, fpin out our Own Threads, (or 
our Wives for us ? ) Do we not, by our fowing the Hide, 
reap the Be^f ? are not we of the Gentle-craft, whilft 
both you are but Crafts-men -, you vill lay, you fear nei- 
ther Iron nor Steely and what you get i^ wrought out of 
the Fire ; I muft anfwcr you again tho% all this but For«» . 
gery •, you may likewifc fay, a Man's a Man, that has 
but a hofe on his Head : I muft likewifc anfwer, that 
Man is a Botcher, that has a heel'd hofe on his Head ; to 
conclude, there can be no comparifon with the Coblcr, 
who is all in all in the Common- wealth, has his poh'tick 
Eye and Ends on every Man's Steps that walks, and 
whbfe Courfe (hall be lafting to the World's end. 

Met, I give Place •, the Wit of Man is wondcrfuj ; thou 
baft hit the Nail on the Head, and I will give thee fix 
Pots for't, tho' I ne'er clinch Shooe again. 

Enter Vitelli and Afguazier. 

Pac. Who's this ? Oh our Alguazier ; as arrane a 
Knave as e'er wore one Head under two OjHces j he is 
one fide Alguazier. 

Met, The other fide Serjeant. 
. Mend. That's both fides Carrion, I am fure. 
* Pac. This is he apprehends Whores in the way of 
Juftice, and lodges 'em in his own Houfe, in the way of 

Profits 
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Profit ; he with him, is the Grand Don Pitelti^ ^twixt 
whoml and Fernando Alvarez^ the Mortal hatred is ; he 
is indeed my Don's Bawd, and does at this prefent lodge 
a famous Curtizan of his, lately come from Madrid. 

Vit. Let her want nothing, Signior, fhe can ask : 
What lofs or injury you may fuftain 
I will repair, and recompencc your Love : 
Only that Fellow's coming I miflike. 
And did fore- warn her of him ; bear her this 
With my beft love, at Night I'll vifit her. 

jllg. I reft your Lordlhip's Servant. 

[Mendoza, (^c. ccmeMpio the Alguazier and pretend 
to familiarity with bimi 

Vet. Good Ev'n, Signiors: 
Oh AlvareZy thou haft brought a Son with thee 
Both brightens and obfcures our Nation, 
Whofe pure ftrong Beams on us, (hoot like the Sun's 
On bafer fires ; I would to Heav'n my Blood 
Had never ftain'd thy. bold unfortunate Hand, 
That with mine Honour I might emulate. 
Not perfecute fuch Virtue 5 I will fee him, 
Though with the hazard of my Life ; no reft 
In my contentious Spirits, can I find 
Till I have graiify'd him in like kind. £Exit. 

Alg. I know you not ; what are ye? hence yc bafe 
Befognios. 

Pac. Marry, Cazzo ! Signior Alguazier^ d* ye not 
know us ? why, we are your honeft Neighbours, the 
Cobler, ^ Smith, and Botcher, that have fo often fate 
fnoaring (14) Cheek by JoU with your Signiorie, in rug 
at Midnight. 

Laz. Nay, good Signior, be not angry ; you muft un- 
derftand, a Cat, and fuch an Officer fee beft in the Dark. 

Met. By this Hand, I could find in my Heart to Ihooe 
his Head. 

(14) Cheek hy J oil 'with your Sign tor ^ in rug at Midnight^ I had 
corredtcd the, Paflage once thus, ivith you Signior i but Signiorje, 
which is from the old Folio, is undoubtedly the right Reading. 
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T^c. Why then we know you, Signior ? thou Mun- 
gril, begot at Midnight, at the Gaol-gate| by a Beadle; 
on a Catchpole's Wife, are not you he thirwas whipt oui 
of Toledo for Perjury ? 

Men, Next, condemp'd to the Gallies for Pilfery, there 
to the BuIIs-pizel? 

Met. And after called to the Inquifition, for Apoftacy I 

Pdc. Arc not you he that, rather than you durft go ai> 
induftrious Voyage, being prefs^d, to the Iflands, skulk'd 
till the Fleet was gone, and then earn'd your Ryal a 
day by fquiring Puncks and Puncklings up and down 
the City? 

Laz. Are not yqu a Poriuguefe Born, defcended o* the 
Mo(frsy and came hither into Sevil with your Matter, an 
arrant Tailor, in your red Bonnet, and your blue Jacket 
]oufie; though now your Block-head be covered with 
the Spmifb\ Sock, and your lafhed Shouklers wkh a Vet 
vet-pee. 

Pac. Are not you he that have been of thirty Callings, 
yet ne'er a one lawful ? that being a Chandler firft, pro- 
fefe'd Sincerity^ and v^uld fell no Man Muftard to his 
Beef on the Sabbath, and yet fold Hypocrifie all your 
Lifetime? 

Met. Are not you he, that were fince a Surgeon to the 
Stewsf, and (15) undertook to cure,' what the Church it 
felf 'could not. Strumpets ? that rife to your Q/Hce by 
being a great Don's Bawd ? 

Laz. That commit Men nightly, oflfencelefs, for the 
gain of a Groat a Prifoner, which your Beadle feems to 
put up, ' when you fhare three Pence ? 

Mend. Are not you he that is a Kifler of Men, in 
Drunkennefs,||nd a Betrayer in Sobriety ? 

jllg. Diabm: They'll rail me into the Gillies again« 

Pac. Yes Signk>r, thou art even he we fpcak of aH 

(i 5) Undertook to cure nvhat the Church iifelfeould not, Strumpete 
that rife to your Office 8cc,1 What unintelligible Scuff has felfe Scops 
made of this Pailage. I have with Mr. Seward attempted, in the 
prefent Text* co point the Place into Senfe, and perhaps ;)ie Re^er 
will think our Paint well bellowed. ' 

■ r 

this 
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this while ; thou may'ft by thy Aacc now, lay usbj^tlie 
Heels, 'tis ^ri^ ; But take heed, be wifer^ (^ck iw 
ruin on thine ^n Head ; for never was there iuch aa 
Anatomy, as we (hall make thee then ; be wife theit- 
fore, thou Child of the Night! Be Friends, and Ihake 
Hands, thou art a proper Man, if thy Beiud were red- 
der : Rcniember thy worfhipful Fundion, a Cbnfiable ; 
tho^ thou turned Day into Night, and Night into Day, 
what of that ? Watch kfs, an^ pray more : Let not thy 
mittens (i6) abate the talons of t by AuehcR^ity, but gripe 
Theft and Whoirdom, wberefoever thou mcof ft ^ ; 
bear 'em away like a Tempeft, and lodge 'em ijrfefy in 
thine own Houfe/ 

La%. Would you have Whores and Thievres k>dgM ie 
fuch a Houfe ? 

Pac. They ever do fo ; I have found a Thie^ or a 
Whore there, when the whole Suburbs could not fiir- 
hilli me. 
, ZkWf. But why do they lodge there f 

Pae. That they may be fafe and forth-cooring^ ; for in 
the Morning ufualty, the Thief i^ fent to the Gaol, and 
the Whore prc^rates her felf to the Ji^ftice. 

Men. Admirable Pacbiecbo. 

Met. Thou Cobler of Chriftendom. 

Alg. There is no railing with thefe Revues, I will 
clofc with 'cm, till I can cry quittance. Why Signior^ 
and my honed Neighbours, ^U you fmpiite that as a 
negted of my Friends, which is an f mper^ibn in Ofie ? 
I have been Sand-blind from my Infancy ; to make yoQ 
amends you fhall Sup with me. 

Laz. SiiaU we Sup with ye. Sir? Of my Confeiencei 
they have wroAg*d the Gentleman extreaiply. 

J}g. And after Supper, i^have a Projeo: to employ 
you in, fhall make you drink and eat merrily this Month: 
I am a little Knavifh ; why, and do not I know all you 
to be Knaves? 

Pac. I grant you, we are all Knaves, and will be your 

(i6j Thai if. Let not thy Mitten^U tbeiw^tottkyTsdons^ as a 
feauoft 18 toaFoil. 

Knaves i 
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Knaves ; byjc ob» yihik yoU Jive, tak$ heed of being a 
proud Knavd. 

^^. Oo tb^iv p^fei I will boar ooi my StaflT, and my ^ 
Staflf (hajl. be«r Qjut me.. . 

La^.QI[i,l4!^m^tJM^ ^Exeunt. , 

& C EN E IL 

£»/«r LuciQ, ^«^, Bobadilla. 

X.«^ Pray be not angry. 
: Bcb. I am angry, and 1 will be angry, Diaboloi what 
ihoukl ypu do in the Kiechin I Cannot the Cqbks lick 
their Fingers without your Overfceing ? Nor the Maid$ 
make Pottage except your Dog's-head be in the Pot ? 
Ekmi Lucia f'-' Don ^ot-^ean^ Don Spinjler^ wear a 
Petticoat ftill, and put on your Smock ^Monday ; I will, 
have a Baby o' Clouts made for it, like a great Girl ;. 
nay, if you will needs be ftarching of Ruffs, and fowing 
of Black- work^ I wili of a mild and loving Tutor, be- 
come a Tyrant ; yoiir Father has cbrpmitted you to nly 
ChargC) and I wifl makea Mgnor a Moufe on you. 

Luc. What would y6u have me do ? This fcurvy Sword 
So galls my Thigh, I would 'twere burnc ; pifli, look. 
This Cloak will ne'er keep on ; thefe Boots too hide-bound, 
Make tne walk ftifl? ais if my l^egs were frozen, ♦ 
i^ m^ ^purs gingle like a Morris-dancer : 
Lord, how my'Head akes with this roguifh Hat ; 

This mafoalinc Attire is moft uneafie, • 

l-W bou^d up in it ; I had rather walk 

IpT^/rV. again, loofe, like a Woman. 
Bak4 In F&oluh, had you not? 

Thou Mock to Heav'n, and Nature, aqd thy Parents 

Thou tender Leg of Lamb ! oh, how he walks 

As \t he- had bepife-d himfclf, and fleers! 

I^ ih i» a Gate ifpr the young Cavalier, 

Dori Luciv. Son and Heir to jV^varez ? 

Has it a Corn ? Or dp*^ it walk on Confcience, 

Jt treads fo gingwly ? Come on your ways ; 

Suppofe nae now your Father's foe, i^//^//4 

And fpying you i*th* Street, thus I advance—-* 

I 
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I twift my Beard, and then I draw my SwOrd^ 

Luc. Alas ! ' I 

Bob. And thuft accoft thee : Traiterous Brat^ 
How durft thou thus confront me ? iitipious Twig 
Of that old Stock, dewM with my Kinfman's gore^ 
Draw, for Til quarter thee in Pieces four. 

Lmc. Nay, prithee Bobadillay leaving thy fooling. 
Put up thy Sword. I will not meddle with ye ^ 
Ay, juftle me, I care not, 1*11 not draw. 
Pray be a quiet Man. # 

Bob. D* ye hear $ anfwer me, as you would do Don 
f7/^///, or I'll be fo bold as to lay the Pomel of my Swcxd 
over the hilts of your Head \ 
My Name's Fttellu and Pll have the Wall 
Luc. Why then rU have the Kennel: what acoH 
you keep ? / 

Signior, what happened ^twixt my Sire and your 
Kinfman, was long before I faw the World,. 
No fault of mine, nor will I juftifie 
My Father's Crimes : Forget, Sir, and forgive* - c » 
•Tis Chriftianity : I pray put up your Sword, 
I'll give you any Satisfaftion, 
* That may become a Gcndeman ; however 
I hope you're bred to more Humanity, 
Than tp revenge my Father's wrong on me. 
That crave your Love and Peace : law-you-now Zancbif 
Would nQt this quiet him^ were he ten Vitellis ? . > 

. Bob. Oh Craven-chicken of a Cock o' th* game ^ 
Well, what remedy ? Did thy Father fee this, O' my Cbn- 
icience, he would cut o£f thy Mafculine gender, crop 
thine Ears, beat out thine Eyes, and fet thee in one of 
the Pear-trees for a Scare-crow : 
As I am Vttellu I am fatisfied ; 

But ' as I am Bobadilla Spindola Zancbo Steward of the 
Houfe, and thy Father's Servant, I could find in my 
Heart to lop off the hinder part of thy Face, or to beat 
all thy Teeth into thy Mouth : Oh thou whay-blooded 
Milk- fop, Pll wait upon thee no longer, thou (halt ev'n 
wait upon me : Come your ways. Sir, I ihall take a little 
Pains with ye elfc^ 

Enter 
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Enter Clara. 

* C&, Where art thou, Brother Luciof fan, tati tah ta* 
Ran tan ran tan tan ta, ta ran tan tan tan. 
Oh, I (hall no more fee thoie golden Days t 

=5 Thefe Clothes will ne^er &dge with me : A— — o* 
This filthy Vardingale, this hip*hape : Brother, 

S Why ate Womeiis Hahches only limited, c6nfin*d^ 
Hoop'd in, as't were, with thefe lame fcurvy Vardingalcs? 
Bob. Becauie Womens Hslnches only are mod fubjeA . 
to difplay and fiie dut. 

i Cb. B^bmUa, Rogue, ten Duckets, 1 hit the prepuce 

« of thy Cod-piece. 

Luc. Hold, if you love tiiy Life^ Sifter ; I am not 
Zancbo Bobadilla^ t am your Brother, iMcio i what a 

• fright you have put me in ? 

Cla, Brother ? and wherefore thus ? 
Luc. Why, Mafter Steward .here^ Stgntor Zancbtf^ 
made me change ; he does nothing but mif-ufe me, and 
€^11 me Coward, and fwears I fli^ll wait upon him. 

Boh. Well -, I do no more than I have Authority for ; 
VfO\x\A I. were away tho* ; for Ihe's as much too Manilh^ 

' as he too Womanifli ; I dare not meddle with hefj yet 
I mufl: fct a gdod Face on*t, if I had it : (17) I have like 
charge of you Madam, I am as well to mollifie you, as to 
qualifie him;* what have you to do with Armors, and 
Piftols, and Javelins, and Swords, and fuch Tools ? Re- 
niember Miftrels, Nature hath given you a Sheath only^ 
to lignifie Women are to put up Mens Weapons^ not ta 
draw them ; look you now, is . this a fit trot for a 
Gentlewoman? You (hall fee the Court-Ladies move 
like Goddefles, as if they trbde Air \ they will fwim yoa 
their Meafures> like Whiting-mops, as if theif Feet were 
finns, and the hinges of their Knees oyl'd % do theyjove 
to ride great Horieis, as you do ? no 1 they love to ride 
great Afies Iboner ; faith, I know not what to fay t* ye 
both : Cuftom hath tum*d Nature toi)fie-turvy in you. . 

(17) I have liki charge of j6u Madam,}. All the copies exeej^t thai 
of 1647, ready 

/ ha'ue /Hi cbargi of Madam. . v 

Vot. VII. . Pi. CA 
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Cla. Nay, but. Mafttr Steward. 

Bob. You cannot trot fp faft, but he ambles as flowly.| 

Cia. Sighidr Spindlej will you Hear me ? 

Bei. He th|t ihall cbhie to fcfeftri^e your Virginityj| 

had bttttt be a-fo(5t o'er the Dragon. 
da. Very well. 

Bob. Did ever Spahi/h liidy pace fo ? 
. C/a. Hold thfefe a little, . 
Lu^. I'll hot touch ^cni, I. 
Cla. Firft do I break your Office o'er your Pate, 
You Dog-skin-fac'd Rogue, t^ijcher, you pdor Jobn^ 
iVhkh I will beat to kock-fifh. 
Luc. Sifter I 
J$ob. ^4ada^n( 

Cla. You Citterri-head, who have you talked to, ha? 
You nafty, ftinking, and ill-c6unt'nanc*d Cur. 

Bob. By this hand. Til bang your Brother tor tkis, 
when I get him afo;ie. 
" ClA How ? kick him, Lucio ; he /hall kick you, BA^ 
Spight 6' thy floie, that's flat 5 kick him, I fay. 
Or I Will cut thy Head off. 
pob. Softly, y* had bcft. 
^ Cla. Now, thoii lean, dry*d, and ominous vifag*d Knave, 
Thou falfeand peremptory Steward, pray, 
for I Will hang thee up in thine own Chain. 
Luc. Good Sifter, do hot ehoak him. 
]^ob. Murder r Miirder! [Exit. 

jOla. Welti 1 Ihall meet w' ye : Lucio ^ who bought 
_ this? 

' T is a reafbnable good one ; but thtre hangs one, 
Spaiffs Champion ne'er us^d truer 5 with this Staff 
0\d Jlvarez has led up Nlen ib clofe^ 
They could almort fpit in ^he Cannon^s Mouth ; 
Whilft t with that, (i Sp arid this, well mounted, sklrr'd 
A Horfe troop ttirbugh and through j like Iwift defire^ 

' And 

Ji Hor ft. troop through and through, — ] The old FoIIo rcadi 
flti9¥'i^ Hrhklf 1 tJLketd Uoiily a^ ^Ife'^liih^ of a better i^o>d^ viz. 
ikirr'd: Thiis Shake/pear in Madeth, Ad 5. Scene 3, 

Sifidwt mon Horfif i^t the-cdMfry )^'bUni. 
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And feen poor l^og^es retire^ all gore, and gam'd 
' Like bleeding Shadg.. J 

JLttT. Blcfi us/Si^er Giirtf, ,,, . ., 
How defperatcly you calk \ what d* ye call 
This Gun, a dag? , 1 .i 

Cii?. ril g?Yc'c th^e; z^frencif I^etr^pel : 
You never, fiiyir (i^y ^arifiry^ , the Infanta 
'S^of/^iji ,H]^n tne^ as yet Lucioi 
Walk down, arid fee it. » 

Luc. What, into • ihe Stable ? 
Not I^jth^ Jad<9 jriJl kicki the ppor Groom there 
Was almoft fpoird the other Day. 
, C%f.pi<^Qn,Jhce,: ., ., .,^ i ,.^. ^ 

Thou wilt, |Urcjp;bc a Man b^fq^etljy Mother. 

L«f» When will you be a Woman? 

V £»/^r Alvarez dnii Bobac^illa* -. 

., (?Z(f, Would! w^re none^ . ,, , l 

But ^Nature^j} privy Seal alTures me PM.,. r; ' 

^(t;. J/ioq angep*A me : jC^ 
Work with fuch Magick on the M ind and Manners, 
in Ipight pfj %^ and Nature ? FIikJ out, Sirrah^ / 
Some skiUuii R^ 

B^ii Yes, Sir. . 
, Jlv. I will reftifie, : . / 

And redeem cither's ^propei; lnp]inajt|Qn,. • 
Or bray 'em in a Morter, ^nd^ new-mold ^cm^ .. j, ^ 

£ok Believe your Eyes, Sir, t tell you, we walH' m 

GZii. 1 ftrike it for ten Duckets. 

To ii«> h wii^ari, to fight as the light Horfc do, from whence the 
SvA>&axkUvt SiirmijS^. , . - , ^ 

In Hinty V. ^i&^iif^ftfr ufcs the Word M fiyh^ fvtifilsiA^^ 
from an Enemx* The King (ays of the Fr/«c^ Horf?, Aft 4. 
Scene 13. ... , . , 
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En/orcid from the old ASyri^A Siinzs. *''> t 

WlBpdcr^-.Tifttq.wpaM .beat the ^3tu|ngq,pf the word sUf, wJiicM w 
pftrfcAly potdcaly as the Sound is«n£cho to Ihe.Scnfe, iot^/MPfi and 
tUubtr has not fuffeted much lefs by the <^han^* - - Mr.; ^nviH^* 

Dd 2 -^v. 
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Ah. How now, Clara^ j 
Your Breeches on ftill ? And yfcur Petticoat 
Not yet off, Lucio ? Art thou not guelt ? 
Or did not the cold Mufcovite beget thee. 
That lay here Li^er, in the laft great Froft ? 
Art not thou Qara^ turned a Man indeed 
Beneath the Girdle ? and a Woman thou ? 
ril have you fearch'd by — I llrongly doubt i 
Wc muft have thefe things mended ; come go in. {ExiL 

Enter YxttXXi and BobadiUa. 

Bob. With LuciOy fay you ? There he's for you. 

Vit. And there's for thee. , 

Bob. I thank you : you have now bought a little advice 
of itie ; if you chance to have Conference with chat Lady 
there, be very civil, or look to your Head ; flie has ten 
Nails, and you have but two Eyes : If any foolilh hot 
Motions (hould chance to rife in the Horizon, under your 
EquinoAial there, qualiSe it as well as you can, for I ka 
the Elevation of your Pole will not agree with the Horo- 
fcope of her Conftitution j (he is Bell and the Dragon I at 
furc you. [£»/. 

Vit. Arc you the Lucio^ Sir, that fav'd Vitelli? 

Luc. Not I indeed. Sir, I did never brablc; 
There walks that Lucio Metamorphofed. \Exit. 

Vit. jy ye mock me ? 

Cla. No, be does not: I am that 
Suppofed Jbuio that was, but Clara 
That is, and Daughter unto Alvarez. 

f^it. Amazement dauqts mc ; would my Life were 
Riddles, 
So you were ftiU my fair Expofitor : 
Protefted by a Lady from my Death ! 
Oh, I (hall wear an everlafting blulh 
Upon my Cheek from this difcovery ; 
Oh, you the faireft Soldier I e'er faw ; 
feach of whofe Eyes, like a bright beamy Shield, 
Conquers without blows, the contentious. 

Oa. Sir, guard your fclf, yofi'rc in yourEn'cnies Houfe, 
And may be injur'd. 

Vit. 
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Vit, 'Tis impoffijblc: 
Foe, nor opprefliog odds, dares prove Vitelli^ 
If Clara fide him, and will call bim Friend $ 
I would the difference of our Bloods were fuch 
As might with any (hift be wip'd away : - 

Or would to Heav'n your felf were all your Name; 
That having loft Bipod by you, I might hope 
To raife Blood frocp you. But my black- wing'd Fate 
Hovers averfely over that fond hope : 
And he, whofe Tongue (19) thus gratifies the Daughter, 
And Sifter of his Enemy, wears a Sword 
To rip the Father and the Brother up* 
Thus you that iav'd this wretched Life of mine. 
Have lav*d it to the ruin of your Friends. 
That my Affections (hould promifcuoufly 
Dart Love and Hate at once, both worthily ! 
Pray let me kifs your Hand. 

CU. You're treacherous. 
And come to do me Mifehief. 

Vit. Speak on ftill, ' 

Your words are falfer (Fair) than xny intents. 
And each fweet'accent far more treachVouss for 
Though you fpeak ill of me, you fpeak fo well, 
I do defire to hear you. 

Cla. Pray be gone : 
Or kill me if you pleafe. 

Vit. Oh, neither can I, 
For to be gone, were to deftroy my Life's 
And to kill you, were to deftroy my Soul ; 
I am in Love, yet mqft not be in Love y .' ' ' -. 

ril get away apace ; yet valiant Lady, 
Such Gratitude to Honour I do owe. 
And fuch Obedience to your Memory, 

(l^) ■ ■ * thus gratifies tbi Uaughter,'] This gratifies (eems to 
come in oddly ; for what Gratification does Vitelli makie Clara here \ 
He. gives her good Word«, 'tis true, and fets off the Service (he had 
done him at her firit Appearance on the Suge, but this ousht rather 
to be called a Panegyrici, than a Gracificatto^, and who knows hiit 
the Authors might have given it 

■ I >! ■ . ^bus glorifies tbi Pat^bttr^ 

Pd.3 TIlAt 
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That if you will beftow fomcthing, that I 
May wear about me, it (hall bind my Wrath, 
My mod invetVaie Wi-ath;'frbmdr A'ticm'jw:s^ 
Till you artd I m^etiiext. ' *^*' ' " 

Cla. A F^vour;'Sir ? 
Why, ril give yt)u good CounfcK 

^/. -that alreadf ' ' ' : ' ' 
You have beftowcd ; a Ribbon, or a Glove 



Cla: Nay, thdfe afe tokens fdr i Waitihg-rti^id * 
To trim the Butler with. Vit. tour fi^t tier'. -^. Cjd. t 
The Wench(d$ give them to the S(irvi'ng-Tneh. * "^ 

r/7. That little Umg'——i- 

Cla. *Twill hold' you but by th* Finger j 
And I wbuld have yoii faftef. ' " '' 

Vit. Any thing 
That I may wear, and but remember you. 

Cla. This Smile ; riiy good Opinion j or my felf, 
But that it feems you like not: ' '^ " '' '''^' ''^ 

Fit, Yes, fo well, 
When any fmiles, I will remember yours j 
Your good Opinion ihall in weight pdi:^^ me 
Againlt a thoufand IfB -|^%, "your fel^ ^ 
My curious Eye rioW figures in my Hiiartu 
Where I will weafr you, fill the Table break. 
So, whiteft Angels guard you, ' ' "' ^ 

Cla. Stay Sir, I ^ 

Jiave fitly thought to give, what you as fitly 
May not difdain to wear. 

Vit. What'ii that? 

Cla. This Sword. 
J never heard a' Man fpeak till this hour. 
His Words are golden Chains, and how I fear 
The Lionefs bath met a Tambr hei*e; ' '- 
* Fie, how his Tongue chimeis? whit was I a faying ? 
^ Oh this Favour \ beqqeath you, which I tie 
Jn a Love-knot, fall,' ne'er to hurt my Friends y 
Vet be it fortunate -gainft all your Foes 
(Fbr I have n6ith^r Friend, nor Foe, but yours) 
^s e^er it' was to me : Pve kept it long^ 
^nd valine it, next mjr Virginity. — • 
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But good, return ir, for I now rememl^F ^ 
I vow'd, who purcHasVi it, fliou^d b^vc mc too. 

Vit. Would chat were ppffible^ bqt 'las ic is not -, 
Yet this z!^xjt your fel^ mo& honoured Clara^ 
ril not ii>fi^ioge a particle of Breath 
My Yow hath offer 'd ^\ yc.; nor fronj this part 
Whilft it ha(h Edge, orBoinc, or i a Heart. \Exit. 

Cla. Oh, leave rae living, ~ what new Exer-cife 
Is crept into my Bread, that blauncheth clean 
My former Nature ? ( be^ih to find 
I am a Woman, and mufb learn tp Fig^t 
A fofter fwecter Ifettel, than with Swords, 
Tm fick methinks, but the Di(eaie I feel 
Pleafeth, Otnd punilheth ; I warrant, Love 
Is very like this, ^at Folks ulk of fo ; 
I skill not v^hat it is, yet fure e'en herc^ 
E'en in my Heart, t fenfibly perceive 
It glows, and rifeth like a glimmering Flame, 
But know not yet the £)flenc§ oa'c, nor Name. [JS^V. 



ACT III S C E N. E h 

Enter IVIalrod^, anfl- Algji^ier. 

Mai. TIE muft not?^ Nor he (hall not ? Who fhall 

Jr±^ let him? 
You, Politick Diego, with your Face of Wifflomi ? 
Don-blirt ? the-— -upon your Aphorifmes^ 
Your Grave and Sage- Ale PhyGognomy ; 
Do not li know thee for the Jlg^dzier^ 
Whole Dunghil all the Parifli ^avengers 
Could never rid? Thou Comedy to Men, 
Whofe feripus Folly, is a Butt fpr all 
To fbopt their Wits at -, whilA tliq^ ^aft. npt Wit,^ 
Npr Hwtv tpapfwer, orbe^gry:. 

J^. Lady. 

Mai. Peace, peace, you rotten Rogue, fupportcd by 
A ftafF of rott'iier Office 5 dare you check 
Any*s Acceffes that I will allow ? 

P d 4 Pioraj9 
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Piorah is my Frinnd^ and vifits me 
In lawful fort, t* cfooufe me as his Wife ; 
And who will crols, or fliaH, our Enterviews ? 
You know me Sirrah, for no Chambermaid, 
, That call her Belly and her Waftecoat lately ; 4 

Thou think*(l thy Conftablefbip is much : not fb, 
I am ten Offices to thee : Ay, thy Hbufe, • 
Thy Houfe and Office is maintained by me. 

^Ig. My Houfe-of- office is mantain'd i* th* Garden; 
Go too, I know you, and I have contrived » 
You're a Delinquent, but I have contrived 
A Poifon, though not in the third Degree 2 
I can fay, black's your Eye, though it be grey ; 
I have conniv'd at this your Friend, and you ; 
But what is got by this Connivency I 
(zo) I like his Feature well, a proper Man^ 
jOf good Difcourfe, fine Converfation, 
Valiant, and _a great Carrier of the BuGnefi, 
Sweet-Breafted, as the Nightingale, or Thruflij 
Yet I muft tell you, you forget your felf, 
My hord FitellPs Love, and Maintenance, 
Deferves 00 other Jack i* th* Box, but he ; 
What though he gathered firft the golden Fruit, 
And blew your Pigs-coat up into a'Blifter, 
When youdid wait at Court upon his Mother i 
Has he not well provided for the * Barn ? 
Bcfidc, what Profit reap I by the other ? 
If you; will have me ferve your Pleafure, Lady, 
Your Pleafure muft accommodate my Service ; 
As good be Virtuous and Poor, as not 
Thrive by my Knav'ry ; all the World would be 
Good, profper^d Goodnefe like to Villariy. 

(20) 2 like iis Fesithcr tvell, a proper Matt,'] To begin thtDc'* 
fcription of Piorato, with the mention of what was only accidental to 
his Drefs, not enential to his Perfon, is certainly fo contrary to good 
Senfe, that no Man can think our Authors could be guilty of fuck a 
Fault. To wipe oflFthis Afperfion from the Poet*8 Charafter, Mk. 
Stf^varJ propofes reading with me, 

I/iAe hit FfainreipT Fayour) 'well, a proper Ferfin^ 
f i. e. Child.- 
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I am the King's Vice-gercnt by my Place ; 
His right Lieutenant in mine own Precinft. 

M(U. ThouVt a right Rafcal in all Mens Precinftsj 
Yet now my pair of Twins, of Fool, and Knave, 
Look, wc arc Friends, there's Gold for thee, admit 
Whom I will have, and keep it from my Don ; 
And I will make thee richer than thou'rt wife : 
Thou Ihalt be my Bawd, and my Officer ; 
Thy Children Ihall eat ftill, my godd Night Owl, 
And thy old Wife fell Andirons to the Court, 
Be countenanced by th* Dons, and wear a Hood, 
Nay, keep my Garden-houfe ; Pll call her Mother, 
Thee Father, my^pod poifonous Red-hair'd Deel^ 
And Gold (hall daily be thy Sacrifice, 
Wrought from a fertile I fland of mine own. 
Which I will offer, like an Indian Queen. 

Alg. And I will be thy Devil, thou my Flefli, 
With which PU catch the World. 

MaL Fill fome Tobacco, 
And bring it in: liPiorato come 
Before my Don, admit him ; if my Don 
Before my Love, conduft him, my dear Devil. [Exit, 

Alg. I will my dear Fielh : Firft come, fir ft ferv*d. 
Wellfaid. 
Oh equal Heav*n, how wifely thou difpofeft 
Thy feveral Gifts ? One's born a great rich Fool, 
For the fubord'nate Knave to work upon ; 
A*nother'§ poor, with Wit*s Addition, 
Which well or ill-us*d, builds a living up. 
And that too from the Sire oft defcends i 
Only fair Virtue, by Traduftion 4 
Never fucceeds, and fekiom meets Succefs ; 
What have I then to do with't } My free will 
Left me by Heav'n, makes me or good, or ill : 
Now fince Vice gets more in this vicious World 
Than Piety, and my Stars confluence 
JEnforce my Difpofition to affeft 
Gain, and the name of rich, let who will praflifc 
War, and grow that way great ; Religious, 
/J^pd th^t way good 5 my chief Felicity 



I 
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Is Wealth, thp quff? qf Sfnfuj^lity ; . 

And he that maiply iabour$ t^^ bf r^c^^, 

Muft fcr^cch gV9ac Sc^b?, and claw. ^ S.tnux^t> Itch. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter PJor^tp, ^ HobadiUa^ mjtii LeU/^fy 

Pio. To fay. Sir, I will wait upon your Lord^ 
Were not' to undehftand my klf. 

Boh. To fay, Sir, 
You will do any thing but wait upon bim^ 
Were not to undferfuhd my Lord. " 

Pio. I'll meet him 
Some half hour hence, and doubt not but to render 
His Son a Man again y the Cure is cafie, 
1 have done divers — - 

Bob. Women do ye mean, Sir ? 

Pio. Cures I do mean, Sir : Be there but one /park 
Of Fire remaining in him unextinft. 
With my difcourfe PH blow it to a Flame, 
And with my praftice, into Adion : 
I have had one To full of childifh Fear, 
And Womani.lh; hearted, fent to my Advicd, 
Jie durft not draw a Knife to cut his Meat. . 

Bob. And how, Sir, did you help him ? 

Pio. Sir, 1 kept him 
Scv'n Days in a dark Room by Candle-light, 
A plenteous Tabid fpread, with all good Meats, 
Before his Eyes, a Cafe of keen broad Knives 
Upon the Board, and*'he fo watch'd he might not 
Touch the leaft modicum, unlefs he cut it : 
And thus I brought him firft to draw a Knife. 

Bob: Good ! 

Pio. Then Tor ten Days did I diet him 
Only with burnt Pork, Sir, and Gammons of Bacon | 
A Pill of Caveary now and then, 
Which breeds Choler aduft, you know 

Bob. 'Tis true. [Crudities, 

Pio. And to purge; Phlegmatick Humour, and' cold 

In 
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ft 

In all that time he drank n)e Jaua-fortis^ 

Bob. Jqua-yit^ei Signior, 
Yov Aqua- f of its' pbVtotiL 

Pio. Jqua-fortis 
I fay again: What's one Man'^ poifon, Si^pi^^r, 
Is another's Meat and Drink. 

Bob. Your Patience, Sir ; 
By your good Patience, he*ad a huge cold Stomach. 

Pio. I fiif^ci itj and "gave him tJient^ fwcats 
In the Artillery-yai-d thre6 * driliihg Days :' 
And now he'll fhoot a Gun, and draw a Sword, • 
And fight with any Man 4n Chri^lehldora. 

Bob. A Receipt foV-klCoward] l^li't)e bold, Sir, 
To write youf'gpod |?rel[crip;tfo^^ 7 

Ph. Sir, *^hereafter ^ ' ^ -^ 
You fhail^ and underneath it piit prohatuni ; 
Is your Chain right ? 

Boh. It is both right and juft, Sir ; 
For though I am a Steward,'! did get it 
With no Man*s wrong. ' - 

Pio. You're very witty. 

Bob. So, fo. 
Could you not cure one, "Sir, of being too rafb* 
And' ove?-darrng ? (There now's my Dileafe:) 
Fool-hardy as they fay? for that in fpotb V 

am. 

Pio. Mod eas'ly,-^ 

Bob. How "t ' ' 

Pio. To make you drunk. Sir,- ^ 
With fmall Beer once a Day, and beat yqu twice. 
Till you be bruis'd all over, if that help not. 
Knock out yotif Brains. ' 

Bob. This is; ftrorig Phy Gck, Signior, 
And never will agree with my weak Body : 
I find the Med'cine worfe than tli* Malady, 
And therefore will remain t^ool-hardy ftill; 
YouMl come. Sir ? 

Pio. As I am a Gentleman. 

t Xq drillf is to xnarfhal pr difcipline SoIdicri« 
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Bob. A Man o' th* Sword fhoqid never break his 
Word. 

Pio. ril overtake you : I have only, 5ir, 
A complimental Vificacion 
To offer to a Miftrels h)dg*d here 1^. 

Bob. A Gentlewoman ? 

Fio. Yes, Sir. 

Bob. Fair, and comely ? 

Pio. Oh Sir, the Paragon, the Non-pareil 
Of Sivil^ the moft wealthy Mine of Sfai»^ 
F9r Beauty and Perfeftion. 

Bob. Say you fo ? 
Might not a Man entreat a Coqrtefie, 
To walk along with you Signior, to perufe 
This dainty Mine, though not to dig in't, Signior ? 
Hauh— — I hope you'll not deny me being a Stranger; 
Though Pm a Steward, I am Flefh and Bloody 
And frail as other Men. 

Pio. Sir, blow your Nofe— ^ 
I dare not for the World ; no, fhc is kept 
By a great Don, Fiie/li. 

Bob. How? 

Pio. 'Tis true, 

Bob. See, things will veer about, this Don Fiielli 
Am I to fcek now, to deliver Letters 
From my young Midrtk Clara ; and I tell you. 
Under the Rofe, (becaufe you are a Stranger, 
And my efpecial Friend,) I doubt there is / 
A little foolifli Love betwixt the Partly, 
Unknown unto my Lord. 

Pio. Happy difcovery: 
My Fruit begins to ripen. Hark you. Sir, 
I would not wilh you now to give thofe Letters : 
But home, and ope this to Madonna Clara^ 
Which when I come Pll juftifie, and relate 
More anfiply and particularly. 

Bob^ I approve 
Your Council, and will pradlife it; bazilos manos : 

Here's 
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(21) Here's two chewres chewr'd; when Wifdom is 
imploy'd 
5 'Ti9 ever thus: Your more acquaintance, Signipr ; 
I (ay not better, left you think, I thought not 
Yours good enough [£^;/. 

Enter Alguazier. 

Pio. Your Servant, excellent Steward. 

Would all the Dons in Spain had no more Brains. 

Here comes the Jlguazier : Dieu vous guarde Mmfitur. 

' Is my Cuz ftirring yet ? 

jilg. Your Cuz, good Coufin ? 

A Whore is like a Fool, a«kin to all 

The Gallants in the Town : Your Cuz, good Signior^ 

Is gone abroad. Sir, with her other Coufin, 

My Lord Fitelli ; fince when there hath been 
w Some dozen Coufins here t'encjuire for her. 
^ . Pio. She's greatly ally*d. Sir. 
=* jtlg. Marry is Ihe, Sir, 

Come of a lufty Kindred ; the truth is, 

I muft connive no more j no more Admittance 

Muft I confent to ; my good Lord has threatned me. 

And you muft pardon—— 

' Pio. Out upon thee Man, 

Turn bonefl; in thine Age ? one foot i* th* Grave ? 

Thou (halt not wrong thy (elf fo, for a Million; 

Look, thou three-headed Cerberus (for Wit 

I mean) here is one Sdp, and two, and three. 

For cv-ry Chop a Bit. 
Alg. I marry Sir : 

Well, the poor Heart loves you but too too well. 

(21} Bere*s'tW9 Chewret chewr'd;'^'} That is, Herian t*woBu^ 
Jinefftt di^clnd. Ciftnvr4 may bp a Soath Country Word for Bt^fi- 
w^iffi, bat in the North we ihould fay, 

Here^s tmto Chares charM* ■ ■ ■ 

So in N$bU Klnfffun^ we have the. fanie Word, Ad 3. Scene 2. 
*The Jaylor*s Daughter fpeakipg of Paiamon^ fiiys, 

JlTs char*d when be is gone. No, no, I lye. 
My Faiher^i U bi bang* d fir bis E/cape, 8cQ. 
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We have teen talking on you 'faith th|§ ^^ J 
W her?,, what I. laid — ^go too v^cJpvcs your Va!oUr> 
Oh, and your Mufick mott abomipal?^y ^ ^ , 
She is witHiii, Sir, and alone J what xije^jj ypij^? , , . . 

[Piorato chores pt^ 

Pio. That*s your Sergeant's fide, I take it^ Sir i 
Now I endure your Conftablc*9^mpjqh bfxt^r ; 
There is lefs danger>in't ;, for opq, you know^ 
Is a tanie harmlels Mpnflfci; in theJLi^ht, ./ ,^ 
The Sergeant, falvage both by 0^y and^^igbt, • , 

^Ig. IMlcall her to youj fpr that. r— Pie?. No,.l will 
Charm hen jllg. She's come. Pio. My Spirit ! 

Enter Malroda. 



f 



MaL Oh n^y (Sweet ! 

Leap Hearts to Lips, and in our Kif&s meet* 

SONG. 

Pio. 7«r;>, turp th ieautebus Face dway^ 

How pale andjlmy lopkiibe Day^^ ' , 

Fn emulation of thy brizbter JB earns f 



Ob envious Ligbt, //>, flie^ begone^ 
Come Nighty gtfd ^fiece fwo Bredjis as one % , . , . 
When *{phat Love ioes^ we wiU repeat, inJtJreiM 
Teij thy Eyes open^wbo cm D^ t(^p{fri0t^ 
Let but their lads fall^ and it willpe Nsgbk^ 

, Jig. Well, I will leave you to yo.ur Fgrtftudc^ 
And you, to Temperance j ah,^ ye pretty ,Pair^ , 
'Twere Sin to fiinder yo\i. t/)vers being atone 
NJake one of two, and Day and N,ight ajl^pn^.^ 
Eut fan not ^ut,, I charg? you, keep the Peace 3 • , 
You know my Place clfe. [£; 

Mai. No, you will not marry j 
You are a Courtier, and can Sing, my" Lovc^ 
And want no MiftrdSes j but yet I care not,. 
] *11 love you ft lU^ an(| whcii VrA deld for ybi, 
Then you'Jl believe my Truth, 
• Pio. You kill mc. Fair, 
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It is my. Ltflbn that you fpcak ; have Jt 

Ih any eircumftance defervM this dOuEt ? 

I am not like your falfe and perjured Don 

That here maintains y6u» and has vowM his Faith ; 

And yet attempts in way of Marriage 

A Lad^ not far off. 

Aftf/. J3ow*sthat? 

Pio, 'Tis fo : 
And therefore Miftrefs, now the tihie is come 
You may demand his rromifej and I fwcat 
To marry you with ipeed. 

Mai. And with that Gold 
Which Don Fitelli gives, you'll {ii) walk fome Voyage, 
And leave me to my Trade ; and faugh, and brag. 
How yoii o'er-feach'd a Whore, and gull'd a Lord. 

Pio. Yoi;i anger me extremely ; fare you well. 
What fhould 1 lay to be Believ'd I cxpoie mc 
To any hazard ; or like jealous Junoy 
Th* incenfed Step- mother of Hercuies^^. 
Defign me (zj) Labours moft impofiible, 
ril do 'em, or die in *cm; fb at laft 
You will believe me. 

Mai. Come, we're Friends, I tlo ; ' 

I'm thine, walk in; my Lord has fent meoutfides,- 
But thou (half Have 'eii, th* Colours are too fad. 

Pio. 'Faith Miftrels, I want Clothes indeed. 

Mai. I have 
Some Gold too, for my Servant. 

r (22) ^^"^-walk fome f^oyage,] Voyage is iiow improperly applied 
only to Journies at Sc^; but it properly fignifij^, a Journey cither 
by Land or Sea, as' t lie trench ufe the word Voyage, The wo^d Jour* 
ney is deriv'd from Jour the Day ; Voyage is from Vdye^Vid^ the l^ay • 
And hiere' is us'd in its proper Signification. . Mr.. ^^.'W'iir^ 

(33) Labours moft imfoJJihJle y'\i:\i\% Place, at firft Sight, appears 

^o be a Contradiftion : for if the Labours were impoflibre, they could 
not be donJ5 either by Piorato 6^ Herculu. Wofi^ 1 take it' here (hould 
be wrote thus, . ^ 

'^^^-—'^Latours'^moft imfoJUJihle^ * ., 3! 

/. f . almoft. The ufmgofa iimi>le for a compound Wgrdis^ fre- 
quent in our Poets ; and we have it again iii this veVy Play, Aft 5^' 
Scene 2. 

*-^ being by^your Beams of Beauty form'd, i. c. inforr^d. 
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Pio. And I have 
A better Mettal for my Miftrefs^ {fixeunit 

SCENE lit 

Enter Vitclli and Alguazier, atfiveral Doors^ 

Alg. Undone Wit, now or never help me- ^toy 

Mailer- — — • 
He'll tut my Throat — Pm a dead Cbriftablc— — - 
And he'll not be hangM neither — there's the Grief.-— 
The Party, Sir, is here 

Fit. What ? 

Alg. He was here ; 
I cry your Lordfiiip mercy, but I ratled him ; 
I told- him here was no Companions 
For fuch debauch'd, and poor conditioned Fellows ; 
I bid him venture not fo defp'rately ' 
The cropping of his Ears, flitting his Nofe^ 
Or being gelt — — — 

^/. 'T was well done, 

Alg. Plcafe your Honour, ^ 

I told him there were Stews, and then Vat laft 
Swore three or four grea^ Oaths fhe wai removM, 
Which I did think I might, in Confcience, 
Being for your Lordlhip. . 

Vit. What became of him ? 

Alg. Faith, Sir, he went away with a Flea in's Ear, 
Like a poor Cur, clapping his trundle Tail 
Betwixt his Legs— ^ cbi ba^ a cbi ha^ a cbi ba — now luck. 

Enter Malroda and Piorato. 

MaL *Tis he, do as I told thee ; blefs the Sigoior. " 
Oh, my dear Lord. ^ 

Vfi. Malroday what alone ? 

Mai. She never is alone, that is accompany 'd 
With noble Thoughts, my Lord ; and mine are fach, 
Being only of your Lordlhip. 

Vit. Pretty Lafi ! 

M(d. 



\ X 
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Mai Oh my good Lord, my Pi61:iirc*s dotie \ but 
'faith, 
It is not like *, nay, this way. Sir, the Light 
Strikes beft upon it here. 

Ph. Excellent Wench! \ ' [Exit. 

jilg. I am glad the dangcr*s Vef . [£;«/♦ 

Vii. 'Tis wondrous like. 
But that Art cannot counterfeit what Nature 
Could make but once. 

Mai. All's clear ; another Tune 
You muft hear from me now. Fitelli^ thou'rt , • 

A moft perfidious and a perjurM Man, 
As ever did ufurp Nobility* 

Fit. What mean*ft thou^ Mai? 

Mai. Leave your betraying Smiles, 
And change the Tunes of your inticing Tongue 
To penitential Prayers; (24) for 1 am. great 
In labour, e*en with Anger, big with Child 
Of Woman's rage, bigger than when my Womb 
Was pregnant by thee ; go Seducer, flie 
Out of the World, let me the laft Wretch be 
Dishonoured by thee; touch me not, 1 loath 
My very Heart, becaufe thou lay'ft there long ; 
A Woman's well helped up, that's confident 
In e*er a glittering Outfide of you all : 
Would I had honeftly been match'd to fome 
Poor Country Swain, e'er known the Vahity 
Of Court : Peace then had been my Portion, 

(24) ; — ^ — -*— y^r tamgreai 

In labour f $*en nvith Anz^r^ big *with Child 

Of fTomafPs rage^ J Here wc have a ftrangc AntkUiii^JIt^ 

fhe is in Labour with Anger, aud yet only big with Child' of Rage« ' 
The Editor poffibly might be the Author of this Inconfiilency, who 
fteing the Line wrote 

^E*en *wilb Anger big <with Child SiC* 

thought that the Meafare was deficient, and fo might out of hii owti 
Head give us in Labour to make up the Deficiency : but he did nod 
fee the Inconfiftency of ihis Addition, which makes the Place Non- 
fenfe. 

Vol VII. Ec Nor 
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Kor had been cozen'd by an Hour's Pomp, 

To be a Whore unto my dying Day. 

VU. (ts) Oh th* uncomfortable ways fuch Women 
have; 

Their different fpeech and meaning, no Affufance 

In what they fay or do : Diffemblcrs 

E'en ip their Prayers, as if the weeping Greek 

That flatter'dTr^j^ a-fire, had been their Mam ; 

Lyers, as if their Mother had been m^dc 

.Only of all the faKhood of the Man, 

DifposM into that Rib ; do I know this, 

And more ; nay, all that can concern this SeXy 

With the true end of my Creation ? 

Can I with rational Difcourfe fometimes 

Advance my Spirit into Heav*n, before 

*T has (hook Hands with piy Body, and yft blindly 

Suffer my filthy Flefli to matter it. 

With fight of fuch fair fr^il beguiling, Objed^? 

When I atn abfent, easMy I refolve 

Ne*er more to entertain thofe ftrong defires 

That triumph o*er me, e'en to aaual ,3in ; 

• Yet when I meet again thofe Sorcerers ]^ye$» 
Their Beams my hardeft Refolutions thaw. 
As if that Cakes of Ice and July met $ > 

And her Sighs powerful as the violent Nprtht 
Like a light Feather twirl me round about. 
And leave me,^ in mine own low State s^^i^it 
What ayl*ft thpu ? Pridiee weep not : Qb, thofe Tears, 
Jf they were true, and rightly fpent, would raife 
A .flowVy fpring i* th* midft of January | 
Celeftial Minifters with Chryftal Cups 
WoulcJ-Aoop to fave *em for Imniortal Drink : 

(25) Oh th^ uncomfortahle iva^s fuch Women have i] UMComfirh 
ahUy is furely not the true Word, becaufe there are feyeral Words near 
the Trace of the Letters, which are fo much more, congruous to the 
Context; XJHconfdonahle, unfathomable y unfearchahUy infcrutahle. 
But all thefe, as well as uncomfortable^ make the Verfe ian ill-runnuig 
Alexandrine ; I think therefore unftahle^ i. e. mutable, fickle, fcfc. 
bids £ureil for having been the original. Mr. Semjard, 

But 
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But from this Paffion— — why all this ? 

Mai D'ye ask? 
YouVe marrying : having made mc unfit 
For any Man, you leave mc fit for all ; 
. Porters muft be my Burthens now, to lire. 
And fitting me your felf for Carts^ and Beadles, 
Ybu leave me to *em : And who of all the WorH 
But the Virago^ your great Arch^foe's Daughter.? 
But on $ I care nor, this poor rufii \ 'twill breed 
An excellent Comedy : ha ! ha ! 't makes me laugh : 
I cannot chuie : the bed is, fome report 
It is a Match for Fear, not Love o* your fide. 

Fit. Why hqw the Devil knows flie, that I faw 
This Lady ? are all Whores piec'd with fome Witch ? 
I will be merry. 'Faith 'tis true, Swcct-hcart, 
I am to marry ■ 
^ Mai. Are you? you bafe Lord, 

.By I'll Piftol thee. 

Vit. A roaring Whore ? ^ 

Take heed, there's a Corredion-houfe hard by ; 
^ You ha* fcara'd this o' your Swordniao, that I warn'd 
you of, 
Your Fencers, and your Drunkards > but whereas 
You upbraid me with Oaths, why, I muft tell you 
1 ne'er promifed you Marriage, nor have vow'd, 
But faid rd love you, long as you remaia'd 
The Woman I expcfted, or you fwore ; 
And how youVe faiTd of that, Sweet-heart, you know. 
You fain would fhew your Power, but fare you Well,* 
ril keep no more Faith with an Infidel. 

MaL Nor I my Bofom for a T!urk \ d' ye hear ? 
Go» and the Devil take me, if ever 
I fee you more ; I was too* true. 

Vtt. Come, pifli : 
That Devil take the falfeft of us two. 
Mai. Amea. 

ViU YQuVe an ill Clark, and curfe your fdf ; 
Madnefs tranfports you : I confefs, I drew. you 
Uoto my Will \ but you muft know that muft not 

E e 2 Make 
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Make me doat on the habit of my Sin. 

I will, to fettle you to your content. 

Be Matter of my word ; and yet he lyM, 

If hat told you I was marrying, but in thought: 

But will you flave rne to your Tyranny 

So (Cruelly, I ihall not dare to look 

Or fpcak to other Women ? make me not , ^ • 

Your Smock's Monopolie ; come, let's be Friends : 

Look, here's a Jewel for thee ; I will come 

At Night, and. 

Mai. What— y' faith: you fhall not. Sir* 

yii. P Faith and Troth, and verily, but I will. 

Mai. Half drunk, to make a Noife, and rail? 

Fil. No, no. 
Sober, and dieted for th* nonce : I'm thine, 
I've won the Day; 

Idal. The Night, though, fhall be mine. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

'Enter Clara, and Bobadilla with Letter u 

Cla. What faid he. Sirrah ? 
' £vb. Little, or nothing •, faith- 1 faw him not. 
Nor will not •, hd doth love a Strumpet, Miflrefs, . 
Nay keeps her fpitefully, under th' Conftable's Nofe ; 
It fhall be juflified by th* Gentleman, 
Your Brother's Mafler, that is now within 
A praftifing : There arc your Letters, come 
You fhall not caft your felf away, while 1 live ; 
Nor will I venture my Right-worfhipful Place 
In fuch a Bufinefs — here's your Mother, down. 
And he that loves youj another 'gates Fellow— I wlfh. 
If you had any Grace — Cla. Well Rogue. Bob. I'll in. 
To kc Don Lucio Manage, he will, make 
A pretty piece of Flefb, I promife you,* 
He docs already handlers Weapon finely. [^Exit. 
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The Martial Maid. 437 

£;;/^r Eugenia /i»i Syavcdra. 

Eug. She knows your Love, Sir, and the full a I 
lowance 
Her Father and my felf approve it with. 
And I mufl; tell you, I much hope it hath 
Wrought fome Impreffion by her Alteration ; 
§he fighs, and fays, Forfooth, and cries Heigh«ho \ 
She'll take ill Words o* th* Steward, and the Servants, 
Yet anfwer afikbly, and modeftly : 
Things, Sir, not ufual with her ; there (he is. 
Change fome few words. 

Sya^ Madam, I am bound t' ye ; 
How now, fair Miftrefs, working ? 

Qa^ Yes, fdrfboth. 
Learning to live another Day. 

Sya. That needs not. 

Cla. No forfooth 5 by my truly but it does. 
We know not what we may come to. 

Eug. •Tis ftrange, 

Sya. Cbme, Tvc begged leave for you to play. 

Cla. Forfooth, 
'Tis ill for a &Ir Lady to be idle. 

Sya. Sh'ad better be weil-bufied, I know that. 
Turtle, methiriks you mourn, fhall I fit by you ? 

Cla. If you be weary : Sir, y* had beft be gone, 
I work not a true Stitch, now you're my Mate. 

Sya. If I be fo, I mufl: do more then, fide you. 

Cla. Ev'n what you will, but tread me. 

Sya. Shall we Bill ? . 

Cla. Oh no, forfooth. 

Sya. Being fo fair, my Clara^ 
Why d*ye delight in Black-work? 

Cla. Oh, white Sir, 
The fairefl: Ladies like the blackcfl: Men : 
I ever lov'd the Colour ; all Black things 
Are leaft fubjeft to Change. 

Sya. Why* I do Ipve 
A Black thing too •, and the mofl: beauteous Faces 

Ee 3 Have 
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Have, oftneft of them ; as the blackcft Eyes, 
Jer-arched Brows, fuch Hair : I*J1 kifs your Hand. 

Qa. 'Twill hinder me my work. Sir -, and my Nfother 
Will chide me, if I do not do my task. 

Sya^ Your Mother, nor your Father ftull chide ; ypu 
Might have a prettier Task, wopld you be rul*d> 
And look with open Eyes. 

Cla. I ftare upon you. 
And bwoadly fee you ; a wondrous proper Man ! 
Yet 'twere a greater Task for me to kive you 
Than I fhall ever work. Sir, in fcven Year, 
— — O* this Hitching, I had rather feel 

Two, than fow one n ^~This Rogue has giv'n m* a 

ftitch 
Clean crofs my Heart ; good faith Sir, I ihaU prick yclu. 

Sya. In gooder faith I wouNi prick you ^ain. 

Qa. Now you grow troublefomc; piih, the Man's 
fooKlh.' 

Sya. Pray wear thefc Triflci. 

Cla: Neither you, nor Trifles ; . 

You are a Trifle, wear your felf. Sir, outi 
And here no more trifle the time away. 

Sya. Come 5 you're deceiv'd in me, I will not wake. 
Nor faft, nor die for you. 
. Cla. Goofe, be n't deceiv'd, 
I caniK)t like, nor love^ nor live with you. 
Nor faft, nor watch, nor pray for you. 

Eug'. Her old fit. 

Sya. Sure this is not the way ; nay, I will break 
Your Melancholy 

Cla. I fliall break your Pate -then. 
Away, you languine Scabbard. 

Eug. Out upon thee, 
Thou'lt break my Heart, I'm fure. 

. Enier Alvarez, Piorato, Lucio, and Bobadilla. 

Sya. She's not yet tame. 

jilv. On Sir, put home, or I fhall goad you here 
Vf ith this old Fox of mine, that will bite better : 

Oh, 
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Oh, the brave Age is gone •, in my yoUng Days 

A Chevalier would (26) ftock a Needle's point 

Three times together ftrait i* th* Hams \ or (hall I 

Give ye new Garters ? Bob. Faith, old Maftcf, there 

Is little hope V the Linnen fure was dank 

He was begot in, he's fo feint and cold : 

Ev*n fend him to Joledo^ there to ftudy. 

For he will never fadge with thefe Toledos ; 

Bear y* up your Point there 5 pick his Teeth : Oh bafe ! 

Pio. Fie, you're the moft untoward Scholar ; bear 
Your Body gracefully, what APofture's there ? 
You lie too bpen-breatted. Luc. Oh ! Pio. You wou'd 
Never make a good'^tatefman. Luc. Pray no more. 
I hope to breathe in Peace, and therefore need not 
The: praftice of thefe dang'rous Qualities ; 
I do not mean to live by't, for I truft 
You'll leave me better able. 

jih. Not a Button : 
Let's go get us a new Heir. 

Eug. Ay? by my troth; your Daughter's as un- 
toward. 

jilv. ril break thee Bone by Bone, aod bake thee, e'er 
I will ha' fuch a wooden Son t* inherit. * 

Take him a good knock, fee how that will work. 

Pio. Now for your life, Sighior. 

Luc. Oh, Mas Pm kifl'd, 
My Eye is out •, look. Father, Zancbo — 
ril play the Fool no more thus, that I will not. 

da. 'Heart, ne'er a Rogue in Spain Ihall wrong my 
Brother, 
"Whilft I can hold a Sword. 

Pio. Hold Madam, Madam ! 

jilv. Clara! 

(26) -—pek a ncedkft/tf/Vr/] Needless for mndUfst isfroHi theoldeH 
Folio ; but dill there remains a feemine Corruption in the line, and 
t\isx h Stock, Mr. Seward w(ACd Tt&d, ftrih. 1 foppofe it fhoald 
be correded thus, 

» '■ " fticktf Needi^s point. 

Ee 4 Eug^ 
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Eug. Daughter! 

Bob. Miftrcfs ! 

Pia. Bf^adamanie/ 
Hold, hold I pray. • 

Jh. The Devil's in ber, o* the other fide fore : 
There's Gold for you; they have chaog'd what^ye* 

' calt's i 
Will no cure help ? Well, I have one Experiment^ 
And if chat fail, I'll hang him, there's an end on't. 
Come you along with me, and you, Sin 

Bob. Now are you going to drowning. 

lExeunf Alv. Eug, Luc. and Bob, 

$ya4 Vll e'en along with ye ; (he's too great a 
Lady for me, and would prove more than my Match. 

lExH, 

Qa. You're he fpoke of Fiulli to the Steward ? 

Pio. Yes, and I thank you, you have beat me for't. 

Qa. But are you fure you do not wrong him f 

Pio. Sure? . , 

So fure^^ that if you pleafe venture your felf, • 
ril fhew y* him and his Cokatrice together, 
And you fhall hear 'em talk. 

Qa. Will you? By— Sir, 

You fhall endear me ever, and I ask 
Your Mercy. 

Pio. You were fomewhat boyfterous. 

Cla. There's Gold to make y' amends ; and for this 
Pains, 
I'll gratify you farther 5 I'll but mafque me. 
And walk aJong w' ye ; faith let's make a Night on't. 

J^Ex€Mnt^ 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Alguazier, Pachieco, Mendoza, Metald^ 

and Lazarillo. 

yilg. Come on, my brave Water-Spaniejs, you that 
hunt Ducks in the Night, and hide more Knavery under 

your 
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your Gowns than your Betters ; obferve my Prefcepts, and 
edify by my Do6trine : At yond Corner will I fet you \ 
if Drunkards moleft the Street, and fall to brabling, 
knock you down the Malefadors, and take you up their 
Cloaks and Hats, and bring them to me, they are lawful 
Prifoners, and muft be ranfomM e'er they receive Li- 
berty ; what elfe you are to execute upon occafion, you 
fufficiently know, and therefore I abbreviate my Lefture. 

Met. W€ are wife enough, and warm enougti. 

Men. Vice this Night fhall be apprehended, 

Pac. The terrour of Rug-gowns (hall be knowHt 
(27) and our Bills difcharge us of after Reckonings. 

Laz. I will do any thing,, {o I may eat. 
* Pac. LazarillOj we will Ipend no more ; now we are 
grown worfc, we will live better, let us follow our calling 
fakhfuUy. 

jllg. Away then, the Comrtion-wealth is our Miftre/s ; 
and who v^ould ferve a common Miftrefs, but to gain by 
her? [Exeunt. 

(27) andour'BMkdifchargeusof after Reckonings, '^ If my Reader 
can underiland this, *tismore than lean do, (uppofing the Text to ftab^ 
as it does ; bat if with Mr. Theobald and myfelf we alter the word.BIi/s 
into BH/Sf oor Authors will write Senfe, and the PaiTage will be clear 
to the moft anleamed. 

I ha^ like to have forgot to acquaint the Reader that the Copy of 
1 647 confirms tu^r Conje^urc. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

Enttr Vitelli, Lamoral, GcncVora, Anaftro, ani 

two Pages with Lights. 

Lam. T Pray you fee the Mafquc, my Lord. 
JL Ana. *Tis early Night yet. 

Gen. O if it be fo late, take me along ; 
I would not give advantage to ill Tongues 
To tax my being here, without your Prcfcncc 
To be my warrant. 

p^it. You might fj^re this. Sifter, 
Knowing with whom I leave you ; one that is 
By your Allowance, and his Choice, your Servant, 
And may my Counfel and Perfwafion work it. 
Your Husband fpeedily : For your Entertainment 
My Thanks ; I v/ill not rob you of the means 
To do your Miftrefs fome acceptable Service, 
.In waiting on her to my Houfc. 

Gen. My Lord. 

Fit. As you refpeft me, without farther trouble 
Retire, and tafte thofe Pleafures prepared for you, 
, And leave me to my own ways. 

Lam. When you plcafe. Sir. lExeunt, 

S C E N E IL 

Enter Malroda and Alguazicr. 

Mai. You'll leave my Chamber ? 

Jig. Let us but bill pnce. 
My Dove, my Sparrow, and I, wrth my Office, 
Will be thy Slaves for ever. 

Mai Are you fo hot ? 

Jig. But tafte the difference of a Man in place, 
You*U find that when Authority pricks him forward. 

Your 
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(a 8) Your Don^ nor your Diego comes not near him 

To do a Lady right s no Men pay dearer 

For their ftoln Sweets, than we ; three Minutes trading 

Affords to any Sinner a Protection, 

For three Years after, think on that : I burn : 

But one drop of your Bounty 

MaU Hence you Rogue, 
Am I fit for you ? is*t not Grace /ufficient 
To have your flafF, a bolt to bar the Door 
Where a Don enters, but that you'll prefume 
To behis Tafter ? Alg. Is no more refpeft 
Due to C29) this Rod of Juftice ? 

Mai. Do yoq difpute ? 
Good Dodor of the Dungeon, not a word more, 
* If you do, my Lord Vitelli knows it. 

Alg. Why, I am big enough to anfwer him. 
Or any Man. 

Mai. Tis well. [Vitelli wiibin. 

Kit. Malroda ! 

Alg. How? 

Mai You know the Voice, and now crouch like a Cur, 
Ta*cn worrying Sheep ; I npw could have you gelded 
For a Bawd rampant ^ but on this SubmifTion 
For once I fpare you. 

Jig. I will be reveng'd ■ 
My honourable Lord. 

Enter Vitelli. 

Vit. There's for thy care. 

Alg. I'm mad, ft ark mad ; proud Pagan, fcorn her 
Hoft ? 
Would I were but valiant enough to kick her. 

Enter Piorato, and Clara, aiove. 

Yd wilh no Manhood elfe. 
Mai. What's that ? 

(28) So the Edition of 1647. The reft 
Tour Don ; not yttyour &c. 

- C29) ^Ifis I liave fubHituted for his, from the firfi Folio Cbpy; 
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A^. I'm gone. \j 

Pio. You fee I haye kept my Word. Cla. But in 
Objca 
Hardly delerv'd my Thanks. Fio. Is there ought elfe 
You will command me ? Cla. Only your Sword^ whidi 
I «muft have ; nay, willingly ; I yet know 
To force it, and to ufe it. 

Pio. *TisyQurs, Lady. 

Oa. I ask no other Guard. . 

Pio. If fo. 1 leave you 5 
And now, fr that the Conftable keep his Word, 
A poorer Man may chance to gull a Lord. [£»r. 

Mah By this good youlhallnot* 

Vit. By this 

I muft, and will,. Malroda \ what, d' you make 
A Stranger of me ? MaL V\\ be fo to you. 
And you (hall find it. Vit. Thefe are your old Arts 
T* endear the Game, you know I conrxe to hunt for. 
Which I have borne too coldly. MaL Do fb ftiii. 
For if I heat you, hang me. 

Vit. If ypu do not, 
I know who'll ftarve for't ; why, thou ftiame of WomeD» 
Whofe Folly, or whofe Impudence is greater. 
Is doubtful to determine ; this to me. 
That know thee for a Whore ?•— ~ , 

MaL And made me one, 
Remember that. 

V%t, Why ihould I but grow wife. 
And tye that Bounty up, which nor Difcretion 
Nor Honour can give way to, thou would'fl be 
A Bawd e*er twenty •, and within a Month 
A barefoot, low fie, and difeafed Whore, 
And fhift thy Lodgings oftner than Ji Rogue 
That's whipt from Poft to Poft. 

MaL Pilh, all our College. 
Know you can rail well in this kind. 

Cla. *Fore me 
He never fpake fo well. 

Vit. I have maintained thee 

The 
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he envy of great F<Mrtunes, made thee fliine 
s jf thy Name were glorious ; (tuck thee full 
Of Jewels, as the Firmament of Stars, 
iAnd in it made t^ee fo remarkable 
That it grew queftiortable, whether Virtue poor. 
Or Vice fo fet forth a$ it is in thee, 
■^^ere ev*n by Modcfty's felf to be preferred : 
nd am I thus repaid ? 
MaL You're ftill my Debtor ; . 
n this, though true, beweigh'd with my loft Honour, 
;^uch lefs my Faith? Ihaveliv'd private to you, 
^nd but for you, had ne'er known what Luft was, 
XJor whftt the Sorrow for't. 
Fit. 'Tisialfe. 
AlaL 'Tistruc: 
IBut how returned by you ? thy whole life being 
Xut one continu'd ad; of Luft, and Shipwrack 
Of Women s Chaftities. 
Vit. But that I know 
That fhe that dares be damn'd, dares any thing, 
1 fhould admire thy tempting me ; but prefume not 
0*th* power you think you hold o'er my Affoftions, 
Tc will deceive you ; yield, and prefcntly. 
Or by the inflam'd Blood, which thou muft quench, 
rit make a forcible entry. 
MaL Touch me not.: 
- You know I have a Throat, ■ if you do 

I will cry out a Rape, or (heath this here. 
E'er I'll be kept, and us'd for Julip-watcr 
T* allay the hear, which lufcious Meats and Wine, 
And not Defire, hath rais'd. 

Vit. A defp'rate Devil ! 
My Blood commands my Reafon, I muft take 
Some milder way. 

MdL I hope, dear Don, I fit you. 
The Night is mine, although the Day was yours. 
You are not fafting now ; this fpeeding trick, 
(Which I would as a Principle leave to all. 
That make their Maintenance out of their own Indies y 

As 



As I do now ; ) my good old Mother taught me $ 
Daughter, quoth flie, conteft not with your Lover 
His Stomach being empty, let Wine heat him. 
And then you may command him ; 'tis a Aire one ; 
His Looks fhew he is coming. 

Vit. Come, this heeds not, 
Efpecially to nie ; you know how dear 
I ever have efteemed you. 

Cla. Loft again. 

Vtt. (30) That any fight of yours hath power to chang 
My ftrongeft Refolution ; and one Tear 
Sufficient to command a Pardon from me. 
For any wrong from you, which all Mankind 
Should kneel in vain for. 

MaU Pray you pardon thofe 
That need your Favour, or defire it. 

Viu Prithee 
Be better tempered : Til pay as a forfeit 
For my rafli Anger, this Purfe fill'd wkh Gold. 
Thou (hak have Servants, Gowns, Attires, what not? 
Only continue mine. 

Mai. *Twas this I fifh*d for. , [^ 

^ Vit. Look on me and receive it. 
^Mal. Well, you know 
My gentle Nature, and take Pride t* abufe it : 
You fee a Trifle pleafes me, we're Friends ; 
This Kifs, and this, confirms it/ 

Cla. With my Ruin. 

MaU I'll have this Diamond, and this PearL 

ViU They're yours. 

MaU But will you not, when you - have what yc 
came for. 



(30) T^hat any fight of yours ■ 

" — and one Tiar\ 
I doa*t difcard the word Sight, here, bccaufe it may be explain^ ii 
Senfe ; but ftUl I Aifped Sight has a Letter too much, and that I 
Original might run, '^ 

nat any Kgh or Tear &c. 
Sighs and Tears is cpmnion, not fo Sight and Tears. 



TTiS Martial Maid. 447 

Take them from me to Morrow ? 'Tis a fafliion 
TTour Lords of late have us'd. 

Vit. But ril not follow. 

Cla. That any Man at fuch a rate as this 
Should pay for his Repentance. 

Vit. Shall we to bed now ? 

Mai. Inftantly, Sweet ; yet now I think on't better. 
There's fomething firft that in a word or two 
I muft acquaint you with. 

Cla. (31) Can I cry Ay me. 
To this againft my felf ? I'll break this Match, 
Or make it ftronger with my Blood. [DsfcenJs. 

£«/^r Alguazier, Piorato, Pachieco, Metaldi, 

Mendoza, Lazarillo, fcfr. * 

Jig. Vm yours. 
A Don's nor privileg'd here more than your felf. 
Win her, and wear her; 

Pio. Have you a Prieft ready ? 
. jllg. I have him for thee. Lad ; and when I'have 
Married this fcornful Whore to this poor Gallant, 
She will make fuit to me ; there is a trick 
To bring a high-priz'd Wench upon her Knees : 
For you, my fine neat Harpyesy ftretch your Tallons 
And prove your fclves true Night-Birds. 

Pac. Take my word 
For me and all the reft. 

Laz. If there be Meat 
Or any Banquet ftirring, you fhall fee 
How I'll beftow my felf. 

j^lg. When they are drawn, 
Rufli in upon 'em, all's fair Prize you light on ; 
I muft away : your Officer may give way 
To th' Knav'ry of his Watch, but muft not fee it. 
You all know where to find me. [^ExiL 

(31) Can I cfy ah mc,] Mr. f^^^ofl^A/, with whom I hud the 
Happinefs to concur, reads ^jm^» a Word common in ^hakffpear^ 
and the Playwrights of ihat Age, and the oldefl Folio confirms tie 
JLedlion. 

Met. 



T^ 
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Met. There look for us. 

Kit. Who's that ? 

Mai. My PioratOj welcome, welcome : 
. Faith had you not come when you did, my Lord 
Had done I kno^ not what to^me; 

Vit. I'm guli'd, 
Firft cheated of my Jewels, and then laugh'd at i 
Sirrah, what makes you here ? 

Pio. A bufmefs brings me. 
More lawful than your own. 

Fit. How's that, you Slave? 
^ Mai. He's fuch, that would continue her a Whore, 
Whom he would make a Wife of. 

^it. I'll tread on 
The Face you doat on, Strumpet. 

Enter Clara. 

Pac. Keep the Peace there. 

f^it. A Plot upon my Life too ? 
. Met. Down with him. 

Cla. Show your old Valour, and learn from a Woman; 
One Eagle has a world of odds againft 
A flight of Daws, as thefe are. 

Pio. Get you off, 
rU follow inftantly. 

Pac. Run for more help there. 

[Exeunt all hut Vit. and Cla. 

Vit. Lofs of my Gold, and Jewels, and the Wench too, 
Afflids me not fo much, as th* having Clara 
The Witnefs of my Weaknefs. 

Cla. He turns from me ; 
And yet I may urge Merit, fince his Life 
Is made my fecond Gift. 

Vit. May I ne'er profper 
If I know how to thank her. 

Qa. Sir, your Pardon 
For preffing thus, beyond a Virgin's bounds. 
Upon your Privacies ; and let my .being 
Like to a Man, as you are, be th' excufe 

Of 
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Of my foUiciting that from you, which (hall not 

Be granted on my part, although dcfir*d 

By any other ; Sir, you underftand me. 

And *t>you]d fliew nobly in you, to prevent 

From me a farther Boldnefs, which I mull 

Proceed in, if you prove not merciful. 

Though with my lofs of Blufhes and good Name. 

Vit. Madam, I know your will, and would be thankful. 
If it were poflible I could affedt 
The Daughter of an Enemy.^ 

Cla. That fair falfe one. 
Whom with fond Dotage you have long purfu'd. 
Had fuch a Father j flie to whom you pay 
Dearer for your Diflionour, than all Titles 
Ambitious Men hunt for, are worth. 

Vit. 'Tis truth. 

Cla. Yet, with her, as a Friend, you ftill exchange 
Health for Difeafes, and, to your Difgrace, 
Nourifh the Rivals to your prefent Pleafures, 
At your own charge, us*d as a Property 
To give a fafe Proteftion to her Luft, 
Yet Ihare in nothing but the fliame of it. 

Vit. Grant all this fo, to take you for a Wife 
Were greater hazard ; for fliould I offend you 
(As 'tis not eafy ftill to pleafe a Woman) 
YouVeof fo great a Spirit, that I muft learn 
To wear your Petticoat, for you will havt 
My Breeches from me. 

Cla. Rather from this Hour 
I here abjure all AAions of a Man, 
And will efteem it happinefs from you 
To fufFer like a Woman ; Love, true Love 
Hath made a fearch within me, and expeird 
All but my natural Softnefs, and made perfeA 
That which my Parents care could not begin. 
I will (how ftrength in nothing, but my Duty 
And glad defire to pleale you, and in that V 

Grow every Day more able. 

Vol. VIL F f Viu 
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Vit, Could this be. 
What a brave Race might 1 b^et ? I Hnd 
A kind of yielding *, and no reafon why 
1 (hould hold longer out *, fhe's young, and fair. 
And chad, for fure \ but with her leave, the Devil 
Durft not attempt her : Madam, though you hare 
A Soldiier's Arm, your Lips appear as if 
They were a Lady's. 

Cla. They dare. Sir, from you 
Endure the Tryal. 

V^. Ha ! once more I pray you— — 
The beft I ever tailed % aixi 'tis faid 
I have prov'd many ; 'cis not fafe, I fear. 
To ask th' reft now ; well, V\\ leave Whoring and 
Luck herein fend me with her : Worthied Lady, 
rU wait upon you home, and by the way 
(If e'er I marry^ as I'll not forfwear it) 
Tell you, you are my Wife. 
• Cla. Which if you do, 
(33) From me, all Man-kind Women, learn to woe. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Alguazier, Pachieco, Metaldi, Mendoza, and 

Lazarillo. 

Alg. A Cloak ? Good purchafc ; and rich Hangers ? 
well. 
We'll (hare ten Piftolets a Man. 

Laz. Yet ftill 
I'm monftrous hungry ; could you not deduft 
So much out x>f the gro& fum, as would purchafc 
Eight Loyns of Veal, and ibme two dozen of Capons ? 

Pac. O ftrange Proportion for five. 

Laz. For five ? I have 

ar 

(33) ^has runs the Edition of 1647. The Of^avo, 

from me all Mankind^ IVominf barn tQ hah. 

A 
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A Legion in my ftomach,-that have kept 
Perpetual Faft tnefe ten Years ; fiw the Capons, 
They are to nie but as fo many Black- birds : 
May I but eat once, and be fatisficd, 
Let the Fates call me, when my Ship is fraught. 
And I fliall hang in Peace* 

jllg. Steal well to Night, 
And thou llialt feed to Morrow ; k^ now you are 
Yourfelves again, I'll raife another Watch 
To free you from Sufpicion ; fct on any 
You meet with boldly ; Til not be far off, 
T*affift you, and proteft you. [Exiti 

Meti O brave Officer ! 

EfUer Alvarez, Lucio and Bobadilla. 

Pac. Would every Ward had one but fo well given» 
And we would watch, for Rug, in gowns of Velvet. 

Mend. Stand clofe, a Prize. 

Met. Satten, and gold Lace, Lads*. 

Alv. Why doft thou hang upon me ? 

Luc. ;Tis fo dark 
I dare not fee my way j for Heav*n fake, Father, 
Let us go home. 

Bob. No, even here wc*H leave you j 
Let's run away from him, my Lord. 

Luc. Oh 'las. 

j^v. Th' aft made me mad, and I will beat thee 
dead. 
Then bray thee in a Mortar, and new mold thee. 
But I will alter thee. 

Bob. 'Twill never be? 
He has ho^ three Days praftifing to drink. 
Yet ftill he ftps like to a Waiting- Womap, 
And looks as he were murd'ring of a Fart 
Among wild Irijh Swaggerers. 
• Luc. I have ftill 
Your good word, Zancbo ; Father-—* 

Av. Milk-fop, Coward ; 

F f a No 
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No Houfe of mine receives thee ; I difclaim thce^ 

Thy Mother on her Knees (hall not entreat mc 

Hi reaftcr to acknowledge thee. 

Luc. Pray you fpeak for me^ [To Bobadil 

Bob. I would, but now t cannot with mine Honoui 
jilv. There's only one Courfe left, that may rcdec 
thee. 

Which is, to ftrike the next Man that you meet i 

And if we chance to light upon a Woman^ 

Take her away, and ufe her like a Man, 

Or I will cut thy Hamftrings. 

Pac. This makes for us. % 

Alv. What doft thou how ? , 
Luc. I'm faying. Sir, my Prayers ; 

For t cing to undertake what yoii would have inc, 

I know I cannot Jive. 

Enter Lamoral, Genevora, Anaftro, and Pages with- 

Lights. 

Lam. Madam, I fear 
You'Jl wifh y* had us'd your Coach ; your Brother's Houi 
Is yet far off. 

G^/;. The better, Sir ; this Walk 
Will help Digeftion after your great Supper, 
Of which I have fed largely. 

Av. To your Task, 
Or elfe you know what follows.- 

Luc. I am dying : 
Now Lord have mercy on me* By your favour^ 
Sir, I muft ftrike you. 

Lam. For what caufe ? 

Luc. I know not ; 
And I muft likewifc talk with that young Lady, 
An Hour in private. 

Lam. W hat 70U muft, is doubtful j 
But I am certain. Sir, that I muft beat you. 

Luc. Help, help. 

Alv. Not ftrike again ? 
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Lam. How, Alvarez^? 

Ana. This for my Lord Fitelffs love, 

Pac. Break out. 
And like true Thieves, make prey on cither fide, 
(33) But feem to help the Stranger. 

Bob. Oh my Lord ! 
They've beat hini on his knees. 

Luc. Thqugh I want Courage, 
I yet have a Son's Duty in mc, and 
Compaffion of a Father's Danger ; that. 
That wholly now poffcflcs n^e. 

Alv. Lucia^ 
This is beyond my hope. 
f Met. So, Lazarilloj 
Take up all,* Boy j well done. 

Pac. And now fteal off 
Clofely and cunningly. 

Ana. How ? have I found you ? 
Why Gentlemen, are you mad, to make your ielves 
A prey to Rogues ? 

Lam. Would we were off; 

Bob. Thieves, Thieves. 

Lam. Defer our own Contention ; and down with 
them. 

Luc. I'll make you fare. 

Bob. Now he plays the Devil, 

Gen. This place is not for mei \E9cit. 

Ltic. I'll follow her j 
Half of my Penance is paft o'er, {Exif. 

(34) Butfeems to help the Strang'r.l Bat as they were to be the Har- 
pies of the Night, *cwould be fpmethhig difficult to difiinguifh in the 
dark betwixt the contending Parties. I freely own this Place (if not cor- 
redted) is abfolute Nonfenie, or not intelligible. The way to fet it 
found mufl be by changing a Letter, and *twill then torn out thuSj 

But f' em to help the ftronger. 

F f 3 Enttr 
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Enter Alguazier, Affiftant, and other Watchei. 

Mg. WhatNoife? [you. 

What Tumult's there ? keep the King's Peace,. I charge 

Pac. Vm glad he's come, yet— — 

jllv. O, you keep good Guard 
Upon the City, when Men of our Rank 
Are fet upon thus in the Streets. 

Lam. Th' Affiftant 
Shall hear on't, be affiir'd. 

Ana. And if he be 
That careful Governor he is reported. 
You will fmart for't. 

Alg. Patience, good Signiors ; 
Let me furvey the Rafcals ; O, I know them. 
And thank you for them 5 they are pilf'ring Rogues 
Of Andaluzia^ that have perus'd 
All Prifons in Cajiile i I dare not truft 
The Dungeon with them -, no. Til have them home 
To my own Houfe. 

Pac. We'd rather go to Prifon. 

Alg. Had you fo. Dog-bolts ? yes, I know you had ; 
You there would ufe your cunning Fingers on 
The fimple Locks, you would; but 1*11 prevent you. 

Lam. My Miftrcfs loft ? good Night. [Exit. 

Bob. Your Son's gone too, 
What ftiould be come of him ? 

Alv. Come of him, what will 5 
Npw he dares fight, I care not : Til to Bed : 
Look to your Prifoners, Alguazier. [Exit with Bob. 

Alg. All's clear'd ; 
Droop not for one Difaftcr ; Jet us hug. 
And trfumph in our Knaveries. 

Aj^Ji. This confirms 
What was reported of him. 

Met. *Twas done bravely. 

Alg. I muft a little glory in the means 
We. Officers have, to play the Knaves, and fafcly ; 

How 
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How we break through the Toils, pitchM by the Law, 

Yet hang up them that arc far Icfs Delinquents •, 

A fimple Shopkeeper's carted for a Bawd, 

For lodging, though unwittingly, a Smock-gamcftcr •, 

Where, with rewards, and credit, I have kept 

Malroda in my Hou&, as in a Cloyfter, 

Without Taint, or Sufpicion. 

Pac\ But fuppofe 
The Governor (hould know it ? 
jllg. He ? good Gentleman, 
Let him perplex himfelf with prying into 
The Meafures in the Market, and th' Abufcs 
The I>ay (lands guilty of ; the Pillage of 
The Night is only mine, mine own Fce-fin^lc 
Which, you (hall hoU from me. Tenants at will. 
And pay no Rent for't. 
Pac. Admirable Landlord ! 

Alg, Now we'll go fcarch the Tannerns, commit fiich 
As we find drinking ; and be drunk our felves 
With what wc take from them ; thefe filly Wretches, 
Whom 1 for form iake only have brought hither. 
Shall watch wtthout, and guard us. 

4Jift. And we will 
See you fafe lodged, nnoft worthy AlgusTier^ 
With all of you his Comrades. 
Met. 'Tis the Governor. 
jtlg. We are betrayed. 
jiffift. My Guard there ; bind them &(l : 

[Enter Gu^d. 
How Men ii> high Place and Authority 
Are in their Lives and Eftimations wrong'd 
By their fubord'nate Miniftcrs ? yet fuch 
They cannot but imploy ; wrong'd Jufticc finding 
Scarce one true Servant in ten Officers, 
T'expoftulate with you, were but to delay 
Your Crimes due Punifliment, which (hall fall on you 
So fpeedily, and fevcrely, that it (hall 
Fright others by th' example ^ and confirm, 

F f 4 However 
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However corrupt Officers may difgrace 
Themfelves, *cis not in them ta wrong their Place. 
Bring them away. 

Jig. We'll fuflTer nobly yet. 
And like to Spanifh Gallants. 

Pac. And we*ll hang fo. 

Laz. I have no Stomach to*t : but V\\ endeavour. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Lucio and Genevora. 

Gen. Nay, you are rude ; pray you forbear, you oE 
now 
More than the breeding of a Gentleman 
Can give you warrant for. 

Luc. 'Tis but to kifs you. 
And think not Til receive that for a Favour 
Which was enjoin'd me for a Penance, Lady. 

Gen. YouVe met a gentle Confeffor, and for once, 
(So then you will reft fatisfy'd,) I vouchfafe it. 

Luc. Reft fatisfy'd with a Kifs ? Why, can a Man 
Defire more from a Woman ? Is there any 
Pleafure beyond it ? may I never live 
If I know what it is. 

Gen. Sweet Innocence ! 

Luc. What ftrange new Motions do I feel ? rr 
Veins 
Burn with an unknown Fire ; in ev'ry part 
I fuffer Alteration ; I am poifon'd. 
Yet languifti with defire again to tafte it, 
So fweetly it works on me. 

Gen. I ne'er law 
A lovely Man, 'till now. 

Luc. How can this be? 
She is a Woman, as my Mother is. 
And her I have kifsM often, and brought ofF 

M 
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My Lips unfcorch'd \ yours are more Ipyely^ Lady, 
And fo ihould be le'fs hurtful ; pray vouchfafe 
Your Hand to quench the Heat ta'cn from your Lip, 
Perhaps that ipay rcftore me. 

Gen. Willingly. 

Luc. The flame increafes \ if to touch you, bura 
thus. 
What would more ftrifl: Embraces do ? I know not % 
And yet methinks to die fo, were t* afcend 
To Heav*n, through Paradife. 

Gen. I'm wounded too ; 
Though Modefty forbids that I (hould fpeak 
What Ignorance makes him bold in 5 why d* you fix 
Your Eyes fo ftrongly on me ? 

Luc. Pray ftand ftill. 
There's nothing elfe, that's worth the looking on : 
I could adore you. Lady. 

Gen. Can you lore me ? 

Luc. To wait on y' in your Chamber, and but touch 
What you, by wearing it, have made Divine, 

Were fuch a happinefe 1 am relblved, 

I'll fell my liberty to you for this Glove, 
And write my felf your Slave. 

Enter Lamoral. 

Gen. On eafier Terms 
Kcceive it, as a Friend. 

Lam. How ! Giving Favour ! 
I'll have it with his Heart. 

Gen. What will you do ? 

Imc. As you are merciful, take my Life rathqr. - 

Gen. Will you depart with't {q I 

Luc. Does that grieve you ? 

Gen. I know nor, but ev*n now you appear'd valiant, 

Luc. 'Twas to prefer ve my Father, in hisCaufe 
I could be fo again. Gen. Not in your own ? 
Kneel to thy Rival, and thine Enemy ? 
Away unworthy Creature, I begin 

To 
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To hate my fclf, for giving entrance to 
A good Opinion of thee ; for thy Torment, 
If my poor Beauty be of any Power, 
May*ft thou doat on it defp*rately ; but never 
Prefume to hope for Grace, till thou recover 
And wear the Favour that was ravi(h*d from thee. 
Lam. He wears my Head too then. 
Gen. Poor Fool, farewel. \Exi, 

Luc. My womanifti Soul, which hitherto hach go- 
vern*d 
This coward Flefh, I feel departing from me ; 
And in me by her Beauty is infpir*d 
A new and Mafc'line one, inftrufting me 
What's fit to do or fuffer ; powerful Love I 
That haft with loud, and yet a pleafing Thunder 
Rous'd fleeping Manhood in me, thy new Creature^ 
Perfeft thy work ; fo that I may make known 
Nature (though long kept back) will have her own. 

[Exeytnl 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Enter Lamoral and Lucio. 

Lam. t^ A N it be poffible, that in fix fhort hours, 
V-/ The Subjeft ftill the fame, fo many Habits 
Should be removed ? Or this new Lucio ( he 
That yefternight was baffePd and difgrac*d. 
And thank'd the Man that did it 5 that then knedM 
And blubber'd like a Woman) (hould now dare 
On terms of Honour to fcek Reparation, 
For what he then appeared not capable of ? 

Luc. Such Miracles, Men that dare do Injuries 
Live to their fliames to fee, for punifhment 
And fcourge to their proud Follies. 

Lam. Prithee leave me : 

Ha 
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Had I my Page or Foot-man here to flcfh thee, 
I durft the better hear thee. 

Luc. This Scorn needs not : 
And offer fuch no more. 

Lam. Why, fay I fhould. 
You'll not be angry ? 

Luc. Indeed I think I fhall. 
Would yoii vouch fafe to fhew your felf a Captain, 
And lead a little farther, to fome Place 
That's lefs frequented— 

Lam. He looks pale. [JJtd€. 

Luc. If not. 
Make ufe of this. 

Lam. There's Anger in his Eyes too : {^jftftde^ 

His Gefture, Voice, Behaviour, all new fafliion'd ; 
Well, if it does endure in Adb the trial 
Of what in fhow it promifes to make good, 
Ulyjfss* CyctopSj Io*s Transformation, 
Eurydice fetch'd from Hell, with all the reft 
Of OwWs Fables, I'll put in my Creed ; 
And for proof, all incredible things may be. 
Write down that Lucio^ die Coward Lucio^ 
The womanifli Lucio fought. 

Luc. And Lamoral^ 
The ftill employ'd great Duelift Lamoral^ 
Took his Life from him. 

Lam. 'Twill not come to that fure : 
Methinks the only drawing of my Sword \ 

Should fright that Confidence. 

Luc. It confirms it rather. 
To make which good, know you ftand now oppos'd 
By one that is your Rival, one that- wiflies 
Your Name and Title greater; to raife his ; 
The wrong you did, lefs pardonable than it is. 
But your Strength to defend it, more than ever 
It was when Juftice friended it. The Lady 
For whom we now contend, Genevora^ 
Of more defert, (if fuch incomparable Beauty 

Could 
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Could fuffer an Addition) your Love 
To Don yitelli multiply'd, and your Hate 
Againft my Father and his Houfe increas*d ; 
And laftly, that the Glove which you there wear 
To my Difhonour, (which I muft force from you) 
Were dearer to you than your Life. 

Lam. YouMl find 
It is, and fo I'll guard it. ^ 

Luc. (35) All thefe muft meet then 
With the black Infamy, to be foil'd by one 
That's not allowed a Man ; to help your VaIour» 
That falling by your Hand, I may, or die. 
Or win in this one (ingle Oppofition ' 
My Miftrefs, and fuch Honour as I may 
Inrich my Father's Arms with. 

Lam. 'Tis faid npbly, 
^iy Life with them are at the ftake^ 

Luc. At all then. [Fights 

Lam. Sht*s your's i this and my Life too, follow you| 
Fortune, 
And give not only b)ick that part, the Lofer 
Scorns to accept of 

Luc. What's that ? 

Lam. My poor Life, 
Which do not leave me as a farther Torment, 
Having defpoil'd me of my Sword, mine Honour^ 
Hope of my Lady's Grace, Fame, and all clfc 
That made it worth the keeping. 

Luc. I take back 
No more from you, than what you forc'd from mc j 
And with a worfer Title ; yet think not 
Tiiat I'll difpute this, as made infolent 
By my Succefs, but as one equal with you. 
If fo you will accept me $ that new Courage, 
(Or call it Fortune if you plcafe,J that is 

^35) T^^^ ^^^^^ o^ t^c ^^^^^ I^ate reads ibi^. 
All tbefi m€it thtn. 

Conferr' 



T^e Martial Maid. 461 

Conferr'd Upon me by the only fight 
Of fair Gentvoriiy was not bcftow'd on me 
To bloody purpofe : Nor did her Command 
Deprive me of the happinefs to fee her. 
But till I did redeem her Favour from you ; 
Which only I rejoyce in, and fhare with you 
In all you fuffer elfc. 

Liam. This G)urtefie 
Wounds deeper than your Sword can, or mine own % 
Pray you make ufe of either, and difpatch me. 

Luc. The barbarous ^urk is fatisfy'd with Spoil 5 
And ihall I, being pofleft of what I came for. 
Prove the more Infidel ? 

Lam. You were better be lb, 
Than publifh my Difgrace^ as *tis the Cuftom, 
And which I muft expeft. 

Luc. Judge better of me : 
I have no Tongue to trumpet mine own Praife 
To your diflionour ; 'tis a Baftard Courage 
That feeks a Name out that way, no true born one \ 
Pray you be comforted, for by all Goodnefs, 
But to her virtuous fclf, the beft part of it, 
1 never will difcover on what terms 
I came by thefe ; which yet I take not ifrom you. 
But leave you in exchange of them, mine own. 
With the defire of being a Friend 5 which if 
You will not grant me, but on farther trial 
Of Manhood in me, feek me when you pleale„ 
(And though I might refufe it with mine Honour) 
Win them again, and wear them : fo good Morrow. 

iExit. 
Lam. I ne'er knew what true Valour was till now ^ 
And have gained more by this Difgrace, than all 
The Honours I have won ; they made me proud, 
Prefumptuous of my Fortune ; a mere Beaft, ^ 

Fafliion'd by them, only to dare and do : 
Yielding no Reafons for my wilful Aftions 
But what I (hack on my Swprd*s point, prefuming 
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It was the beft Revenue. How unequal 
Wrongs well matntain'd makes us to others, which 
Ending with ihame, teach us to know our felves. 
I will think more on't. 

Euler Vitelli. 

yii. Lamoral. 

Lam. My Lord? 

FU. I came to feek you. 

Lam. And unwillingly. 
You nc*cr found me till now 5 your pleafure. Sir? 

Fit. That whkrh will pleafc thee. Friend^ thy vow** 
Love to me 
Shall now be put in A Aion ; means are ofli^r'd 
To uie thy good Sword for me, that which ftiU 
Thou wear'ft (36) as if it were a part of thee. 
Where is't ? 

Lam. *Tis changM for one more Fortunate : 
Pray you enquire not how. 

Vii. Why, (37) I ne'er thought 
That there was Magick in it, but afcrib'd 
The Fortune of it to thy Arm. Lam. Which is 
Grown weaker too. I am not (in a word) 
Worthy your Friendfhip : I am one new vanquifhM, 
Yet ihame to tell by whom. 

ru. But mi tell thee 
'Gainft whom thou art to fight, and there redeem 
Thy Honour loft, if there be any fuch : « 

(36) Thus tke Copy of 1647. The rcft,]« 

as if it ijuire apart of that. 

(37) Ine*er thought 

That there ivas Mufick in it. — 3 My Reader, no doabt, will 
farprizM with the MuficA of a Sword. It may be the firft time he ei 
heard of Aich a thing, and I afiare him *tis quite new to me and I^ 
Seward too* We fuppofe the Hat might ofiginaliy ran tluuu 

^'^'^there ne^tr was Ma|^ck in it, 

i. e. the Wonders of his Sword were not owing to any Charm» 

Enchantment like the ^words of Knights-Errant, but only to 
powerfid arm that wielded it. * 
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The King, by my long Suit, at length is pkajsM 
That Alvarez and my felf» with cither's Second, 
Shall end the difference between our Hou(es» 
Which he accepts of ; I make choice of thee 1 
And where you fpeak of a Difgrace, the Means 
To blot it out, by fuch a publick Trial 
Of thy approved Valour, will revive 
Thy antient Courage. If y' eqi^fce it, do i 
If not, rU fcek fome other. ^ f t 

tarn. As I am. 
You may command me. 

FiL Spoke like that true Friend 
That loves not only, for his private end. {^Exeunt. 

S C EN E IL 

Enter Genevora with a Letter ^ and Bobadilla. 

Gen, This from Madonna Clara ? 

Bob. Yes, an*t pleafe you. 

Gen. Alvarez^ Daughter ? 

Boh. The fame Lady. 

Gen. She, 
That fav'd my Brother's Life ? 

Bob. You're ftill i* th' right ; 
She wiird me wait your walking forth, and knowing 
How neceflary a difcreet, wife Man 
Was, in a bufinefe of fuch weight, Ihe pleas'd 
To think on me ; it may be in my Face 
Your Ladyfliip, not acquainted with my Wifdom, 
Finds no fuch matter ; what I am, I am ; 
Thought's free, and think you what you pleafe. 

Gen. 'Tis ftrange— — 

Bob. That I fliould be wife, Madam ? 

Gen. No, thou art fo ; 
There's for thy Pains, and prithee tell thy Lady 
I will not fail to meet her : FU receive 
Thy Thanks and Duty in thy prefcnt Abfcnce : 

Farcwel, 
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Farcwelj farewd, I fay, now thou art wife. [Exit Bob. 
She writes here, (he hath fomething to impart 
That may concern my Brother*s Life ; I know not. 
But general Fame doe* give her out fo worthy, 
'That I dare not fufped her; yet wi(h hucio 

Enter Lucio. 

Were Maftcr of her Mind 5 but fie upon'f; 
Why do I think on him ? — See I am punifh'd for% 
In his unlook*d-for Prefencc : Now I mud 
Endure another tedious piece of Courtfliip, 
Would make one forfwear courtefie. 

Luc. Gracious Madam, [Kneels. 

The Sorrow paid, for your juft Anger towards mc, 
Arifing from my weaknefs, I prelume 
To prefs into your Prcfcnce, and dcfpair not 
An eafie Pardon. 

Gen. He fpeaks Senfe : Oh ftrange ! 

Luc. And yet believe, that no defire of mine. 
Though all are too ftrong in me, had the Power 
For their Delight, to force me to infringe 
What you commanded ; it being in your part 
To leflcn your great Rigour when you plcafe. 
And mine to fufFer with an humble Patience 
What you'll impofe upon it. 

Gen. Courdy too. 

Luc. Yet hath the poor and contemned Lucio^ Madam, 
(Made able only by his hope to ferve you) 
(38) Recovered what with Violence, not Jufticc, 
Was taken from him 5 and here at your Feet 
With thefe, he could have laid the conquered Head 
Of Lamoral (*tis all I fay of him) 
For rudely touching that, which as a Relick 

(38) Recover' J ivhat ivith Violence^ ] So the Edition of 1647, 

which was eafil/ corrupted into 

Reco'verd that <witb Violence, 

of the other Copies. 

I 



^i Martial Maid. 465 

I cvcf would have worfhip^d, fince 'twas yours* 

Gen. Valiant, and every thing a Lady could [Afidc. 
Wifh in her Servant. 

Luc. All that's ^ood in me. 
That heav'nly Love, the Oppofite to bafe Luft, 
Which would have all Men worthy, hath created % 
Which being by your BeanB of Bpauty form'd, 
Cherifli as your own Creature. 

Gen* I am gine 
Too far now to diffcmble: Rife, or Aire 
I muft kneel with you too \ let this one Kifs 
Speak the reft for me 5 *tis too much I do, 
And yet, if Chaftity would, I could wilh more* 

Luc. In overjoying me, you arc grown fad \ 
What is it. Madam ? by——' 

(39) There's nothing that's within my Nerves (and yet 
Favour'd by you, I fliould as much as Man) 
But when you pleaf?, now, or on all Occafions 
You can think of hereafter, but you may 
Difpofeof at your PIcafure. 

Gen. If you break 
That Oath again, you lofe me. Yet fo well 
I love you, I Ihall never put you to*t 5 
And yet forget it not : Reft fatisficd 
With that you have receiV'd now, there are Eyes 
May be upon us ; till the difference 
Between our Friends are ended, I would not 
Be feen fo private with you. 

Luc. I obey you. 

Gen. But let me hear oft from you, and remember 

(39) ^^^re's nothing that^s within my Nirnjes-"-^ 

fiat *wben you pleafe ■■ ■ 

■ > but you may 

Difpofe of at your Pleafurc] Our Authors, here, have Cer- 
tainly h^d Ibme foul Play. I can*t think it probable, that they could 
be guilty of fuch glaring Tautology in the exprefling of a thing, fo 
eafy, as that himfelf and all things in his Power were at his Miilref^i^s 
Service. 

Vol. Vir. Gg I 
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I am ^/^//rs Sifter. 

Luc. What's that Madam ? 

Gen. Nay nothing : fare you well, who feels Love's 
fire. 
Would ever ask * to have means to dcfire. {Exeimt. 

S C E N E III. 

Enter AfTiftant, Syavedra, AnaftrO, Herald^ 

and Attendants. 

Jfftfi. Are they come in ? 

Her. Yes. 

Ajftft. Read the Proclamation^ 
That all the People here aflfemWed may 
Have fatisfadiion, what the King's dear love 
In care of the Republick, hath ordained ; 
Attend with Silence: Reaid aloud. 

Herald Reads. 

FOrafmucb as our high and mighty Mafier^ Philip, the 
Potent and moft Catbolick King of Spain, bath not only 
in his own Royal Per/on^ been long and often follicited^ • and 
grieved:^ with the (40) the deaMy and uncurahle Hatred^ 
fprung up betwixt the two antient and moft honourably de* 
fcended Houfes of tbefe his two dearly and equally beloved 
Subjeils^ !)(?» Ferdinando de Alvarez, and Don Pedro dc 
Vitelli i (all which in vain his Majefty hath often endeavour- 
ed to reconcile and qualifie : ) But that alfo through the Ve- 
batesy ^arrelsy and Outrages daily arifing^ fallings and 

(\^' deadly airi/ honourable haired, J^rung up hetween the tvo9 
antient and moft uacurable defcended ltouJes\ Here is a giorious Piece 
of Nonfenfe, which was born in the Year 1679, and begat a Son of 
the fame likenefs with itfelf in the Year 1711. The prefent Text which 
I have given is from Mr. Seward*% and my own Conjedure confirmM 
hy the Copy of 1647. 

* /. #• To have the Means to compafs his defire. 

fioming' 
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flowing from tbefe gre(U Head€^ his puhlick civil Government 
is feditioufly and barbaroufly mokjkd and wounded^ and 
many of his Mef Geniry^ {no lefs tender to bis Royal Ma-- 
jejiyy thqji the very Brambes of bis ownfacred Blood) fboildy 
loft J ana fubmergedi in the impious Inundation and Torrent' 
of tbeir Jlill-gromng Malice : It bath tberefore f leafed his 
Sacred Majejly^ out of his infinite AffeSfion to preferve his 
Common-wealtbj and general Peace^ from farther Fiolation^ 
{as a fweet and heartily hvin^ Father of his People^) and en 
the earneft Petitions of tbefe Afch-enemies^ to order and ordain j 
that they be ready ^ each with his well- cbo fen and beloved 
Friend J armed at all points like Gentlemen^ in the Caftle of 
St. Jago, on this prefent Mohday Morning tetwixt eight 
and nine of the Ckckj 'mben (before the Combatants be al- 
lowed to commente this granted Duel) this to be read 
aloud for the publick Sati^allidn of his Majejifs well be* 
hved St(bje£is. 

'Sa'bd the King. [Drums within. 



V % 



Sya. (41) Hark, how their Drums fpeak their infa* 
tiate thirft 
Of Blood, Jirtd ftdp their Ears 'gainft pious Peace, 
Who gently whifpering, irhplbreS their EViendlhip. 

Afftfi. Kings nor Authority can matter Fate ; 
Admit *cm then, and Blood -extinguifh Hate» 

Enter feverallyj Alvarea and Locio, Vitclli and Lamoral. 

Sya. Stay, yet be pleas'd to thinks and let not daring, 
(Wherein Men now-a-days exceed <?en Beads, 
And think themfclves not Men^lfe,) fo tranfportyou 
Beyond the bounds of Chriftianity j 
Lord Alvarez^ f^i/^i/i. Gentlemen, 
No Town in Spain^ from our Metropolis 
' Unto the rudcft Hovel, but is great 

(41) ttari, their t>rums Jpeak—I So the Text of 1679, and the . 
Copy of 1 7 i I . The oldeft Edition gi^te ^ Reatting h«f< adopted. , 
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You know, if Argument, or Tinw, or Love, 

Could reconcile, long fince we bad fhobk Hands ; 

I dare proteft, your Breath cools not a Vein 

In any one of us, but blows the Fire, 

Which nought but blood reciprocal can quench. 

jtlv. f^iiellu thou fay*fl: bravely, and fayft right. 
And 1 will kill thee for't, I love thee fo. 

Fit. Ha ! ha ! old Man, upon thy Death I'll buiU 
A ftory with this Arm, for thy old Wife 
To tell thy Daughter Clara feven Years hence. 
As (he fits weeping by a Winter's Fire, 
How fuch a time f^Uelli flew her Husband 
With the fame Sword his Daughter favoured him. 
And lives, and wears it yet ; come, Lamoral^ 
Redeem thy felf. 

Lam. Lucio, Genevora 
Shall on this Sword receive thy bleeding Heart, 
For my prefented Hat, l^id at her Feet. 

Luc. Thou talk'ft well Latnoral^ but 'tis thy Head 
That I will carry to her to thy Hat : 
Fie, Father, I do cool^oo much. 

Alv. Oh Boy ! 
Thy Father's true Son ; 

Beat Drums, ■ and io good Morrow to your 

Lordfiiip. - 
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Ana. Brave, and Spani/by right. 

Gen. Lucio! 
. Cla. Fitelli ! 

£ug. jfharezf 

u^/v. How the Devil 
Got thefe Cats into th' gutter ? my Pufs too ? 

Eug. Hear us. 

Gen, We muft be heard. 

Cla. We will be heard. 
Vitellif look, fee Clara on her Knees, 
Imploring thy Compaffion ; Heav'n, how fternly 
They dart their emulous Eyes, as if each fcorn'd 
To be behind the other in a Look ! 
Mother, Death needs no.S word- here 5 oh my Sifter, 
(Fate fain would have it fo,) perfuade, entreat, 
(42) A Lady's Tears are filent Orators, 
Or {bould he fo at leaft, to move beyond 
The honeft-tongued Rhetorician ; 

Why 

(42) A Lady J Tears anfiknt Orators ^ 

*to movi beyonli 
The hnkft-tongii d Rhetorician ;} That there ia ao proper Aa- 
titheiis between the filent Oratory of a Lady's Tears and. the Honefty 
of a Rhetorician's Tongue ^ muft be clear to any Reader of common 
Senfe. The Incorrednefs of the Prefs h evident alfo in the fame 
Line both by the Conftrudion of tongu^d, which fpoils the Verfe, 
and that the Hyphen was mifplacM. The fame Inaccaracy there- 
fore undoubtedly put hone ft {qx loudeft, which is not&r from theTrace 
of the Letters, and is the Epithet which the Antitheiis evidently re- 
quires. Mr. SetwarJ. 

The Corruption in this Line Mr. Sewardhai judicioufly remark*d» 
though with Submiffion, t can't think he has beeu fo happy is his 
Corredion here, ^s he ufually -is elfewhere. Loud and ^/ent, ac- 
cording to his Conjecture preferves the Antitheiis well ; but as Loud- 
nefs is the leaft part of an Orator, ferving more xo deaf than per^ 
fuade an Audience, I can't help thinking, bui we muft fedt for ano- 
ther Word, to fupply the Place of honeft. I would therefore pro- 
pofe reading thus, . 

The honey- tongued Rhetorician ; 

or to keep nearer the Trace of the Letters ftill» , ^ 

Tbt honieft-tongued Rbitoriciam* 

« 

Gg 3 
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Why will you fight ? Why do** an Uncle's Death, 

Twenty Year old, exceed you/ Love to me 

But twenty Days ? Whole forc*d caufe, and fair manner 

You could not underftand, only have heiard. 

Cuftom, that wrought lb cunningly on Nature 

In me, that I forgot my Sex, and knew not 

Whether my Body Female were, or Male, 

You did unweave, and had the Power to charm 

A new Creation in me, made me fear 

To think on thofe deeds 1 did perpetrate j 

How little Ppw*r though you allow to me. 

That cannot with my Sighs, my Tears, my Prayers 

Move you from yo jir own lofe, if you (hould gain. 

ViL I mqft forget you Clara: ^till I have * 
Redeem'd my Uncle's Bki^d, that brandy my Fgcq 
Like a peftiProua Carbuncle, I^ blind 
To what you do ; deaf to youp cries ; and Marble 
To all impulfive Exorations. 

(43) When on this Point Tve perch'd thy Father's Soul, 
rll tender thee this bloody reeking Hand, 
Drawn forth the Bowels of that Murtherer ; 
. Jf thou canft love me then, I'll marry thee, 
And for thy Father loft, get thee a Son 5 
On no Condition elfe. 

jij/iji. Moft barbarous ! 

Sya. Savage? 

^j. Irre^gious. 

Qen. OklMcio! 
Be thou more merciful ; thou bear'ft fcw^r Y^rs, 
Alt lately wean*d from foft £ffenunacy 5 

Our Poeu wiM> were admirers of the Clafiics, might poiTiblxbave k^ 
Ifyjhr ia their Eye, who is thus defcrib'd by H9m€r, 
Experieuc'd Neflor, in Perfaafion skill'd, 
mrds fweet as Honey, frm bis Lips difiiWd. 

Mr. F9p9*i Tianflatioa. 

4tft*F l^*'* '* ^*^ PoinL^I Oh far in is only tQ be found in the 

As 
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A Maiden's Manners, and a Maiden's Heart 
Are Neighbours ftill to thee ; be then more mild^ 
Proceed not to this Combat ; be^ft thou defp*raie 
Of thine own Life ; yet, Deareft, pity mine : 
Thy Valour's not thine own, I gave it thee^ 
Thefe Eyes begot it, this Tongue bred it up. 
This Bread would lodge it ; do not ufe my Gifts 
To mine own ruin ; I have made thee rich, 
fie not fo thanklefs, to undo me for't. 

Luc. Miftrefs, you know I do not wear a Vein 
I would not rip for you, to do you Service ; 
Life's but a Word, a Sludow, a melting Dream, 
Compared t* eilential and eternal Honour. 
Why, would you have me value it beyond . 
Your Brother ? if I firft caft down my Sword, 
May all my Body here be made one Wouftd, 
And yet my Soul not find Heav'n th(m>ugh it. 

Alv. You would be Catcer-wallii^ too, but Peaoff, 
Go> &^ you home, and provide Dinner for 
Your Son, and me \ we'll be ekceedii^ merry ^ 
Oh Lmcio^ I will have thee Cock of all 
'The proud Vlttllis that do live k Spaing 
Fie, we fhall take cold : Hunch : ' * » ■■■ ■ Vta hokffe 
Already. 

Lam. How your Sifter whets my Spleen! 
1 could eat Lucio now. 

'Gen. VitelHf Brothtr^ 
Ev'n for your Father's Soul, your Uncle's Blood^ 
As you do love my Life ; but laft, and moft, « 
As you reipeft your oini Honour, and Fame, 
Throw down your Sword ^ he is mofl: valianc 
That herein yields firft. 

Fit. Peace, you Fool. 

Cla. Why, Lucio^ 
Do thou begin ; 'tis oo Difparagement ^ 
He's elder, and thy better^ and thy Yatour 
Is in his Infancy. 



Gen. Orpayitme» 
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To whom thou ow'ft it ; Oh, that conftant Time 
Would but go back a Week, then Lucio 
Thou would'ft not dare to fight. 

Eug. Lucio ^ thy Mother, 
Thy Mother begs it 5 throw thy Sword down firft. 

Av.' PU throw his Head down after then. 

Gen. Lamoralj 
YouVc often (wore you'd be commanded by me. 

Lam. Never to this; your Spigbc and Scora, Gi' 
nevora^ 
Has loft all Power on me. « 

Gen., Your hearing for fijc Words. 

jfj/ijl. Sya, Ma. Strange Obftinacy! 

jllv. Vit. Luc. Lam. We'll ftay no longer. 

Cla. 'Xhtn by thy Oath, Vitelli^ 
Thy dreadful Oath, thou would'ft return that Sword 
When I (hould ask it, give it to me now, 
This inftant I require it. 

Gen. By thy Vow, 
As dreadful Lucio^ to obey my will 
In any one thing I would watch to challenge, 
I charge thee not to ftrikc a ftroak ; now he 
Of oiir two Brothers that loves Perjury 
Beft, and dares firft be damn'd, infringe his VoWt 

Sya. Excellent Ladies J 

Fit. Pifh, you tyrannize. 

Luc. We did equivocate. 

Jtlv^. On. 

Qa. Then Lucio^ 
So well I love my Husband, ffor he is fo, 
Wanting hut Ceremony,) that I pray 
His 'vengeful Sword may fall upon thy Head 
SuccefsfuUy, for Falfe-hood to his Sifter. . 

Gen. I Jikewife pray, VitelU^ Lucia's Sv^ord 
(Who equally *s my Husband as thou hers,) 
May find thy fejfe Hqirt/ that <lurft gage thy Faith;^ 
And durft n ot keep it. 
4ffifi, Arc you Men, or Stones ?. 
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Jh. Men, and we'll prove it with our Swords. 

Eu£. Your hearing for fix Words, and we have done. 

Zancbo^ come forth We'll fight our Challenge too s 

jNow fpeak your Refolutions. 

Enter Bobadilla, with two Swords and a Piftol. 

Gen. Thefe they are. 
The firft blow giv'n betwixt you, Iheathes thefe Swords 
In one another's Bofoms. 

Eug. And Rogue, look 
You at that inftant do difcharge that Pifl:ol 
Into my Breaft ; if you ftart back, or quake, 
I'll flick you like a Pig. Ah. — Hold, you are 
Mad. Gen. This we have laid ; and by our hope of 

Biifs 
This w^ will do ; fpeak your intents. 

Qa. Gen. Strike. 

Eug. Shoot. , 

Jlh. Fit. Lam. Luc. Hold, hold; all Friends. 

AJfift. Come down. 

jih. Thefe devMifti Women 
Can make Men Friends and Enemies when they lift. 

Sya. A gallant Undertaking, and a happy ; 
Why this is noble in you ; and will be 
A welcomer Prefent to our Mafter 
Philips than the return from his Indies. 

Enter Clara, Genevora, Eugenia, and Bobadilla. 

Cla. Father, your Blelfing, 

jitv. Take her ; if ye bring not 
Betwixt you. Boys that will find out new Worlds, 
And win *em too, Pm a falfc Prophet, 

Vit. Brother, 
There is a Sifter ; long divided Streams 
Mix now at Jength^ by Fate. 

Bpb. I am not regarded i I was the careful Steward 
that provided thefe Inftruments of Peace, 1 put the long* 
^ Weapon in your Sifter's Hand, my Lord, becaufc 

flie 
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Ihe was the (hortcft Lady : For likdy the fharteft La- 
dies love the longed ■> Men : And for mine own 

part, I could have difcharged it : my Piftol is no ordi- 
nary Piftol, it has two ramming Bullets ; but thought I, 
why (hoohd I (hoot my two Bullets into my old Lady? 
If they had gone, I would not have (laid long after ; I 
would ev'n have died too, bravely i* faith, like ^Rtr 
nan Steward ; hung my felf in mine own Chain, and 
there had been a ftory of BohadtUa^ Spinddla^ Zancboy for 
after Ages to lament. Hum i I perceive, I am not only 
not regarded, but alfo not rewarded. 

Jlv. Prithee Peace ; *fhalt have a new Chain, next 
St Jaques Day, or this new gilt. 

Boi. I am fatisBed ; let Virtue have her due : And 
yet I am melancholy upon this Atonement ; pray 
Heav'n the State rue it not : I would my Lord Vkelffs 
Steward, and I could meet \ they ihould find it (hould 
coft *em a little morg to make us Friends. Well, I 
will forfwear Wine alid Women for a Year ; and then 
I will be drunk to Morrow, and run a whoring like a 
Dog with a broken Botde at*s Tail ; then will I repent 
next Day, and forfwear *cm again more vehemently*, 
be forfwom next Day again, and repent my R^en- 
tance ; for thus a melancholy Gentleman doth, and 
ought to live. 

yijiji. Nay, you (hall dine with me ; and afterward 
I'll with ye to the King : But firft, I will 
Difpatch the Cattle's Bufinefs, that this Day 
May be compleat. Bring forth the Malefa(5bor$, 

E»ier Alguazier, Pachieco^ Metaldi, 'Mendoza, 
Lazaritlo, Piorato, Malroda, and Guard. 

You jilguazierj the Ringrlcader of thcfc 
Poor Fellows, are degraded from your OfEce, 
You muft return all ftol^n Goods you received. 
And watch a twelve Month without any Pay : 
This, if you faJt of, (all your Goods confifcate,) 

Yo\fn 
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YouVe tQ be Whipt, and fcnt into the Gallles. 

Jig. I like all, but reftoring ; that Catholick Doc- 
trine 
I dodiflike: learn, all yfe Officers 

By this, to live uprightly if you can. \ExH. 

AJfift. You Cobler,'to tranflate your Manners new* 
Are doom'd to th* Cloifters of the Mendicants, 
With this your Brother, Botcher, there for nothing 
To cobble, and heel Hofc for the poor Friers, 
Till they allow your Penance for fufficicnr. 
And your Amendment -, then you (hall be freed. 
And may fet up again, 

Fach. Mendozay come. 
Our Souls have trode awry in all Men's fight, 
We'll underlay 'em, till they go upright. 

[£x. Pach. and Mend. 
Jjftjl. Smith, in thofe Shackles you for your hard 
Heart 
Muft lie by th' Heel^ a Year. 

Met. I've fhod your Horfe, my Lord. [Exit. 

AJfxft. Away: For you, my hungry whitc-loaPd 
Face, 
You muft to th* Gallies, where you (hall be fure. 
To have no more Bits, than you ffaall have Blows. 
Laz. Well, tho* I Herrings want, I (hall havtf 

Rows. ^ ^ 

Affip, Signior, you, have prevented us, and puni(h*d 
Your felf fcverclicr than we would have done. 
You have married a Whore ; may Ihe prove honeft. 
Fio. Tis better, my Lord, than to piarry an honeft 
Woman, 
That may prove s Whore. 

Vit. *Tis a handfomc Wench ; and thou canft keep 
her tame 
I'll fend you what I promised. 
Fio. Joy to your Lord(hipSi 
Ah. Here may all .Ladies learn, to make of Foes 
I'hc' pcrfcft'ft Friends 5 and not the pcifcft'ft Foes 

Of 
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Of deareft Friends, as fome do now a-days. 

Vit. (44) Behold the Pow'r of Love, to Nature 
loft 
By Cuftom irrecoverably paft the hope 
Of Friends reftoring, Love hath here retrieved 
To her own Habit, made her Bludi to fee 
Her fo long monftrous Metamorphofes j 
May firange A^irs never have worfe Succefs. 

{_ Exeunt, 

(44} BthU th* Pawtr ef Lovi, In Nature laft 



■ — Lavi bath hirt retriifi'd ] Here ii anotlitr 

difficult Pafflagc, at leaft to me. BtMi the Faiutr af Le-ae, whick 
(Love) hath here ta loft Nacure retrieved to her own Habit. Tho 
the Reader may make Senfe of if he can, while I endeavour Co la 
the Place Tight thus, 

BehoU tbt Pavier »f Ltve, Nature tho' loft 



- Lsve hath ri 



Ta her man Habit Sec. 
Hete we have a glimmering of Senle and'Reafon, and the Poett 91 
dcai'd horn a Blunder they could haidly be guilty of. 
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OJ7iJI Author fears there are fome Reiel Hearts^ 
Wbofe Dullnefs doth oppofe Love's piercing Darts 5 
Such will be apt to fay there wanted Wit^ 
^he Language loWj very few Scenes are writ 
With Spirit and Life -, fuch odd things as thefe 
He cares not for ^ nor ever means to pleafe \ 
For if your felves^ a Atijirefs or Lovers Friends j , 
An * lik^d with this fmootb Play, he hath his Endr- 

* ;. i, pleasld. ' 



Jh End of the Seventh Volume • 
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